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INTRODUCTION 


by 

Norman Holmes Pearson 

Although a century has now passed since Hawthorne's Twice-Told 
Talcs first appeared before the American public, not even the changes of 
taste that have sv\ept so many of his contemporaries from the affections 
of the people have done much to alter the admiration with which he has 
been read A great deal of what flowered in New England now seems 
faded with the passing of time, despite the rare quaht}'- which it pos- 
sessed and the extraordinary enthusiasm wnth which it ^^as tended But 
the pure beauty of Hawthorne’s style and his deep perception of human 
nature have spread beyond the small region nhere he lived and over the 
years which separate his time from our own 

There vas no truer child of the religious mood and the cultural heri- 
tage of New England Most of Hawthorne’s life was spent uneventfully 
there He was born in the seaport town of Salem m 1804, and died 
sixty years later during a short journey from his Concord home As an 
older man, his tales and most of his novels witten, he spent some seven 
years in England and m Italy, but this late taste of cosmopolitanism 
came when he no longer needed it, or, at least, when he had already estab- 
lished both his approach to life and his manner of writing He substi- 
tuted the consulate at Liverpool for tlie custom house at Salem, tlie lichen 
of an English cathedral for the mosses of the Concord manse The scene 
was altered, but he learned little that was new This is not to sa^'' that 
Hawthorne knew all things about man and nature from his limited New 
England experience, but certain fundamentals he understood piofound- 
ly, and this understanding was expressed with a keenei sense of the 
beauty of words and the cadence of language than any American had 
hitherto achieved In Hawthorne, America had for the first time a writer 
of fiction for whom no apology was needed 

His hfe passed without much excitement. He did not, like Dana, lound 
Cape Horn, the great j'lb flying to leeward and the fury of the waves 
breaking over the bow. He did not, like Melville, wander through the 
fragrant valley of the Typees with Fayaway, olive-skinned and flower- 
girdled, on his arm He did not even stride the barren moors with dour 
Carlyle at Craigenputtock, as Emerson, his Concord neighbor, had But 
as a boy he roamed the crooked streets of Salem, or, heels-up, lay out- 
stretched upon the floor at home, reading Spenser and Bunyan and Mil- 
.ton, reading them again and again. He learned of the share his ancestors 
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had had in the panic that seized Salem Village, when, neaa ^e close of 
the seventeenth century, witches had worried the minds of the villagers 
and pricked them into terror He heard the old wife’s tale of a curse 
hurled by the husband of a witch at grim Judge Hathorne And he 
dreamed of the great inheritance of land that should have been his 
family’s had deeds and titles been preserved , tt , 

The Hawthorne family was old, but it was not rich Hawthornes 
father had been a sea-captain and had died at Surinam The log-book of 
one voyage of his father’s ship IIc7(ildy from Boston to IN'Iadeira and the 
Indies, he owned when a child, and the report of the fight with a French 
privateer, in which the British CoinwalUs was rescued, fascinated him 
But his mind was more often ashore For economy’s sake, his wdoued 
mother with her two daughters and her son left Salem for a time to live 
with her brother in Maine There the boy went wandering through tlie 
woods about Sebago Lake mth his uncle’s dog, Watch, gunning for 
partridges and fishing for fat trout “It was there,” he said, “I first got my 
cursed habits of solitude ” And later at Bowdom College he still liked 
most of all to watch logs tumbling down the Androscoggin or to go bat- 
fowling in the summer twilight Longfellow was m his class, but the tw'o 
saw little of each other It was not until years after, when Longfellow 
was an established author and Hawthorne w^as determined to be one, that 
they became m any sense friends Longfellow was too elegant, and Haw- 
thorne, w'hen he took part in the life of the college, turned to the group 
which risked a fine to meet secretly at Ward’s Tavern, or cut chapel, or 
gathered together for a little friendly gambling He made friends, like 
Bridge, who later paid for the publication of the Twice-Told Talcs, and 


Pierce, who as President gave him the Liverpool consulship , but usually 
Hawthorne remained aloof, preferring then, as throughout his life, to 
observe rather than to participate He read enormously from the library 
of his college society, good novels by Scott and “that damned ranting 
stuff” of Neal and others’ which he relished so much At various times, 
with two or three other students, he donated to the library a set of John- 
son, Percy’s Rehques, a complete Swift and other volumes 

Even in childhood, Hawthorne had toyed with the idea of wanting, 
and as he grew older an ambition to devote himself to literature was 
strengthened Once his college life was ended he returned to Salem, w^here 
for over a decade he did little more than write Fanshawe, published in 
I 2 , was the first result, and although no one would call it a good novel,- 
a great many in their zeal have made it out to be a much worse story of 

Neal’s damned rant and Scott’s “racing 
^ Cannobie Lee,” which he used as a motto to one of his 
setting IS autobiographical though the events are not, and 
/»/orno?Saml/f deep enough in the past to write The Gray Cham- 
seems to have ii^old characters outside his own experience, 

rSidence retrospect than m 


Hawthorne was always his own best critic, though he had paid for the 
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publication of Fanshawe he withdrew it from circulation and tossed it to 
the flames But he kept on writing When m 1837 his next volume, the 
Twice-Told Tales, appeared, the toneless and awkward style of Fanshawe 
had been refined into a melodious and graceful delicacy That Hawthorne 
should have turned from the writing of novels to a shorter form is not 
strange, for though he was not destitute, he still had to sell m order to 
live , and m an age when only the newspaper, the magazine and the annual 
flourished vigorously enough to support a native literature, a writer 
could not choose his form It was thrust upon him, and Hawthorne, early 
in his career, wrote to an editor, ‘T have complied with your wishes in re- 
gard to brevity ” Yet if ever a nation’s failure to patronize its own literary 
figures ultimately resulted m some good it has been in America, for it is 
to this neglect we owe whatever we have contributed to the development 
of the short story Thus Hawthorne kept his attention on the t3T)e of writ- 
ing which he could sell and his eyes open for material to write about 
Not much IS known about Hawthorne’s life m the years immediately 
after college, and they have come, with his own romantic and somewhat 
self-conscious help, to be veiled in an air of mystery as pervading as that 
of his own tales At times he travelled through New England , once west- 
ward even as far as Detroit He was alert for detail to be jotted down m 
journals ‘‘Think nothing too trifling to write down, so it be m the smallest 
degree characteristic You will be surprised to find on reperusing your 
journal what an importance and graphic power these little particulars 
assume ” This was the advice he wrote to a friend bound on a voyage to 
Africa, this was advice he followed himself on his cruise along Lake 
Champlain Throughout the tales, and even later m his novels, these 
entries from his journals reappear In The Gieat Stone Face, The Gieat 
Cat buncle, Ethan Bland, here and there, as though thrown in as ballast to 
keep his romanticism from floating away, these descriptive bits of realism 
can be found Seated on a Berkshire stoop, Hawthorne chatted one 
evening with a filthy, one-armed soap-maker “ ‘My study is man,’ said 
he And looking at me ‘I do not know your name,’ said he, ‘but there is 
something of the hawk-eye about you too ’ ” Evenings at home in Salem, 
Hawthorne walked past the rich, white-pillared doors of homes he might 
have entered, sitting down beside the toll-gatherer, as the tin peddlers, 
the pickle manufacturers and the young girls strolled across the bridge 
or hurried by He listened to the legends of the past from old women 
crouched all day over the kitchen fire, clicking their knitting-needles, 
or taking a turn at the spit, and m sending some of his earliest tales 
to a publisher m 1829 he wrote “You will see that one of the stories is 
founded upon the superstitions of this part of the country I do not 
know that such an attempt has hitherto been made, but, as I have thrown 
away much time in listening to such traditions, I could not help trjang 
to put them into some shape The tale is certainly rather wild and 
grotesque, but the outlines of many not less so might be picked up here- 
abouts ” 

What the life about him could not give, he got from books In an 
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election sermon of the Puritans he grew to hnow the terror of the Black 
Man better, from older histones like Cotton Mather s and ncy.er ones 
like Peter’s Genaal Hjstoty of Connechcut , in English Annml 
and State Tuah^ m the newspapers and couit-iccords of New England 
he steeped himself until his intimacy nith the past nas n or 1 by of .i pro- 
fessional historian Here Ins hereditary affiliation and rlnlflhood fa'-cina- 
tion coincided with the interest of a young and self-conscious nation and 
a general literary fashion made popular by \\ altei Scott 
Vhat Scott did not give him, howevei, and what he oived t() Ins New 
England heritage, was a sense of the depth and complexitj of man inner 
life The Puritan instinct, however it may have been e^jircss^d. nas one 
of honest and sober introspection It penetrated the sham of nian s ex- 
terior to his more animal nature beneath It knew that man s heart is 
better to be trusted than his lips, and this duplicity it attempted to lay 
bare All nature lay like an emblem-book sprqad open, each moxement 
had its own divine significance The rush of mnd. the roll of thunder, 
the gentle springtime sun, equally showed the steady hand of God In- 
extricably connected, divinely interwoven, w’as man with man and man 
with nature By Hawthorne’s time the theology of Calvinism, which 
aimed the Puritan instinct, had largely disappeared Hawthorne was no 
Calvinist he was not even a church-goer but tlic Puritan instinct was 
still his 

What his heritage made natural his early reading of Spenser, Bunx an 
and Milton made literary He saw the characters he wrote about in moral 
chiaroscuro, and like Spenser’s knights and Bimyan’s brown-clad Puri- 
tans his figures moved m spiritual shadows He sensed an intimacy of na- 
ture with the action of his tales In Milton’s epic of Paradise Lost the 
heavens groaned at the fall of the angels, and in Hawthorne’s tale of 
Goodman Brown the winds whispered m sorrow the young man’s loss of 
Faith Because Hawthorne believed in no theology, his knowdedge of the 
complexity of man’s inner life was psychologically similar, m its literary 
applications, to what he might have learned today All this he made a 
part of his story-telling, and it is from this sense of the total nexus of 
things that the atmospheric intensity and the unity of tone result 
Until The Scailet Lettei appeared in 1850, he published nothing but 
tales and essays With these he was increasingly dissatisfied “They 
have,’’ he wrote, “the pale tint of fioxvers that blossomed in too retired 
a shade Part essay, part tale, his stories centered in some mood or 
incident They recalled some episode m history, or probed some individual 
problem of the soul As the taste of the age demanded and the nature of 
the ^thor approved, they bore their lessons, but rather as though a 
new Deucahon had cast moral tracts over his shoulder and found them 
^own into literature Yet Hawthorne’s material for such tales was lim- 
larL W psychological relationships demanded 

ftat sMH a novel 

stance 
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Meanwhile he experimented in livnng Partly because at last he 
wanted a share in common life, mostly because he wanted an income 
large enough to marry on, he went to work as a surveyor m the custom 
house at Boston There on long winter days he paced the icy decks of 
salt-ships and coal-vessels, or fled the freezing north winds by climbing 
down into dirty little cabins to warm himself beside red-hot stoves His 
mind w*as too entangled in weights and measures, his emotions too con- 
cerned with love, to leave much energy for the creation of fiction, tliough 
'he did manage a hack job or tivo to fill his pocket-book. He turned hqie- 
fnlly from Long Wharf to the fields of Brook Farm m an effort, as he first 
put it, to escape “all the fopperies and flummeries w'hich have their origin 
in a false state of society,” and there, flocked in blue w'oolen, shod in 
hea\y cow-hide boots, he passionately attacked a heap of manure. 
Reality stifled his hope “It is my opinion, dearest,” he wrote to his 
fiancee, “that a man’s soul maj'’ be buried and perish under a dung-heap 
01 in a furroiv of the field, just as well as under a pile of money The 
real IMe w'as never an associate of the community ” Hawthorne wanted 
security much moie than he cared what kind of societ}’’ gave it to him, 
but he failed to find it in the transcendental socialism of Brook Farm 
This hope gone, he cast his native prudence to the winds, marned and 
went to live in Concord In the old manse w^here Emerson had WTitten 
Natwe and a line of preachers had filled the attic with manuscripts of 
sermons, Hawthorne continued their didactic tradition There by the 
gnarled apple-trees and sluggish stream lapsing through the meadow be- 
hind the house most of Mosses jwm an Old Manse was wTitten He lived 
here for four years, but, as his family increased, the old necessity for 
security urged him on, and for the following two years he w'as employed 
in the custom house at Salem I^Tien this period was cut short, the bitter 
experiences oLw’hich he told m his introduction to The Scarlet Lcttcj, 
he wrote at last his novel 

It made him famous No novel so fine had appeared in America, and 
few so fine have appeared since From a seventeenth-century New Eng- 
land punishment, an earlier mention of which he made in Endicott and 
the Red Ci oss, he drew a symbol of the diverse and protracted effects of 
. sin The great beauty of The Scarlet Lettei as a literary achievement lies 
in its flexible unity within a strictly patterned complexity, the specula- 
tion within the characters’ own minds gives the novel an inner as well as 
an outer action The spiritual enrichment of Hester, the decay of Dim- 
mesdale, the wizening of Chilhngworth are each intensified by the 
development of the others’ natures The moral of the story lies in Pearl’s 
rebuke to Dimmesdale as they meet in the silence of the w^oods “Thou 
wast not bold' thou wast not truel” Chilling worth’s revenge was not 
in itself the wiong, it was his hidden persecution of Dimmesdale and his 
relentless pursuit of a single aim, twisting his nature and warping his 
soul, which wrought evil in him Because Dimmesdale confused his own 
conscience, rather than because he sinned, his body wasted away as 
though in sympathy with his soul Not even Hester, whom nature forced 
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into the open, was herself quite honest, had she been, the scarlet 
would have diopped of itself from hei breast Silently she pennitlcf 
the revenge of Chilhngwoith, wittingly she perceived Dinimrsdale s tor* 
tore For each of the characters, retribution %\as possible only wlure the 
sin was committed, and the flight vhich Hester and the minister jilanncd 
would have brought no escape from the mind This undeist.inding v.as at 
the core of Chilhngworth’s outraged cry vhen Dimmesd.ilc at last con- 
fessed This was the reason Hester returned to li\e out her life near 
Boston ‘The breach which guilt has once made into (he human soul is 
never, in this moital state, repaiied,” said Havthornc, yet he under- 
stood the bitter kind of knowledge and symipathy, the enrichment of the 
soul this breach, by all the flooding in of experience, can bi mg 'I he moral 
paradox which Milton presented in Pa)a(h'iC Lo^t made Heater, hi c a 
Puritan Eve, a foreshadow of a new age foi vomcn 'J'his nev age, vhen 
knowledge should bring woman a deeper and a richer character, vas m 
the future, as were the realizations of all of Hawthorne's reform'., but 
Hester had gone one step, and her Peail, n grief matured tin' child 
into sympathetic understanding, w^nt still further In her the sm was 
expiated and the reward approached Even Dimmesdales ministry was 
deepened through his ill-earned sympathy \ sinnlai knowledge of the 
evil of the world had come to Goodman Brown, but Hawthorne had him- 
self matured since Browm had fled his fellow’ men 
Hawthorne’s next tw’o novels followed quickly TJit House of the 
Seven Gables appeared in 1851 and The Bhthcdah Romance in the 
following year 'Whth these he abandoned the dircctl}'’ historical, and made 
more and more use of his observation and his own experience 1 he general 
method, however, was not much altered In The House of the Seven 
Gables, the great gray mansion brooding over the scene, he portra} ed the 
tenacity of evil, the disintegiation of a class, and the enli\emng effect 
of the introduction of common and normal life through the sunny 
Phoebe and Holgrave, the daguerieotypist The material w'as family 
history the witch’s husband’s curse and the lost land giant In The 
Bhthedale Romance he used his experience at Brook Farm, patterning 
it with his study of individual types, and probing into the general mo\ e- 
ment of reform Most of all he concerned himself wuth the character of 
Zenobia, who possessed something of the quality of the new' w'oman in 
whom he was so interested, and who, like certain blue-stockings of his 
own day, felt herself possessed of much more than was actually there 
Intellectually she was further advanced than Hester, morally she had 
left her heart behind, and her sympathy for those about her had "one 
with It Hollingsworth was Hawthorne’s study of the social reformer, a 
man whose goal was worthy enough, but w'ho, in burying himself 


com- 


pletely in one concern to the exclusion of his spiritual grow'th, had 
mthdrawn into an isolation as barren as that of Ethan Brand of 

dS?vS‘“‘to°L'rr Hollingsworth ought, Hawthorne 

ved, to have commenced his investigation of the subject by perpe- 
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trating some huge sin in his proper person, and examining the condition 
of his higher instinct afterwards ” 

In 1853 Hawthorne was appointed United States Consul at Liver- 
pool, and the pressure of his duties there kept him from publishing any- 
thing new, though he filled the pages of his journals with minute ob- 
servations of all he saw while in England and later during a year and a 
half m Italy Finally, m i860. The Mai hie Faun appeared Here m an 
Italian mist, among a group of expatriate American artists who hoped 
to find Beauty wrapped in a Roman toga, Hawthorne’s thrice-told tale 
of the moral growth of man was written once more The carefree, faun- 
like Donatello and the dove-like Hilda were slowly transformed to 
maturity through the stain of sm With Donatello it was through crime 
committed, and with Hilda through crime observed Something fresh 
and innocent was lost to each, but life had grown so sadly serious, 
as Hawthorne knew, that there was no longer any place for such as they 
had been 

The themes of Hawthoi^ie’s works occur and recur The reading of 
them IS the pleasure of meeting an old friend slightly changed, giving 
not the excitement of a new acquaintanceship, but rather a touch of 
something fresh to what is known well The familiarity by which one 
recognizes {he spirit of Wakefield m the character of Ethan Brand, 
which draws Phoebe and Hilda together, binds all of Hawthorne’s work 
into a single study of man’s life For with the deeper signficance which 
lies behind each tale and each novel, except Fanshawe, the characters not 
merely become figures m particular plots, but reflect and set off others 
m the total expression of what might be called Hawthorne’s moral study 
of humanity Thus m the larger, somewhat accidental synthesis of the 
body of his writing there is something of a repetition of the function and 
the more conscious beauty of the symbolism which integrates the 
individual works Hawthorne’s use of sjnnbols is like Wagner’s use of 
leitmotif to recall what has come before, and to bring the mind a greater 
consciousness than the ear alone can comprehend The effect of this 
device is like that of T S Eliot’s borrowed lines from the past, which 
not only have their direct and proper part m the progress of the poem 
but bring in allusive parallel- the scenes from which originally they 
came Symbolism is like a curl of wind that lifts three leaves to play, or 
for a moment bends a flower aside Nothing essentially there is changed, 
but things are seen in new dimensions and new beauty Touched by one 
of Hawthorne’s symbols, thought spreads outward farther and farther 
until it embraces the whole book, then recedes to concentrate once more 
upon the particular object, before the eye goes on The perplexed gesture 
with which Donatello tosses the little worm from the tower at Monte 
Beni reenacts all of The Maihle Faun, yet it is the matter of but a 
sentence or two The spirit of Zenobia is in her flower, the punishment of 
Hester m her letter, the innocence of Hilda in her doves And m estab- 
lishing the relationship between the idea and the fact, each reader 
becomes his own author 
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Hawthorne’s writing is not designed for broken or rapid reading, nor, 
certainly, is any style which depends upon the evocation of atmosphere 
and a unity of impression It was foi this reason that Hawthorne never 
nermitted any of his novels to be serialized in magazines, and to one 
begging editor he wrote “In all my stories, I think, t^ere is one idea 
running through them like an non rod, and to which all other ideas are 
referred and subordinate, and this circumstance gives the narratne a 
character of monotony, which, possibly, may strengthen the impiession 
which it makes, if read off at once, but would become intolerably 
wearisome, if dragged slowly before the reader, thiough a teim of weeks 
or months ” Hawthorne depended on this lod-like structure to give body 
and direction to the air of unreality which hung like a mist over his 
stories and colored the romantic form in which he wiote To a con- 
temporary and very minor poet w'ho asked Hawthorne’s opinion of Ins 
manuscript poem, the novelist replied “In a story like this, it is al- 
lowable, and highly advisable (as you yourself have felt) to have as 
much mist and glorified fog as possible diffused about on all sides, but 
still there should be a distinct pathway to tread upon a clue that tlie 
reader shall confide m, as being firmly fastened somewhere People will 
not advance far into a poem, unless they know or, at least, begin to 
know^, or fancy they are about knowing something of tire matter in 
hand ” 

As with the old story-teller of one of his earliest and least impoitant 
tales, Hawthorne’s “groundplots, seldom within the widest scope of 
probability, were filled up with homely and natural incidents, the gradual 
accretions of a long course of years, and fiction hid its giotesque ex- 
travagances in this garb of truth ” These incidents, as he said 
of certain passages m The House of the Seven Gables, “ought to be 
finished with the minuteness of a Dutch picture ” Thus in his account 
of the scene in which Clifford peers down from behind his curtained 
window at the inconsequential life in the street below", or in his brutally 
vivid relation of the grim night when Zenobia’s diow'ned body is found 
by the river-bank, Hawthorne’s dexterity in desciiptive prose can be ob- 
served Except that a scene like the first is integrally blended into the 
structure and background of the whole, it has the completeness of one of 
his essays 

Hawthorne complained m his preface to The Mai ble Faun that Ameri- 
ca lacked the antique detail necessary to a writer like himself “Romance 
poetry, ivy, lichens, and wall-flowers, need rum to make them grow ” 
Yet It IS the obtrusion of these details in The Mai ble Faun wkich makes 
It at times resemble a fictionalized guide-book, and its very absence in the 
American scene led him to substitute for concrete background the highly 

exeSrP To this substitution, perhaps, is owed the 

a chapter as “Clifford’s Chamber” in The House of 

oJ sfintriSSlf description of Hepzibah’s hesitation, 
prob^inS Jamesian a passage as that m which the 

probings of Chillmgworth into Dimmesdale’s mind are described 
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Then, after long search into the minister’s dim interior, and turning over 
many precious materials, in the shape of high aspirations for the welfare of his 
race, warm love of souls, pure sentiments, natural piety, strengthened by 
thought and study, and illummated by revelation all of which invaluable gold 
was perhaps no better than rubbish to the seeker he would turn back dis- 
couraged, and begin his quest towards another point He groped along as 
stealthily, wnth as cautious a tread, and as wary an outlook, as a thief entering 
a chamber where a man lies only half asleep or, it may be, broad awake 
with purpose to steal the very treasure which this man guards as the apple of 
his eye In spite of his premeditated carefulness, the floor would now and then 
creak, his garments would rustle, the shadow of his presence, in a forbidden 
proximity, would be thrown across his victim In other words, Mr Dimmes- 
dale, whose sensibility of nerve often produced the effect of spiritual mtuition, 
would become vaguely aware that something inimical to his peace had thrust 
itself into relation with him But old Roger Chillmgworth, too, had percep- 
tions that were almost intuitive , and when the minister threw his startled eyes 
towards him, there the physician sat, his kind, watchful, sympathizing, but 
never mtrusive fnend 

Hawthorne’s chief problem throughout his wnting was, in his words, 
to provide “a neutral ground where the Actual and the Imaginary might 
meet ” It was not easy “The fact is,” he said, “in writing a lomance, 
a man is always or always ought to be careening on the utmost verge 
of a precipitous absurdity, and the skill lies in coming as close as possible, 
without actually tumbling over ” 

These are times that try literary men’s souls as well as their styles 
Now that certain nineteenth-century writers are being revived and rel- 
ished for their premonitions of a new political order, somewhat as 
Virgil kept his respectability during the Middle Ages by his supposed 
forecast of Christianity, criticism is relearning a respect for the didactic 
in art Literature may serve as well as merely satisfy At least it may do 
one or the other, and yet be art Even the moral tag which used to be 
thought of as a tin can tied to a dog’s tail will be seen again in time to 
have its own, though limited, artistic function It is more fittingly the 
jewel towards which the design of a circlet is traced, it is the truth to- 
wards which the story points Haw’^thorne’s concern with the problems of 
life was not political, and not ahvays directly social But his writing did 
contam social implications clear the world of Ethan Brajids, of 
Rappaccims, of Lady Eleanores , make the new Pilgrim’s progress better, 
mature the Hildas, regenerate man, and society will itself in turn be 
regenerate Was the lesson wrongs Do we know^ The beauty is still 
there' Human expenence is so diverse that a man can be estimated 
only by the depth with which he understands what chance has thrown 
his way HawLhorne might have led other lives, might have written many 
things Literature is not made up of what men might have written but 
what they wrote Understanding this fact, one is ready to read Hawthorne 
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CHAPTER I 

“Our court shall be a little Academe ” 


Shakespe, 



In an ancient though not very populous settlement, m a retired corner of 
one of the New England States, arise the walls of a seminary of learning, 
which, for the convenience of a name, shall be entitled “Harley College ” 
This institution, though the number of its years is inconsiderable com- 
pared with the hoar antiquity of its European sisters, is not without some 
claims to reverence on the score of age , for an almost countless multitude 
of rivals, by many of which its reputation has been eclipsed, have spiung 
up since its foundation At no time, indeed, during an existence of nearly 
a century, has it acquired a very extensive fame, and circumstances, 
which need not be particularized, have, of late years, involved it m a 
deeper obscurity There are now few candidates for the degrees that the 
college is authorized to bestow On two of its annual “Commencement 
Days,” there has been a total deficiency of baccalaureates, and the law- 
yers and divines, on whom doctorates in their respective professions are 
gratuitously inflicted, are not accustomed to consider the distinction as an 
honor Yet the sons of this seminary have always maintained their full 
share of reputation, m whatever paths of life they trod Few of them, per- 
haps, have been deep and finished scholars, but the college has supplied 
what the emergencies of the country demanded a set of men more 
useful in its present state, and whose deficiency m theoretical knowledge 
has not been found to imply a want of practical ability 

The local situation of the college, so far secluded from the sight and 
sound of the busy world, is peculiarly favorable to the moral, if not to the 
literary, habits of its students, and this advantage probably caused the 
foundeis to overlook the inconveniences that were inseparably connected 
With it The humble edifices rear themselves almost at the farthest ex- 
tiemity of a narrow vale, which, winding through a long extent of hill- 
country, is wellmgh as inaccessible, except at one point, as the Happy 
Valley of Abyssinia A stream, that farther on becomes a considerable 
river, takes its use at a short distance above the college, and affords, 
along its wood-fringed banks, many shady retreats, where even study is 
pleasant, and idleness delicious The neighborhood of the institution is 
not quite a solitude, though the few habitations scarcely constitute a vil- 
lage These consist principally of farm-houses, of rather an ancient date 
(for the settlement is much older than the college), and of a little inn. 
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hich even in that secluded spot does not fail of a moderate support 
ither dwellings are scattered up and doivn the valley, but the difficulties 
f the soil will long avert the evils of a too dense population The charac- 
-r of the inhabitants does not seem as there was, perhaps, room to anti- 
ipate to be in any degiee influenced by the atmosphere of Harley Col- 
2ge They are a set of rough and hardy yeomen, much inferior, as 
espects refinement, to the corresponding classes m most othei parts of our 
nuntry This is the more remarkable, as there is scarcely a family in the 
icinity that has not provided, for at least one of its sons, the adv'antages 
)f a 'liberal education ” 

Having thus described the present state of Harley College, we must 
iroceed to speak of it as it existed about eighty years since, when its 
bundation was recent, and its prospects flattering At the head of the in- 
ititution, at this period, was a learned and Orthodox divine, whose fame 
vas in all the churches He was the author of several w'orks which evinced 
nuch erudition and depth of research , and the public, perhaps, thought 
Lhe more highly of his abilities from a singularity m the purposes to which 
lie applied them, that added much to the curiosity of his labors, though 
little to their usefulness But, however fanciful might be his private pur- 
suits, Dr Melmoth, it was universally allow^ed, w'as diligent and success- 
ful in the arts of instruction The young men of his charge prospered be- 
neath his eye, and regarded him wuth an affection that w'as strengthened 
by the little foibles which occasionally excited their ridicule The presi- 
dent was assisted m the discharge of his duties by two inferior officers, 
chosen from the alumni of the college, who, wdiile they impaited to others 
the knowledge they had already imbibed, pursued the study of divinity 
under the direction of their principal Under such auspices the institution 
grew'^ and flourished Having at that time but twm rivals m the country 
(neither of them within a considerable distance) , it became the general 
resort of the youth of the Province in w'hich it w^as situated For several 
years in succession, its students amounted to nearly fifty, a number 
w'hich, relatively to the circumstances of the country, was very consider- 
able 

From the exterior of the collegians, an accurate observer might pretty 
safely judge how long they had been inmates of those classic w^alls The 
brown cheeks and the rustic dress of some would inform him that they 
bad but recently left the plough to labor in a not less toilsome field, the 
grave look, and the intermingling of garments of a more classic cut, would 
j those who had begun to acquire the polish of their new*^ resi- 
thp^nppf^i*® superiority, the paler cheek, the less robust form, 

general of threadbare black, 
nearly all ^ higiest class, who were understood to have acquired 

? ^suming their stations in the world There were it is trup pxrpn- 

A hod loind™t&erwry 

their rustic c™mnn. ^ ^ I’ *®se were the models of fashion to 
P , ver whom they asserted a superiority in exterior 
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accomplishments, which the fresh though unpolished intellect of the sons 
of the forest denied them m their literary competitions A third class, dif- 
fering widely from both the former, consisted of a few young descend- 
ants of the aborigines, to whom an impracticable philanthropy was en- 
deavonng to impart the benefits of civilization 

If this institution did not offer all the advantages of elder and prouder 
seminaries, its deficiencies weie compensated to its students by the in- 
culcation of regular habits, and of a deep and awful sense of religion, 
which seldom deseited them in their course through life The mild and 
gentle rule of Dr Melmoth, lilce that of a father over his children, was 
more destructive to vice than a sterner sway, and though youth is never 
without its follies, they have seldom been moie haimless than they w§re 
here The students, indeed, ignorant of then own bliss, sometimes wished 
to hasten the time of their entrance on the business of life, but they 
found, in after-years, that many of their happiest remembrances, many 
of the scenes which they would with least reluctance live over again, re- 
ferred to the seat of then early studies The exceptions to this remark 
were chiefly those whose vices had drawn down, even from that paternal 
government, a weighty retribution 

Dr Melmoth, at the time when he is to be introduced to the reader, 
had borne the matrimonial yoke (and in his case it was no light burden) 
nearly twenty years The blessing of children, however, had been denied 
him, a circumstance which he was accustomed to consider as one of the 
sorest trials that checkered his pathway, for he was a man of a kind and 
affectionate heart, that was continually seeking objects to rest itself upon 
He was inclined to believe, also, that a common offspring would have 
exerted a meliorating influence on the tempei of Mrs Melmoth, the char- 
acter of whose domestic government often compelled him to call to mind 
such portions of the wisdom of antiquity as relate to the proper endur- | 
ance of the shrewishness of woman But domestic comforts, as v/ell as 
comforts of every other kind, have their drawbacks, and, so long as the 
balance is on the side of happiness, a wise man will not murmur Such 
was the opinion of Dr Melmoth, and with a little aid from philosophy, 
and more from religion, he journeyed on contentedly through life When 
the storm was loud by the parlor hearth, he had always a sure and quiet 
retreat m his study, and there, in his deep though not always useful 
labors, he soon forgot whatever of disagreeable nature pertained to his 
situation This small and dark apartment was the only portion of the 
house to which, since one firmly repelled invasion, Mrs Melmoth’s om- 
nipotence did not extend Here (to reverse the words of Queen Elizabeth) ji 
there was “but one master and no mistress”, and that man has little light i! 
to complain who possesses so much as one corner in the world where he i 
may be happy or miserable, as best suits him In his study, then, the doc- j ’ 
tor was accustomed to spend most of the hours that were unoccupied by ; 
the duties of his station The flight of time was here as swift as the wind, ' 
and noiseless as the snow-flake, and it was a sure proof of real happiness I 
that night often came upon the student before he knew it was midday 
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Dr Melmoth was wearing towards age (ha\ mg lived nearly sixty 
years) , when he was called upon to assume a chaiacter to which he had as 
yet been a stranger He had possessed m his youth a very dear friend, 
vnth whom his education had associated him, and who m his early man- 
hood had been his chief intimate Circumstances, however, had separated 
them for nearly thirty years, half of wdiich had been spent by his friend, 
who w'as engaged in mercantile pursuits, m a foreign country 1 he doctor 
had, nevertheless, retained a warm interest in the welfare of his old asso- 
ciate, though the different nature of their thoughts and occupations had 
pievented them from corresponding After a silence of so long continu- 
ance, therefore, he was surprised by the receipt of a lettei from his friend, 
containing a request of a most unexpected nature 

Mr Langton had married lather late in life, and his wedded bh'^s had 
been but of short continuance Certain misfortunes in trade, when he wa:, 
a Benedict of three years’ standing, had deprived him of a large portion 
of his property, and compelled him, in order to sa\e the remainder, to 
leave his own country for what he hoped w’ould be liut a brief residence in 
another But, though he w'as successful in the immediate objects of his 
voyage, circumstances occurred to lengthen his stay far be\ ond the period 
which he had assigned to it It was difficult so to ariangc his extensive 
concerns that they could be safely trusted to the management of others, 
and, w^hen this was effected, there w^as another not less powerful obstacle 
to his return His aftairs, under his owm inspection, were so jirosperous, 
and his gams so considerable, that, in the words of the old ballad, ‘'He 
set his heart to gather gold”, and to this absorbing passion he sacrificed 
his domestic happiness The death of his w’lfe, about four > cars after his 


departure, undoubtedly contributed to give him a sort of dread of return- 
ing, which it required a strong effort to overcome The welfare of his only 
child he knew would be little affected by this event, for she was under 
the protection of his sister, of whose tenderness he was well assured But, 
after a few more years, this sister, also, was taken aw’ay by death , and 
then the father felt that duty imperatively called upon him to return. He 
realized, on a sudden, how much of life he had thrown aw^ay in the ac- 
quisition of what IS only valuable as it contributes to the happiness of 
life, and how short a time was left him for life’s true enjoyments Still, 
however, his mercantile habits were too deeply seated to allow' him to 
hazard his present prosperity by any hasty measures, nor was iMr Lang- 
ton though capable of strong affections, naturally liable to manifest them 
violent^ It was probable, therefore, that many months might yet elapse 
bemre he would again tread the shores of his native country 

Filpn To f^^^^^^/e^ative, m whose family, since the death of her aunt, 

S hid remained, had been long at variance wuth her father, 

reau^t ^ ^ Mr Langton’s 

the few fnSdl in s^ncient friend (one of 

ter till he cS h^^ ^ ^augh- 

Th A “™self relieve him of the charge 

e doctor, after perusing the epistle of his friend, lost no time m lay- 



FANSHAWE 


7 

mg it before Mrs Melmoth, though tins was, in truth, one of the very 
few occasions on which he had determined that his will should be abso- 
lute law. The lady was quick to perceive the firmness of his purpose, and 
would not (even had she been particularly averse to the proposed meas- 
uie) hazard her usual authority by a fruitless opposition But, by long 
disuse, she had lost the power of consenting graciously to any wish of 
her husband’s 

‘T see your heart is set upon this matter,” she observed, ‘‘and, in truth, 
I fear we cannot decently refuse Mr Langton’s request I see little good 
of such a friend, doctor, who never lets one know he is alive till he has a 
favor to ask ” 

“Na}'-, but I have received much good at his hand,” replied Dr Mel- 
moth, “and, if he asked more of me, it should be done with a willing 
heart I remember in m}'- youth, when my worldly goods were few and ill 
managed (I was a bachelor, then, dearest Sarah, with none to look after 
my household), how many times I have been beholden to him And see 
in his letter he speaks of presents, of the produce of the countr}^, which he 
has sent both to you and me ’ 

“If tlie girl were country-bred,” continued the lady, “we might give 
her house-room, and no harm done Nay, she might even be a help to me , 
for Esther, our maid-servant, leaves us at the month’s end But I warrant, 
she knows as little of household matters as you do yourself, doctor ” 

“My friend’s sister was well grounded m the ic jamthan,^^ answered 
her husband , “and doubtless she hath imparted somewhat of her skill to 
this damsel Besides, the child is of tender years, and will profit much by 
your instruction and mine ” 

“The child is eighteen years of age, doctor,” observed Mrs Melmoth, 
“and she has cause to be thankful tliat she will have better instruction 
than yours ” 

This was a proposition that Dr Melmoth did not choose to dispute, 
though he perhaps thought that his long and successful experience in the 
education of the other sex might make him an able coadjutor to his wife 
in the care of Ellen Langton He determined to jouiney in person to the 
seaport where his young charge resided, leaving the concerns of Harley 
College to the direction of the two tutors Mrs Melmoth, who, indeed, 
anticipated with pleasure the arrival of a new subject to her authority, 
threw no difficulties m the way of his intention To do her justice, her 
preparations for his journey, and the minute instructions with which she 
favored him, were such as only a woman’s true affection could have sug- 
gested The traveller met with no incidents important to this tale, and, 
after an absence of about a fortnight, he and Ellen Langton alighted from 
their steeds (for on horseback had the journey been performed) in safety 
at his own door 

If pen could give an adequate idea of Ellen Langton’s loveliness, it 
would achieve what pencil (the pencils, at least, of the colonial artists 
who attempted it) never could, for, though the dark eyes might be paint- 
ed, the pure and pleasant thoughts that peeped through them could only 
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be seen and felt But descriptions of beauty are never satisfactory It 
must, theiefore, be left to the imagination of the reader to conceive of 
something not more than mortal, nor, indeed, quite the perfection of mor- 
tality, but charming men the more, because they felt, that, lovely as she 

was, she was of like nature to themselves 

From the time that Ellen entered Dr Melmoth’s habitation, the sunny 
days seemed brighter and the cloudy ones less gloomy, than he had ever 
before known them He naturally delighted in children, and Ellen, 
though her years approached to womanhood, had yet much of the gayety 
and simple happiness, because the innocence, of a child She consequently 
became the very blessing of his life, the rich recreation that he promised 
himself for hours of literary toil On one occasion, indeed, he even made 
her his companion in the sacred retreat of his study, with the purpose of 
entering upon a course of instruction m the learned languages This meas- 
ure, however, he found inexpedient to repeat, for Ellen, having discov- 
ered an old romance among his heavy folios, contrived, by the charm of 
her sweet voice, to engage his attention therein till all more important 
concerns were forgotten 

With Mrs Melmoth, Ellen was not, of course, so great a favorite as 
with her husband, for women cannot, so readily as men, bestow upon the 
offspimg of others those affections that nature intended for their own, 
and the doctor’s extraordinary partiality was anything rather than a 
pledge of his wife’s But Ellen differed so far from the idea she had pre- 
viously formed of her, as a daughter of one of the principal merchants, 
who were then, as now, like nobles in the land, that the stock of dislike 
which Mrs Melmoth had provided was found to be totally inapplicable. 
The young stranger strove so hard, too (and undoubtedly it was a pleas- 
ant labor) , to wm her love, that she was successful to a degree of which 
the lady herself was not, perhaps, aware It was soon seen that her educa- 
tion had not been neglected in those points which Mrs Melmoth deemed 
most important The nicer departments of cookery, after sufficient proof 
of her skill, were committed to her care, and the doctor’s table w'as now 
covered with delicacies, simple indeed, but as tempting on account of 
their mtnnsic excellence as of the small white hands that made them By 
such arts as these, which in her were no arts, but the dictates of an 
affectionate disposition, by making herself useful where it was possible, 
and agreeable on all occasions, Ellen gained the love of everyone within 
the sphere of her influence 


conquests were not confined to the members of Dr. 
iiieimoth s family She had numerous admirers among those whose situ- 

l^er loveliness, as if 

nnt whose brightness they saw, but whose warmth they could 

tumties oT the young men of Harley College, whose chief oppor- 

Iwth them m ^ I®"" were upon the Sabbaths, when she worshipped 

Ihe flmihe^^ chapel, which served the purposes of a church to all 
s of the vicinity There was, about this period fand tTip fari- 
vas undoubtedly attnbutable to ElWs .nfluer),Tgeneml aS ver^ 
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evident decline in the scholarship of the college, especially in regard to 
the severer studies The intellectual powers of the young men seemed to 
be directed chiefly to the construction of Latin and Greek verse, many 
copies of which, with a characteristic and classic gallantry, were strewn m 
the path where Ellen Langton was accustomed to walk They, however, 
produced no perceptible effect, nor were the aspirations of another ambi- 
tious youth, who celebrated her perfections in Hebrew, attended with 
their merited success 

But there was one young man, to whom circumstances, independent of 
his personal advantages, afforded a superior opportunity of gaming Ellen’s 
favor He was nearly i elated to Dr Melmoth, on which account he le- 
ceived his education at Harley College,' rather than at one of the English 
universities, to the expenses of which his fortune would have been ade- 
quate This connection entitled him to a frequent and familiar access to 
the domestic hearth of the dignitary, an advantage of which, since Ellen 
Langton became a member of the family, he very constantly availed 
himself 

Edward Walcott was certainly much superior, m most of the particu- 
lars of which a lady takes cognizance, to those of his fellow-students who 
had come under Ellen’s notice He was tall, and the natural grace of his 
manners had been improved (an advantage which few of his associates 
could boast) by early intercourse with polished society His features, 
also, were handsome, and promised to be manly and dignified when they 
should cease to be youthful His character as a scholar was more than 
respectable, though many youthful follies, sometimes, perhaps, approach- 
ing near to vices, were laid to his charge But his occasional derelictions 
from discipline were not such as to create any very serious apprehensions 
respecting his future welfare, nor were they greater than, perhaps, might 
be expected from a young man who possessed a considerable command of 
money, and who was, besides, the fine gentleman of the little community 
of which he was a member, a character which generally leads its posses- 
sor into follies that he would otherwise have avoided 

With this youth Ellen Langton became familiar, and even mtimate, 
for he was her only companion, of an age suited to lier own, and the dif- 
ference of sex did not occur to her as an objection He was her constant 
companion on all necessary and allowable occasions, and drew upon him- 
self, m consequence, the envy of the college. 
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CHAPTER n 

“Why, all delights are vain, but that most vain. 

Which, with pain purchased, doth inherit pain 
As pamfully to pore upon a book 

To seek the light of truth, while truth, the while, 

Doth falsely blind the eyesight of his look ” 

Shakespeare 


On one of the afternoons which afforded to the students a relaxation from 
their usual labors, Ellen was attended by her cavalier in a little excursion 
over the rough bridle-roads that led from her new residence She was an 
experienced equestrian, a necessary accomplishment at thht period, 
when vehicles of every kind were rare It was now the latter end of 
spring, but the season had hitherto been backward, wuth only a few Avarm 
and pleasant days The present afternoon, however, was a delicious ming- 
ling of spring and summer, forming in their union an atmosphere so mild 
and pure, that to breathe was almost a positive happiness There was a 
little alternation of cloud across the brow of heaven, but only so much as 
to render the sunshine more delightful 

The path of the young travellers lay sometimes among tall and thick 
standing trees, and sometimes over naked and desolate hills, whence man 
had taken the natural vegetation, and then left the soil to its barrenness 
Indeed, there is little inducement to a cultivator to labor among the huge 
stones which there peep forth from the earth, seeming to form a continued 
ledge for several miles A singular contrast to this unfavored tract of 
country is seen in the narrow but luxuriant, though sometimes swampy, 
strip of interval, on both sides of the stream, that, as has been noticed, 
flows down the valley The light and buoyant spirits of Edward Walcott 
and Ellen rose higher as they rode on, and their way weis enlivened, W'her- 
ever its roughness did not forbid, by their conversation and pleasant 
laughter But at length Ellen drew her bridle, as they emerged from a 
thick portion of the forest, just at the foot of a steep hill 
j‘We must have ridden far,” she observed, “farther than I thought It 
will be near sunset before we can reach home ” 

u still several hours of daylight,” replied Edward Walcott; 

and we will not turn back without ascending this hill The prospect from 
1 IS beautiful, and will be particularly so now, in this rich sun- 

as whe?w karted ” ^ 


whirb summt of the hill, and looking back in the direction in 

times to see the little stream, peeping forth many 

It became broaV^ a iiito the shade Farther on, 

f ^ rendered incapable of navigation in 

“Thl occasional interruption of rapids ’ 

There are hidden wonders of rock and precipice and cave, in that dark 
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forest,” said Edward, pointing to the space between them and the iiver 
“If it were earlier in the day, I should love to lead you there Shall we try 
the adventure now, Ellen 

“Oh no' ” she replied “Let us delay no longer I fear I must even now 
abide a rebuke from Mrs Melmoth, which I have surely deserved But 
who is this, who rides on so slowly before us?” 

She pointed to a horseman, whom they had not before observed He 
was descending the hill, but, as his steed seemed to have chosen his own 
pace, he made a very inconsiderable progress 

“Oh, do you not know him? But it is scarcely possible you should,” 
exclaimed her companion “We must do him the good office, Ellen, of 
stopping his progress, or he will find himself at the village, a dozen miles 
farther on, before he resumes his consciousness ” 

“Has he then lost his senses^” inquired Miss Langton 
“Not so, Ellen, if much learning has not made him mad,” replied Ed- 
ward Walcott “He is a deep scholar and a noble fellow, l3Ut I fear we 
shall follow him to his grave erelong Dr Melmoth has sent him to ride 
in pursuit of his health He will never overtake it, however, at this pace ” 
As he spoke, they had approached close to the subject of their con- 
versation, and Ellen had a moment’s space for observation before he 
started from the abstraction m which he was plunged The result of her 
scrutiny was favorable, yet very painful 

The stranger could scarcely have attained his twentieth year, and was 
possessed of a face and form such as Nature bestows on none but her 
favorites There was a nobleness on his high forehead, which time would 
have deepened into majesty, and all his features were formed with a 
strength and boldness, of which the paleness, produced by study and con- 
finement, could not deprive them The expression of his countenance was 
not a melancholy one on the contrary, it was proud and high, perhaps 
triumphant, like one who was a ruler in a world of his own, and independ- 
ent of the beings that surrounded him But a blight, of which his thin pale 
cheek, and the brightness of his eye, were alike proofs, seemed to have 
come over him ere his maturity 

The scholar’s attention was now aroused by the hoof-tramps at his 
side, and, starting, he fixed his eyes on Ellen, whose young and lovely 
countenance was full of the interest he had excited A deep blush im- 
mediately suffused his cheek, proving how well the glow of health would 
have become it There was nothing awkw^ard, however, m his manner, 
and, soon recovering his self-possession, he bowed to her, and would have 
ridden on 

“Your ride is unusually long to-day, Fanshawe,” observed Edward 
Walcott “YTbien may we look for your return ?” 

The young man agam blushed, but answered, with a smile that had a 
beautiful effect upon his countenance, “I was not, at the moment, aware 
in which direction my horse’s head was turned I have to thank you for 
arresting me m a journey which was likely to prove much longer than I 
intended ” 
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The party had now turned their horses, and were about to resume their 
ride m a homeward diiection , but Edward perceived that Eanshawc, hav- 
ing lost the excitement of intense thought, now looked ’weary and dis- 

^^Here is a cottage close at hand,” he observed ^^^e have ridden far, 
and stand in need of refreshment Ellen, shall \\c alight?” 

She saw the benevolent motive of his pioposal, and did not hesitate to 
comply with it But, as they paused at the cottage door, she could not but 
observe that its exterior promised few of the comforts iihich ihey re- 
quired Time and neglect seemed to have conspired for its rum, and, but 
for a thin curl of smoke from its clay chimney, they could not ha%c be- 
lieved it to be inhabited A considerable tract of land in the vicinity of the 
cottage had evidently been, at some former period, under cultivation, but 
was now overrun by bushes and dwarf pines, among which many huge 
gray rocks, ineradicable by human art, endeavored to conceal themseUci 
About half an acre of ground w'as occupied by the young blades of In- 
dian-corn, at ivhich a half-starved cow gazed wistfully over the moulder- 
ing log-fence These were the only agricultural tokens Edward Walcott, 
nevertheless, drew the latch of the cottage door, after knocking loudly' 
but 111 vain 

The apartment which was thus opened to their view was quite as 
wretched as its exterior had given them reason to anticipate Poverty was 
there, with all its necessary and unnecessary concomitants The intruders 
would have retired had not the hope of affording relief detained them 
The occupants of the small and squalid apartment were two women, 
Doth of them elderly, and, from the resemblance of their features, appear- 
ing to be sisters The expression of their countenances, however, was very 
different One, evidently the younger, was seated on the farther side of 
the large hearth, opposite to the door at which the party stood She had 
the sallow look of long and wasting illness, and there w'as an unsteadiness 
of expression about her eyes, that immediately struck the observer Yet 
her face was mild and gentle, therein contrasting widely wnth that of her 
companion 

The other woman was bending over a small fire of decay^ed branches, 
the name of which was very disproportionate to the smoke, scarcely pro- 
Qucing heat sufficient for the preparation of a scanty portion of food Her 
profile only was visible to the strangers, though, from a slight motion of 
er eye, they perceived that she was aware of their presence Her features 
were pinched and spare, and wore a look of sullen discontent, for w'hich 
the evident wretchedness of her situation afforded a sufficient reason This 
’ notwithstanding her years, and the habitual fretfulness (that is 
^ time) was apparently healthy and robust, with a dry, 
tmn before she thought proper to 

lowmng eye, without speaking, or rising from her chair 

Edward Walcott began to say, “in the hope” But h& 
P , on perceiving that the sick woman had risen from her seat, and 
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With slow and tottering footsteps was drawing near to him She took his 
hand in both her own, and, though he shuddered at the touch of age and 
disease, he did not attempt to withdraw it She then perused all his fea- 
tures, with an expression, at first of eagei and hopeful anxiety, which 
faded by degrees into disappointment Then, turning from him, she 
gazed into Fanshawe’s countenance with the like eagerness, but with the 
same result Lastly, tottering back to her chair, she hid her face and wept 
bitterly The strangeis, though they knew not the cause of her grief, were 
deeply affected, and Ellen approached the mourner with words of com- 
fort, which, more from their tone than their meaning, produced a tran- 
sient effect 

‘‘Do you bring news of him^” she inquired, raising her head “Will he 
return to me? Shall I see him before I die^” Ellen knew not what to an- 
swer, and, ere she could attempt it, the othei female prevented her 
“Sister Butler is wandering in her mind,” she said, “and speaks of one 
she will never behold again The sight of strangers disturbs her, and you 
see we have nothing here to offer you ” 

The manner of the woman was ungracious, but her words were true 
They saw that their presence could do nothing towards the alleviation of 
the misery they witnessed, and they felt that mere curiosity would not 
authorize a longer intrusion So soon, therefore, as they had relieved, ac- 
cording to their power, the poverty that seemed to be the least evil of this 
cottage, they emerged into the open air 

The breath of heaven felt sweet to them, and removed a pait of the 
weight from their young hearts, w'hich were saddened by the sight of so 
much wretchedness Perceiving a pure and bright little fountain at a 
short distance from the cottage, they approached it, and, using the bark 
of a ,birch-tree as a cup, partook of its cool waters They then pursued 
their homeward ride with such diligence, that, just as the sun was setting, 
they came in sight of the humble wooden edifice which was dignified with 
the name of Harley College A golden ray rested upon the spire of the 
little chapel, the bell of which sent its tinkling murmur down the valley to 
summon the wanderers to evening prayers 

Fanshawe returned to his chamber that night, and lighted his lamp as 
he had been wont to do The books were around him which had hitherto 
been to him like those fabled volumes of Magic, from which the reader 
could not turn away his eye till death were the consequence of his studies^ 
But there were unaccustomed thoughts in his bosom now; and to these, 
leaning his head on one of the unopened volumes, he resigned himself 
He called up in review the years, that, even at his early age, he had 
spent in solitary study, in conversation with the dead, while he had 
scorned to mingle with the living world, or to be actuated by any of its 
motives He asked himself to what purpose was all this destructive labor, 
and where was the happiness of superior knowledge He had climbed but 
a few steps of a ladder that reached to infinity he had thrown away his 
life in discovermg, that, after a thousand such lives, he should still know 
comparatively nothing He even looked forward with dread though once 
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“And let the aspiring >ouVh bcvarc of \o\c, 

Of the smooth glance bcvarc, for 't is loo hte 
When on his heart the torrent softness pour-. 

Then wisdom prostrate lies, and fading fnipL 
Dissolves m air anay” 

I 5lO''s,,^ 

A FEW months passed over the heads of Ellen Lanqlon and h> r ulnnn r= 
unproductive of events, that, separately, ncrc of sufrieient important! to 
be related The summer was now drawing to a close, and Dr .MdutoMi 
had received information that his friend s anangements vote ne tIv com- 
pleted, and that by the next home-bound ship he hoped to return to his 
native country The arrival of that ship ivas dail> expected 

During the time that had elapsed since his first meeting with rdlcn, 
there had been a change, yet not a very remarkable one, in Fanshawe's 
habits He was still the same solitary being, so far as regarded his own 
sex, and he still confined himself as sedulously to his chamber, except for 
one hour the sunset hour of every day At that period, unless pre- 
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4d by the inclemency of the weatlier, he was accustomed to tread a 
tliat wound along the banks of the stream He had discovered that 
'j' was the most frequent scene of Ellen’s walks, and this it was that 
A' him thither 

riieir intercourse was at fiist extremely slight, a bow on the one side, 
smile on the other, and a passing word from both , and then the student 
nurried back to his solitude But, m course of time, opportunities occur- 
red for more extended conversation, so that, at the period with which tin's 
chapter is concerned, Fanshave was, almost as constantly as Edward 
Walcott himself, the companion of Ellen’s walks 
His passion had strengthened more than proportionably to the time 
that had elapsed since it ■v\as conceived, but the first glow and excitement 
which attended it had now vanished He had reasoned calmly with him- 
self, and rendered evident to his own mind the almost utter hopelessness 
of success He had also made his resolution strong, that he would not even 
endeavor to win Ellen’s love, the result of which, for a thousand reasons, 
could not be happiness Firm in this determination, and confident of his 
power to adhere to it, feelmg, also, that time and absence could not cure 
his own passion, and having no desire for such a cure, he saw no reason 
for breaking off the intercourse tliat was established between Ellen and 
himself. It was remarkable, that, notwithstanding the desperate nature of 
his love, that, or something connected with it, seemed to have a beneficial 
effect upon his health There was now a slight tinge of color m his cheek, 
and a less consuming brightness in his eye. Could it be that hope, un- 
knowTi to himself, was yet alive m his breast, that a sense of the possi- 
bility of earthly happiness was redeeming him from the grave? 

Had the character of Ellen Langton’s mind been different, there might, 
perhaps, have been danger to her from an intercourse of this nature with 
such a being as Fanshawe, for he was distinguished by many of those 
asperities around which a woman’s affection wull often cling But she w^as 
formed to w^alk in the calm and quiet paths of life, and to pluck the flow- 
ers of happiness from the W'ayside where they grow Singularity of char- 
acter, therefore, was not calculated to win her love She undoubtedly felt 
an interest in the solitary student, and perceiving, with no great exercise 
of vanity, that hei society drew him from the destructive intensity of his 
studies, she perhaps felt it a duty to exert her influence But it did not oc- 
cur to her that her influence had been sufficiently strong to change the 
whole current of his thoughts and feelings 

Ellen and her two lovers (for both, though perhaps not equally, de- 
served that epithet) had met, as usual, at the close of a sweet summer 
day, and were standing by the side of the stream, just where it swept into 
a deep pool The current, undermining the bank, had formed a recess, 
which, according to Edward Walcott, afforded at that moment a hiding- 
place to a trout of noble size 

“Now would I give the world,” he exclaimed with great interest, “foi 
a hook and line, a fish-spear, or any piscatorial instrument of death' 
Look, Ellen, you can see the waving of his tail from beneath the bank ' ” 
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“If you had the means of taking ]iim, T sliould save him from your 
ciuelty, thus,” said EHen, dropping .i pebble into the \\atcr, just o\er the 
fish “There’ he has darted down the sticam IIo^^ many jilcMsant ca\cs 
and recesses there must be under these banks, \\hcrc Im inay be ]iajij)> 
May there not be happiness in the life of a fish ? slie .iddcd, turning y ilh 

asmileto Fansha^Ye , , 

“There may,” he replied, “so long as he lues epnetb in the ca\ es and 

recesses of which you spealv Yes, there may be happmC'S, though such as 
few would envy, but, then, the hook and line 

“Which, there is reason to apprehend vill shortly ciestroj, the happi- 
ness of our friend the trout,” interiuptcd Ednaul. pomtmu flonn Iht 
stream “There is an angler on his vay toward us, who will intercept 
him ” 

“He seems to caie little for the sport, to judge by the pace <it which he 
walks,” said Ellen 

“But he sees, now'', that w'c are obsenmg him, <md is willmu to prove 
that he knows something of the art,” replied Edw.ird W alcott “I should 
think him well acquainted w'lth the stream, for, hastil> as hi wall s, he 
has tried every pool and ripple w’heie a fish usually hides But that point 
will be decided w'hen he reaches yonder old bai e oak-tre c 

“And how is the old tree to decide the cpiestion^” mcpiued Fansluiwc 
“It IS a species of evidence of w'hich I have never before heard ” 

“The stream has worn a hollow under its roots,” answered Edw.ird, 

“a most delicate retreat for a trout Nowq a strangei would not disco\cr 
the spot, or, if he did, the probable result of a cast would be the loss of 
hook and line, an accident that has occurred to me more th,m once If, 
therefore, this angler talces a fish from thence, it follows that he knows 
the stream ” 

They observed the fisher, accordingly, as he kept his w’a}’’ up the b^ink 
He did not pause when he reached the old leafless oak, that formed with 
its roots an obstruction very common m American streams, but, throw- 
ing his line with involuntary skill as he passed, he not only escaped the 
various entanglements but drew forth a fine large fish 

There, Ellen, he has captivated your protege, the trout, or, at least, 
one very like him in size,” observed Edward “It is singular,” he added, 
gazing earnestly at the man 

Why is it singular?” inquired Ellen Langton “This person, perhaps, 
resiMs m the neighborhood, and may have fished often in the stream ” 

0 hut look at him, Ellen, and judge whether his life can have been 
spent in this lonely valley,” he replied “The glow of many a hotter sun 
darkened his brow, and his step and air have something 
™ sailors who have lived more in other 

Sanir ^^ur education in a 

pj-S Siven you skill m these matters But come, let us ap- 

th JS the angler, accordingly, who still remained under 

ne oak, apparently engaged m arranging his fishing-tackle As the party 
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drcv. nieh he raided h 5 <^ herd, and threv. one quick. .^crutiniraiK: "lance 
towards them, diHln<;jnG. on liis part, a set of bokl and r.’fhti (nnr^^c fea- 
tures weather-beaten, but indicating the ace of tlie f>v n( r to be not abrne 
thirt\ In person he ':urp*'ssed the middle <-i/e. wn*; w< II <r t, and idently 
strong and actne 

“Do }nii meet with much siictcs-. sii.^” inquinil Edw.'rd ^\.llrntt. 
when within a coinenient di^tani c lor coim r-^atum. 

“I ha\c taken lint one fidi replnd fh^.melir m .in nrrent v'nich he 
hearers could «cartcK determint lo lx foinen nr tin {ontr.>.r> “I .'m a 
straiiGcr to the streim, .aiui Ii.ne fluubth" ['.i'-=ed o\or man} .1 Idoly 
place for ‘•mrl 

'You ha\ean annier ^ iu\ '-ir ’ rejniiud Ldv.«rd “I f*h‘'‘r\td tint \ou 
made} our a-, if } 011 had nften trod the,'e b mks. and I omld ‘•tartrH 
ha\ c smded } on hett<. i mj -( b' ' 

“Ve^ I have Itarned fit >ri. and Ihoe to pr.icti^Jt it r< j>b( d !h<‘ m m 
'‘But will not tht vouna 1 >d} t^v lui '-kill.''* In (-ontimu d, t.*‘-tin" .t bold 
evt on IBh n ‘1 lie ffb wid hn< to be dr.'v.m out In ‘^ucli v hift liamK ns 
tho-e ’’ 

Ellon shrank back, ihouen .dmo«.t impirctpttblv , from 'be fieebeumG 
of the man It <^cenxd nu >nt for itnirtt>y but its efo r{ was t ■it‘-<-i%e!\ 
disagreeable lalw 'rd Y.iUott who ptrteivcd and tomcuh d ri Elltir*- 
fccbntis replied to tlu sjranru spn»po>;a} 

'‘The yuimp: ladv will not pul the ".ill.'ntrv of the tnh to the proof, sjr 
he said ‘ and she will tlierc lore have no ore ision for voui own ” 

‘*f shall talc lc*'ve to luar my ati'-vtr irom the voum: kulv’s ovn 
mouth, answered the stninrar, hau'dudv 'If vou will stc]> this w.iy 
Miss Langton (heir he mteriupted Inmsebl. “if vou wdi c'st the line 
bv'yondci suni.en loe I thinl voa will meet with success 

Thus sayinji, the .'luder obeied his rod and hue to Ellen She at first 
drew bark, then hesit.'ted, but finallv held out her hind to receive them 
In thus comphiim with the sirancer’s request, she was acfir'ted by a de- 
sire to keep the peace, whic-li. ,is her notice of Fdw.ud Yalcott s crim- 
soned check and nashuiG eye assured her, was considerably eiuhiiGorcd 
The <inf,dcr led the way to the spot which lie had pointed out, which, 
thoufdi not at such a distance ftom Ellen’s companions but that words in 
a common tone could be dislm"uishcd, was out of the ran^e of a lowered 
voice 

Edward Walcott and the .student remained by the o.ak the former bit- 
ing his lip with ve\ation, the latter, whose .ibstiaction always vcanishcd 
where Ellen was concerned icgauhng her and the stranger with fi\ccl .and 
' silent attention The young men could at first heai the words that the 
angler addressed to Ellen They i elated to the mode of managing the lod . 
and she made one or two casts under his direction At length, howevci , as 
if to offer his assistance, the man advanced close to her side .ind seemed 
to speak, but in so .low a tone, that the sense of what he ulteicd was lost 
before it reached the oak But its effect upon Ellen was immediate and 
very obvious Her eyes flashed, and an indignant blush rose high on lier 
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cheek, giving to her beauty a haughty brightness, of whicli the genllene^ 
of her disposition in geneial deprived it The next moment howeier, Jic 
seemed to^ recollect herself, and, restoring the angling-rod to Us ouncr, 
she turned away calmly, and appioachcd her companions 

“The evening breeze grows chill, and nunc is a dress for a summer 

day,” she observed “Let us walk homen ard ” 

“Miss Langton, is it the evening breeze alone that sends \ou liome- 


ward?” inquired Edward 

At this moment the angler, who had resumed, and seemed to be in ent 
upon his occupation, diew a fish from the pool, vhich he had pointed out 

to Ellen , , , 

“I told the young lady,” he evclaimcd, “that, if she would listen to me 
a moment longer, she Aiould be lepaid foi her trouble, and here is the 
proof of my words ” 

“Come, let us hasten tow'ards home,” cried Ellen, eagerly, and she 
took Edward Walcott’s arm, with a freedom that, at .mother tune, would 
have enchanted him He at first seemed inclined to resist her wlshc^, but 
complied, after exchanging, unperceived by Ellen, a glance with the 
stranger, the meaning of which the latter appeared perfectly to under- 
stand Fanshawe also attended her Their walk towards Dr Mclmoth’s 
dwelling was almost a silent one, and the few words that passed between 
them did not relate to the adventure wdiich occupied the thoughts of each 
On arriving at the house, Ellen’s attendants took leave of her, and re- 
tired 

Edward Walcott, eluding Fanshaw’e’s observation with little difficulty, 
hastened back to the old oak-tree From the intelligence with which the 
stranger had received his meaning glance, the young man had supposed 
that he w^ould here await his return But the banks of the stream, upward 
and downward, so far as his eye could reach, weie solitary He could sec 
only his own image in the water, w’here it swept into a sifent depth , and 
could hear only its ripple, wLere stones and sunken trees impeded its 
course The object of his search might, indeed have found concealment 
among the tufts of alders, or in the forest that was near at hand but 
thither it was in vain to pursue him The angler had apparently set little 
store by the fruits of his assumed occupation, for the last fish that he had 
taken lay, yet alive, on the bank, gasping for the element to which Ed- 
ward was sufficiently compassionate to restore him After W'atching him 
as he glided down the stream, making feeble efforts to resist its current, 
the youth turned away, and sauntered slowly tow^ards the college 

Ellen Langton, on her return from her walk, found Dr Melmoth’s lit- 
tle parlor unoccupied, that gentleman being deeply engaged in his study, 
Md his lady busied in her domestic affairs The evening, notwuthstanding 
Ellen s remark concerning the chillness of the breeze, was almost sultry, 
u apartment were thrown open At one of these, 

winch looked into the garden, she seated herself, listening, almost un- 
consciously to the monotonous music of a thousand insects, varied oc- 
casionally by the voice of a whippoorwill, who, as the day departed, was 
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just commencing his song A dusky tint, as yet almost imperceptible, was 
beginning to settle on the surrounding objects, except -where they were 
opposed to the purple and golden clouds, which the vanished sun had 
made the brief inheritors of a portion of his brightness In these gor- 
geous vapors, Ellen’s fancy, in the interval of other thoughts, pictured a 
fairy-land, and longed for mgs to visit it 

But as the clouds lost their brilliancy, and assumed first a dull purple, 
and then a sullen gray tint, Ellen’s thoughts recurred to the adventure of 
the angler, which her imagination was inclined to invest wnth an undue 
singularity It w^as, however, sufficiently unaccountable that an entire 
stranger should venture to demand of her a prnate audience, and she 
assigned, m turn, a thousand motives for such a request, none of w'hich 
were in any degree satisfactorj’- Her most prevailing thought, though she 
could not justif}’- it to her reason, inclined her to believe that the angler 
was a messenger from her father But wherefore he should deem it neces- 
sary to communicate any intelligence that he might possess only by means 
of a private inter\nev, and without the knowledge of her friends, w'as a 
mystery she could not solve In this view^ of the matter, how'ever, sho 
half regretted that her instinctive delicacy had impelled her so suddenly 
to bredc off their conference, admitting, in the seciecy of her own mind, 
that, if an opportunity w^ere again to occur, it might not again be shun- 
ned As if that unuttered thought had power to conjure up its object, she 
now became aware of a form standing in the garden, at a short distance 
from the window^ where she sat The dusk had deepened, duiing Ellen’s 
abstraction, to such a degree, that the man’s features were not perfectly 
distinguishable, but the maiden was not long m doubt of his identity, for 
he approached, and spoke in the same low’^ tone m which he had addressed 
her when the}'- stood by the stream 

‘'Do you still refuse my request, when its object is but jmur owm good, 
and that of one W'ho should be most dear to 5^11?” he asked 

Ellen’s first impulse had been to ciy out for assistance, her second was 
to fly but, rejecting both these measures, she determined to remain, en- 
deavoring to persuade herself that she w'as safe The quivering of her 
voice, however, when she attempted to reply, betrayed her appiehensions 
‘T cannot listen to such a request from a stranger,” she said ‘Tf you 
bring news from from my father, wdiy is it not told to Dr Melmoth?” 

“Because what I have to say is for your ear alone,” was the reply, “and 
if you would avoid misfortune now, and soirow hereafter, you will not 
refuse to hear me ” 

“And does it concern my fathei ?” asked Ellen, eagerly 
“It does most deeply,” answered the stranger 

She meditated a moment, and then replied, “I -will not refuse, I will 
hear but speak quickly ” 

“We are in danger of interruption in this place, and that would be fatal 
to my errand,” said the sti anger “I will await you m the garden ” 

With these words, and giving her no opportunity for reply, he drew' 
back, and his form faded from her eyes This precipitate retreat from 
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argument was the most piobable method that he could have adopted of 
gaming his end He had awakened the stiongcst mfcre->t m Lilcn s mind, 
and he calculated justly in supposing that she Mould consent to an intci- 

view upon his own tei ms , r, 

Di Melmoth had followed his own f.mcies in the mode of laying out 
his garden, and, in consequence, the plan that had undoubtedly c'-istcd 
in his mind was utterly incomprehensible to evciy one lint himself It Ma-^ 
an intermixture of kitchen and floMcr gaidcn, a labyrinth of Minding 
paths, bordered by hedges, and impeded by slirubbery Man,v of the orig- 
inal tiees of the foiest Meie still flouiishing among tlic exotics Mliich the 
doctoi had transplanted thithei It Mas not Mithout a ‘'Cii'-alion of fear, 
stronger than she had evei before experienced, that Lllen Lancton found 
herself m this aitificial M'llderness, and in the presence of the nn^lerious 
strangei The dusky light deepened the lines of his darlv. strong fi atiircs, 
and Ellen fancied that his countenance MOie a Milder and a fiercer look 
than Mdien she had met him by the sticnm He pel ecu ed liei ngit.ition, 
and addressed her in the softest lone of Mhieh his \oice Mas capable 

“Compose yourself,” he said, “3''0u have nothing to feai from me But 
we are m open view from the house, M'heie mc uom stand, and discovery 
tvould not be without danger to both of us ” 

“No eye can see us heie,” said Ellen, liembhng at the truth of her own 
observation, when they stood beneath a gnat led, low -branched pine, 
which Di Melmoth’s ideas of beauty had caused him to retain m his 
garden “Speak quickly, for I dare follow jmii no farther ” 

The spot was indeed sufficiently sohtaiy, and the stiangei delayed no 
longer to explain his errand 

“Your father,” he began, “do you not love him? Would you do aught 
for his welfare?” 


“Everything that a father could ask I M'ouJd do,” exclaimed Ellen, 
eagerly “Where is my father? and Mdien shall I meet him? ’ 

“It must depend upon yourself, whether you shall meet him in a few 
days 01 never ” 

“Never i ” repeated Ellen “Is he ill? Is he m danger?” 

‘He IS m danger,” replied the man, “but not from illness Your fathei 
^ a ruined man Of all his friends, but one remains to him That friend 
P^ove if his daughter has a daughters affection ” 

And what is to be the proof?” asked Ellen, Muth moic calmness thar 
the strangei had anticipated, for she possessed a laige fund of plan 
sense, which revolted against the mystery of these pioceedings Such i 
course, too, seemed discordant with her father’s charactei, Mhose stroni 
mind and almost cold heart were little likely to demand, or even to par 

don, the romance of affection ^ 

cAo explain,” was the leply to Ellen’s question “You wil 

though Am douMed confidence 

received the letter, and many of her suspicions of the straneei’ 
were vanquished by the apparent openness of his manner He wa 
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preparing to speak further, but paused, foi a footstep was now heaid, ap- 
proaching from the lowei part of the garden Fiom then situation, at 
some distance from the path, and in the shade of the tiee, they had a 
fair chance of eluding discovery from any unsuspecting passenger , and, 
when Ellen saw that tlie intruder was Fanshawe, she hoped that his 
usual abstraction would assist their concealment 

But, as the student advanced along the path, his an nas not that of 
one whose deep inward thoughts -withdrew his attention from all outward 
objects He rather resembled the hunter, on (he watch for his game , and, 
while he was yet at a distance from Ellen, a wandering gust of wind 
waved her white gannent, and betiayed her 

“It is as I feared,” said Fanshawe to himself He then drew nigh, and 
addressed Ellen vith a calm authority that became him veil, notwith- 
standing that his years scarcely exceeded her ov.n “Miss Langton,” he 
inquired, “what do you here at such an hour, and with such a com- 
panion?” 

Ellen was sufficiently displeased at vhat she deemed the unauthorized 
intrusion of Fanshawe m her affairs, but his imposing manner and her 
own confusion prevented her from replying 

“Permit me to lead you to the house,” he continued, in the words of a 
request, but m the tone of a command “The dew hangs dank and heavy 
on these branches, and ? ‘'onger stay would be more dangerous than you 
are awaie ” 

Ellen would fain ’lave resisted, but though the tears hung as hea-vy on 
her eyelashes, between shame and anger, as the dew upon the leaves, she 
felt compelled to accept the arm that he offeied her But the stranger, 
who, since Fanshawe ’s approach, had lemained a little apart, now ad- 
vanced 

“You speak as one in authority, young man,” he said “Have you the 
means of compelling obedience? Does your power extend to men? Or do 
you rule only over simple girls? Miss Langton is under my protection, 
and, till you can bend me to your will, she shall lemam so ” 

Fanshawe turned calmly, and fixed his eyes on the stranger “Retire, 
sir,” was all he said 

Ellen almost shuddeied, as if there were a mysterious and unearthty 
power m Fansha-we’s voice, for she saw that the stranger endeavored in 
vain, borne dovm by the influence of a superior mind, to maintain the 
boldness of look and beaiing that seemed natural to him He at first made 
a step forward, then muttered a few half-audible words, but, quailing at 
length beneath the young man’s bright and steady eye, he turned and 
slowly withdrew 

Fanshawe remained silent a moment after his opponent had departed,* 
and, when he next spoke, it was m a tone of depression Ellen observed, 
also, that his countenance had lost its look of pride and authority, and 
he seemed faint and exhausted The occasion that called forth his energies 
had passed , and they had left him 

“Forgive me. Miss Langton,” he said almost humbly, “if my eagerness 
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to serve you has led me too fai There is evil m this stranger, more than 
vour pure mind can conceive I know not what has been his errand, but 
iTme entreat you to put confidence m those to whose care your father 
hLmtrustedyou Orifl or oiMw^dWakott Bnt l havenorrght 
to advise you , and your own calm thoughts will guide you best 

He said no more, and, as Ellen did not reply, they leached the house, 

and parted m silence 


CHAPTER TV 

“The seeds by nature planted i 

Take a deep root in the soil, and though for a time 
The trenchant share and tearing harrow may 
Sweep all appearance of them from the surface, 

Yet with the first warm rams of spring they’ll shoot, 

And with their rankness smother the good gram 
Heaven grant, it mayn’t be so with him ” 

RiCHbS 

The scene of this tale must now be changed to the little mn, which at 
that period, as at the present, was situated in the vicinity of Harley Col- 
lege The site of the modern establishment is the same with that of the 
ancient, but everything of the latter that had been built by hands has 
gone to decay and been removed, and only the earth beneath and around 
it remains the same The modern building, a house of tivo stories, after a 
lapse of twenty years, is yet unfinished On this account, it has retained 
the appellation of the “New Inn,” though, like many who have fre- 
quented it, it has grown old ere its matuiity Its dingy whiteness, and its 
apparent superfluity of windows (many of them being closed with rough 
boards) , give it somewhat of a dreary look, especially m a wet day 
The ancient inn was a house, of which the eaves approached within 
about seven feet of the ground, while the roof, sloping gradually upward 
formed an angle at several times that height It was a comfortable and 
pleasant abode to the weary traveller, both in summer and winter, for 
the frost never ventured within the sphere of its huge hearths, and it was 
protected from the heat of the sultry season by three large elms that 
swept the roof with their long branches, and seemed to create a breeze 
uhere there was not one The device upon the sign, suspended from one 
of these trees, was a hand holding a long-necked bottle, and was much 
more appropriate than the present unmeaning representation of a black 
eagle But it is necessary to speak rather more at length of the landlord 
than of the house over which he presided 
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Hugh Crombie was one foi whom most of the wise men^ who con- 
sidered the course of his early years, had predicted the gallows as an end 
before he should arnve at middle age That these prophets of ill had been 
deceived was evident fiom the fact that the doomed man had now passed 
the fortieth year, and was m more prosperous circumstances than most of 
those vho had wagged their tongues against him Yet the failure of their 
forebodings ^ as more remarkable than their fulfilment would have been 

He had been distinguished, almost from his earliest infanc}'-, by those 
precocious accomplishments, which, because they consist m an imitation 
of the vices and follies of maturity, lendei a boy the favorite plaything of 
men He seemed to have received from natuie the convivial talents, 
which, whethei natural or acquired, are a most dangerous possession, 
and, before liis twelfth year, he was the welcome associate of all the idle 
and dissipated of his neighborhood, and especially of those who haunted 
the tavern of vhich he had now become the landlord Undei this course 
of education, Hugh Crombie grew to youth and manhood , and tlie lovers 
of good words could only say in his favor, that he was a greatei enemy to 
himself than to any one else, and that, if he should reform, few would 
have a better chance of prosperity than he 

The former clause of this modicum of praise (if piaise it may be 
termed) was indisputable, but it may be doubted, whether, under any 
circumstances where his success depended on his own exertions, Hugh 
would have made his way well through the world He was one of those un- 
fortunate persons, who, instead of being perfect m any single art or occu- 
pation, are superficial in many, and who are supposed to possess a larger 
share of talent than other men, because it consists of numerous scraps, in- 
stead of a single mass He was partially acquainted with most of the 
manual arts that gave biead to others, but not one of them, nor all of 
them, would give bread to him By some fatality, the only two of his 
multifarious accomplishments in which his excellence was generally con- 
ceded were both calculated to keep him pool rather than to make him 
rich He was a musician and a poet 

There are yet remaining m that poition of the country many ballads 
and songs, set to then own peculiar tunes, the authoiship of which is 
attributed to him In general, his productions were upon subjects of local 
and temporary interest, and would consequently lequire a bulk of ex- 
planatory notes to render them inteiestmg or intelligible to the world at 
large A considerable propoition of the remainder are Anacreontics, 
though, in their construction, Hugh Crombie imitated neither the Teian 
nor any other bard These latter have geneially a coarseness and sensu- 
ality intoleiable to minds even of no very fastidious delicacy But there 
are two or three simple little songs, into which a feeling and a natural 
pathos have found their way, that still retain tlieir influence over the 
heart These, after two or thiee centuries, may perhaps be precious ^to 
the collectors of our early poetry At any rate, Hugh Crombie’s effusions, 
tavern-haunter and vagrant though he was, have gained a continuance of 
fame (confined, indeed, to a narrow section of the country) , which many 
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who called themselves poets then, and would have scorned such a broth- 
er, have failed to equal , 

During the long winter evenings, when the farmers were idle round 

their hearths, Hugh was a courted guest, for none could while away the 
hours more skilfully than he The wmtei, therefore, was his season of 
prosperity, in which respect he differed from the butterflies and useless 
insects, to which he otherwise bore a resemblance During the cold 
months, a very desirable alteiation foi the better appeared in his outward 
man His cheeks were plump and sanguine, his eyes bright and cheerful, 
and the tip of his nose glowed with a Bardolphian fire, a flame, indeed, 
which Hugh was so far a vestal as to supply wuth its necessary fuel at all 
seasons of the year But, as the spring advanced, he assumed a lean and 
sallow look, wilting and fading in the sunshine that bi ought life and joy to 
every animal and vegetable except himself His winter patrons eyed him 
wnth an austere regard, and some even practised upon him the modern 
and fashionable courtesy of the "cut direct ” 

Yet, after all, there was good, or something that Natuie intended to be 
so, in the poor outcast, some lovely flowers, the sweeter even for the 
weeds that choked them An instance of this was his affection for an aged 


father, whose whole support was the broken reed, his son Notwith- 
standing Ills own necessities, Hugh contrived to pro\ ide food and raiment 
for the old man how, it would be difficult to say, and perhaps as well not 
to inquire He also exhibited traits of sensitiveness to neglect and insult, 
and of gratitude for favors, both of which feelings a course of life like his 
IS usually quick to eradicate 

At length the restiamt for such his father had ever been upon Hugh 
Crombie’s conduct was removed by death, and then the wnse men and the 


old began to shake their heads, and they who took pleasure in the fol- 
lies, vices, and misfortunes of their fellow-creatures, looked for a speedy 
gratification They were disappointed, however , for Hugh had apparently 
determined, that, whatever might be his catastrophe, he W’ould meet it 
among strangers, rather than at home Shortly after his father’s death, he 
disappeared altogether from the vicinity, and his name became, m the 
course of years, an unusual sound, where once the lack of other topics of 
interest had given it a considerable degree of notoriety Sometimes, how- 
ever, when the winter blast was loud round the lonely farm-house, its in- 
mates remembered him who had so often chased away the gloom of such 
an hour, and, though with little expectation of its fulfilment, exoressed a 
Wish to behold him again 

P. perhaps, because it appeared so desperate, was 

nnally destined to be gratified One summer evening, about two years 
previous to the period of this tale, a man of sober and staid deportment, 
mounted upon a white horse, arrived at the Hand and Bottle, to which 
military meeting had chanced, that day, to draw most of the 
inhabitants of the vicinity The stranger was well though plainly dressed, 

attracted no par- 
ticular attention, but here, where a traveller was not of eveiy-day occur- 
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rence, he was soon surrounded by a little crowd, who, when his eye was 
averted, seized the opportunity iligently to peruse his person He was 
rather a thick-set man, but with no superfluous flesh, his hair was of iron- 
gray, he had a few wrinkles, his face was so deeply sunburnt, that, ex- 
cepting a half-smothered glow on the tip of his nose, a dusky yellow was 
the only apparent hue As the people gazed, it was observed that the 
elderly men, and the men of substance, gat themselves silently to their 
steeds, and hied homeward with an unusual degree of haste, till at length 
the inn was deserted, except by a few wi etched objects to whom it was a 
constant resort These, instead of retreating, drew closer to the traveller, 
peepmg anxiously into his face, and asking, ever and anon, a question, in 
order to discover the tone of his voice At length, with one consent, and as 
if the recognition had at once burst upon them, they hailed their old boon- 
companion, Hugh Crombie, and, leading him into the mn, did him the 
honoi to partake of a cup of welcome at his expense 

But, though Hugh readily acknowledged the not very reputable ac- 
quaintances who alone acknowledged him, they speedily discovered that 
he was an altered man He paitook with great moderation of the liquor 
for which he was to pay, he declined all their flattering entreaties for one 
of his old songs , and finally, being urged to engage in a game at all-fours, 
he calmly observed, almost m the words of an old clergyman on a like oc- 
casion, that his principles forbade a profane appeal to the decision by lot. 

On the next Sabbath Hugh Crombie made his appearance at public 
worship in the chapel of Harley College, and here his outward demeanor 
was exceptionally serious and devout, a praise which, on that particular 
occasion, could be bestowed on few besides From these favorable S3nnp- 
toms, the old established prejudices against him began to waver, and as 
he seemed not to need, and to have no intention to ask, the assistance of 
any one, he was soon generally acknowledged by the rich as well as by 
the poor His account of his past life, and of his intentions for the future, 
was brief, but not unsatisfactory He said that, since his departure, he 
had been a seafaring man, and that, having acquired sufficient property 
to render him easy m the decline of his days, he had returned to live and 
die in the tomi of his nativity 

There was one person, and the one whom Hugh was most interested ta 
please, who seemed perfectly satisfied of the verity of his refoimation. 
This was the landlady of the inn, whom, at his departure, he had left a 
gay, and, even at thirty-five, a rather pietty wife, and whom, on his re- 
turn, he found a widow of fifty, fat, yellow, wrinkled, and a zealous mem- 
ber of the church She, like others, had, at first, cast a cold e3^e on the 
wanderer, but it shortly became evident to close observers, that a change 
was at work m the pious matron’s sentiments respecting her old acquaint- 
tance She was now careful to give him his morning dram from her oivn 
peculiar bottle, to fill his pipe from her private box of Viigmia, and to mix 
for him the sleepmg-cup m which her late husband had delighted Of all 
these courtesies Hugh Crombie did partake with a wise and cautious mod- 
eration, that, while it proved them to be welcome, expressed his fear of 
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trespassing on her kindness For the sake of brevity, it shall siifncc to s i> , 
that, about SIX weeks after Hugh's return, a unting appeared on one of 
the elm-trees in front of the tavern (v.hcrc, as the place of grcatc-?t re- 
sort, such notices weie usually displa>eel) setting forth that marriage 
was intended between Fliigh Crombie and the "W idou Sarah Iliitchins. 
And tlie ceiemony, which made Hugh a landholder, .i liou^e-holdcr, and 

a substantial man, in due tune took place 

As a landlord, his general conduct was \ciy piai-( v.orlln^ He was 
moderate m his ciiarges, and attentive to lus guests, he allowed no gro-s 
and evident disorders in his house, and pr.ictiscd none Inm^df, lie was 
kind and charitable to such as needed food and lodging, and had not 
wherewithal to pay, foi with these hii experience h<td doubtless guen 
him a fellow'-feelmg Fie w’as also sufncienlK attintative to hi'' wife, 
though it must be acknowledged that the religious 7cal which had had a 
considerable influence m gaining her affections grew, In no moderate ck- 
grees, less fervent It was whispered, too, that the new landlord ccaiUi, 
when time, place, and company were to his mind, upraL-'C a ‘•ong O', mer- 
rily, and drink a glass as jolhly, as m the da\s of \orc 'rhe-e were the 
weightiest chaiges that could now be brought agamxt him, and wise 
men thought, that, whatever might have been the Cvol of Ins past life, he 
had returned with a desire (wdneh years of x ice, if they do not sonu'tmies 
produce, do not always destroy) of being honest, if opporlunitx should 
offer, and Hugh had certainly a fan one 
On the afternoon previous to the events related in the last chapter, the 
personage whose introduction to the reader has occupied so large a space 


was seated under one of the elms in front of his dwelling The bench 
which now sustained him, and on xvhich were carxed the names of many 
former occupants, was Hugh Crombie’s favorite lounging-place. unless 
when his attentions were required by his guests No demand had that day 
been made upon the hospitality of the Fland and Bottle, and the 1 md- 
lord was just then murmuring at the unfrequency of employment The 
slenderness of his profits, indeed, xvere no part of his concern for the 
Widow Hutchin’s chief income was drawm from hei farm, nor was Hugh 
ever miserly inclined But his education and habits had made him de- 
light in the atmosphere of the mn, and in the society of those x.lio fie 
quented it, and of this species of enjoyment his present situation cer- 
tainly did not afford an overplus 

Yet had Hugh Crombie an enviable appearance of indolence and ease, 
as he sat under the old tree, polluting the sweet air w ith his pipe, and lak- 
mg occasional draughts from a brown jug that stood near at hand The 
basis of the potation contained m this vessel was harsh old cider from 
ne widows own orchard, but its coldness and acidity w'ere rendered in- 
nocuous by a due proportion of yet older brandy The result of this mix- 
ture was extremely fel.ctous, pleasant to the taste, and produemra 

tofoofdlToper™ Hug*' delectable 
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The landlord cast his eye, ever and anon, along the road that led down 
the valley in the direction of the village, and at last, when the sun was 
wearing westward, he discovered tlie approach of a horseman He im- 
mediately replenished Ins pipe, took a long draught from the brown jug, 
summoned the ragged youth vho officiated in most of the subordinate de- 
partments of the inn, and who vas now to act as hostler, and then pre- 
pared himself for confabulation -with his guest 

''He comes from the sea-coast,” said Hugh to himself, as the traveller 
emerged into open view on the level road "He is two days in advance of 
the post, nith its news of a fortnight old Pray Heaven he piove com- 
municative'” Then, as the sti anger drew Higher, "One would judge that 
his dark face had seen as hot a sun as mine He has felt the burning 
breeze of the Indies, East and West, I warrant him Ah, I see w^e shall 
send away the exening meriilj'^' Not a penn}'- shall come out of his purse, 
that IS, if his tongue runs glibty Just the man I ^Yas praying foi Now 
may the Devil take me if he is'” inteirupted Hugh, in accents of alarm 
and starting fiom his seat He composed his countenance, how^ever, wuth 
the power that long halnt and necessity had given him over his emotions, 
and again settled himself quietl}’- on the bench 
The traveller, coming on at a moderate pace, alighted, and gave his 
horse to the ragged hostler. He then advanced tow'ards the door near 
which Hugh w^as seated, whose agitation w^as manifested by no percept- 
ible sign, except by the shorter and more frequent puffs wuth which he 
plied his pipe Their eyes did not meet till just as the strangei was about 
to enter, wdien he started apparent^ wuth a surprise and alarm similar 
to those of Hugh Crombie He recovered himself, how’-ever, sufficiently to 
return the nod of recognition wath wffiich he w^as favored, and immediately 
entered the house, the landlord followung 

"This w^ay, if you please, sir,” said Hugh "You wall find this apart« 
ment cool and retired ” 

He ushered his guest into a small room the window^s of wffiich were 
darkened b}’- the creeping plants that clustered round them Entering, and 
closing the door, the two gazed at each other a little space wuthout speak., 
ing The traveller first broke silence 

"Then this is your living self, Hugh Crombie?” he said The landlord 
extended his hand as a practical reply to the question The stranger took 
It, though with no especial appearance of cordiality 

"Ay, this seems to be flesh and blood,” he said, in the tone of one who 
would willingly have found it otherwise "And how happens this, friend 
Hugh? I little thought to meet you again m this life When I last heard 
from you, your prayers were said, and you were bound for a better 
world ” 

"There would have been small danger of your meeting me there,” ob- 
served the landlord, dryly 

"It is an unquestionable truth, Hugh,” replied the traveller "For 
which reason I regret that your voyage w'as delayed ” 
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‘‘Nay that is a haid woid to bestow on your old comrade, said Hugh 
Crombie “The world is wide enough for both of us, and ■v\hy should you 

wish me out of it?” „ , . i, , ^ u 

“Wide as it is,” lejoined the stranger, we have stumbled against each 

•othei, to the pleasure of neither of us, if I may judge from your coun- 
tenance Methmks I am not a welcome guest at Hugh Crombie’s inn 
“Your welcome must depend on the cause of your coming, and the 
length of your stay,” replied the landlord 

“And what if I come to settle down among these quiet hills where I was 
born?” inquired the other “What if I, too, am weaiy^ of the life we have 
led, or afraid, perhaps, that it wall come to too speedy an end? Shall I 
Aave your good word, Hugh, to set me up in an honest way of life? Or will 
you make me a partner m 5mur tiade, since jmu know' ni}’" qualifications? 
A pretty pair of publicans should w’e be, and the quart pot would have 
little rest between us ” 

“It may be as well to replenish it now,” observed Hugh, stepping to the 
door of the room., and giving orders accoidingly “A meeting between old 
friends should never be dry But for the partnership, it is a matter in 
which you must excuse me Heaven knows I find it hard enough to be 
honest, with no tempter but the Devil and my owm thoughts, and, if I 
have you also to contend with, there is little hope of me ” 

“Nay, that is tiue Your good resolutions were always like cobwebs, 
and your evil habits like five-inch cables,” leplied the tiaveller “I am 
to understand, then, that you refuse my offer?” 

“Not only that, but, if you have chosen this valley as your place of 
rest. Dame Crombie and I must look thiough the w'orld for another But 
hush' here comes the wane ” 

The hostler, m the performance of another part of his duty, now' ap- 
peared, bearing a measure of the liquor that Hugh had ordered The w me 
of that period, owing to the comparative lowmess of the duties, was of 
more moderate price than m the mother-country, and of purei and better 
quality than at the present day 

“The stuff IS well chosen, Hugh,” observed the guest, after a draught 
large enough to authorize an opinion “You have most of the lequisites for 
your present station, and I should be sorry to draw you from it I trust 
there will be no need ” 

Yet you have a purpose in your journey hither,” observed his com- 
rade 


Yes, and you would fain be informed of it,” replied the traveller He 
arose and walked once or twice across the room, then, seemmg to have 
a^en his resolution, he paused, and fixed his eye steadfastly on Hugh 
Lrombie I could wish, my old acquaintance,” he said, “that your lot 
dad been cast adhere rather than here Yet, if you choose it, you may 

tru^you?”°^ ^ reward Can I 

i- you can,” answered the host, “but mothmg further I 

now the nature of your plans, and whither they would lead me, too well 
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to engage in them To say the truth, since it concerns not me, I have little 
desire to heai jmur secret ” 

“And I as little to tell it, I do assure you,” rejoined the guest “I have 
ahvays loved to manage my affaiis myself, and to keep them to myself It 
IS a good rule, but it must sometimes be bioken And now, Hugh, how 13 
it that you ha\e become possessed of this comfortable dwelling and of 
these pleasant fields’ ’ 

“By m}'- marriage -with the Widow Sarah Hutchins,” leplied Hugh 
Crombie, staling at a question which seemed to have little reference to 
the present topic of conversation 

“It IS a most excellent method of becoming a man of substance,” con- 
tinued the tiavellei , “attended with little tiouble, and honest withal ” 

“Wh}'-, as to the trouble,” said the landlord, “it follows such a bargain, 
instead of going befoie it And for honesty, I do not lecollect that I 
have gained a penn}'' moie honestly these twenty yeais ” 

“I can swear to that,” observed his comrade “Well, mine host, I en- 
tirely approve of your doings, and, moi cover, have resolved to prosper 
after the same fashion myself ” 

“If that be the commodity you seek,” replied Hugh Ciombie, “you 
will find none here to your mind We have widows in plenty, it is tiue, 
but most of them have children, and few have houses and lands But now 
to be serious, and theie has been something serious m youi eye all this 
while, -uhat is 3mur puipose m coming hither? You are not safe here 
Your name has had a widei spread than mine, and, if discovered, it will 
go hard with j^ou ” 

“But who would know me now?” asked the guest 

“Few, few indeed'” replied the landlord, gazing at the dark features 
of his companion, where hardship, peril, and dissipation had each left 
their traces “No, you are not like the slender boy of fifteen, who stood 
on the hill by moonlight to take a last look at his fathei ’s cottage There 
were tears m your eyes then, and, as often as I remember them, I lepent 
that I did not turn you back, instead of leading you on ” 

“Tears, weie theic^ Well, there have been few enough since,” said his 
comrade, pressing his eyelids firmty togethei, as if even then tempted to 
give way to the weakness that he scoined “And, for turning me back, 
Hugh, it was beyond your pov/ei I had taken my resolution, and you did 
but show me the way to execute it ” 

“You have not inquired aftei those you left behind,” observed Hugh 
Crombie 

“No no, nor will I have aught of them,” exclaimed the traveller, 
starting from his seat, and pacing rapidly across the room “My father, 
I know, IS dead, and I have forgiven him My mother what could I'heai 
of her but misery? I will heai nothing ” 

“You must have passed the cottage as you rode hitherward,” said 
Hugh “How could you forbear to enter?” 

“I did not see it,” he replied “I closed my eyes and turned away my 
head ” 
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“Oh if I had had a mother, a loving mothei ’ if there had been one be- 
ing in the world that loved me, or caied for me, I should not have be- 
come an uttei castaway,” exclaimed Hugh Cromliie 

The landlord’s pathos, like all pathos that flows from the wincciip, was 
sufficiently ridiculous, and his companion, w'ho had alieady o\ercome his 
own brief feelings of soi i oiv and lemoise, now laughed aloud 

“Come, come, mine host of the Hand and Bottle,” he cried in his usual 
hard, sarcastic tone, “be a man as much as in you lies You had alwa} s a 
foolish trick of repentance, but, as I remember, it was commonly of a 
morning, before you had sw^allow'cd your first diam And now, Hugh, fill 
the quart pot again, and we will to business ” 

When the landlord had complied with the wishes of his guest, the lat- 
ter resumed in a lower tone than that of his ordinal y con\ crsation, 

“There is a young lady lately become a resident hereabouts Perhaps 
you can guess hei name, foi you have a cjuick apprehension in these 
matters ” 

“A young lady^” lepeated Hugh Crombie “And what is your concern 
with her? Do you mean Ellen Langton, daughter of the old merchant 
Langton, whom you have some cause to remember?” 

“I do remember him, but he is where he wall speedily be forgotten,” an- 
swered the traveller “And this giil, I know your eye has been upon her, 
Hugh, describe her to me ” 

“Describe her<” exclaimed Hugh with much animation “It is impos- 
sible in prose, but you shall have her very pictuie in a verse of one of my 
own songs ” 

“Nay, mine host, I beseech you to spare me This is no time for quaver- 
ing,” said the guest “However, I am proud of youi approbation, mj’’ old 
friend, for this young lady do I intend to take to wife WTiat think you 
of the plan?” 

Hugh Crombie gazed into his companion’s face for the space of a mo- 
ment, in silence There was nothing m its expression that looked like a 
jest It still retained the same hard, cold look, tliat, except wdien Hugh 

had alluded to his home and family, it had wnrn through their wdiole con- 
versation 

On my word, comrade' ” he at length replied, “my advice is, tliat you 
give over your application to the quart pot, and refresh your brain by a 

thiV””^^ meaning of 


Listen and you shall know,” said the guest “The old man, her fa- 
ther, is in his grave ” 

?T’ ^ '"tempted the landlord, starting, and 

looking fearfully into his comrade’s face 

man than he replied calmly “You see, Hugh, I am a better 

n than you took me for The old man’s blood is not on my head though 

and to her, and to the man she marries, all his wealth will belong She 
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shall marry me Think you her father will lest easy m the ocean, Hugh 
Crombie, when I am his son-m-law?” 

“No, he will rise up to prevent it, if need be/’ answered the landlord 
“But the dead need not interpose to frusti ate so wild a scheme ” 

“I understand you,” said his comrade “You are of opinion tliat the 
young lady’s consent may not be so soon won as asked Fear not for that, 
mine host I have a winning way with me, when opportunity serves, and 
It shall serve with Ellen Langton I will have no rivals in my woomg,” 
“Your intention, if I take it rightly, is to get this pool girl into your 
power, and then to force her into a marriage,” said Hugh Crombie 
“It is, and I think I possess the means of doing it,” replied his com- 
rade “But methmks, friend Hugh, my enterprise has not your good 
wishes ” 

“No, and I pray you to give it over,” said Hugh Crombie, very earnest- 
ly “The girl is young, lovely, and as good as she is fair. I cannot aid m her 
rum Nay, more I must prevent it ” 

“Prevent itl” exclaimed the travellei, with a darkening countenance 
“Think twice before you stir in this matter, I advise you Rum, do you 
say^ Does a girl call it rum to be made an honest wedded wife? No, no, 
mine hosti nor does a widow either, else have you much to answer for ” 

“I gave the Widow Hutchins fair play, at least, which is more than 
poor Ellen is like to get,” observed the landlord “My old comrade, will 
you not give up this scheme?” 

“My old comrade, I will not give up this scheme,” returned the other, 
composedly “Why, Hugh, what has come over you since we last met? 
Have we not done twenty worse deeds of a morning, and laughed over 
them at night?” 

“He IS right there,” said Hugh Crombie, in a meditative tone “Of a 
certainty, my conscience has groivn unreasonably tender within the last 
two years This one small sm, if I were to aid m it, would add but a trifle 
to the sum of mine But then the poor girl ’ ” 

His companion overheard him thus communing mth himself, and hav- 
ing had much former experience of his infirmity of purpose, doubted not 
that he should bend him to his will In fact, his arguments were so effec- 
tual, that Hugh at length, though reluctantly, promised his cooperation 
It was necessary that their motions should be speedy, for on the second 
day thereafter, the arrival of the post would bring intelligence of the ship- 
wreck by which Mr Langton had perished 
^'And after the deed is done,” said the landlord, “I beseech you never 
to cross my path again There have been more wicked thoughts in my 
head within the last hour than for the whole two years that I have been 
an honest man ” 

“Ydiat a saint art thou become, Hugh > ” said his comrade “But fear 
not that we shall meet again When I leave this valley, it will be to en- 
ter it no more ” 

“And there is little danger that any other who has known me will 
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chance upon me here,” observed Hugh Crombie “Our trade 
favorable to length of days, and I suppose most of our old comrades have 

arrived at the end of theirs ” -,,115) ^ 

“One whom you knew well is nearer to you than you think, answered 

the traveller, “for I did not travel hitherwaid entirely alone ” 


CHAPTER \ 

“A naughty night to swim in ” — SHAicrsPEARE 

The evening of the day succeeding the adventure of the angler was dark 
and tempestuous The rain descended almost in a continuous sheet, and 
occasional powerful gusts of wind drove it hard against the northeastern 
windows of Hugh Crombie’s mn But at least one apartment of the in- 
terioi presented a scene of comfort and of apparent enjoyment, the more 
delightful from its contrast with the elemental fury that raged without A 
fire, which the chillness of the evening, though a summer one, made neces- 
sary, was burning brightly on the hearth, and in front was placed a small 
round table, sustaining wine and glasses One of the guests for whom 
these preparations had been made was Edward Walcott, the other was a 
shy, awkward young man, distinguished, by the union of classic and rural 
dress, as having but lately become a student of Harley College He 
seemed little at his ease, probably from a consciousness that he was on 
forbidden ground, and that the wine, of which he nevertheless swallowed 
a larger share than his companion, was an unlawful draught 

In the catalogue of crimes provided against by the laws of Harley Col- 
lege, that of tavern-haunting was one of the principal The secluded situ- 
ation of the seminary, indeed, gave its scholars but a very limited choice 
of vices, and this was, therefore, the usual channel by which the wildness 
of youth discharged itself Edward Walcott, though naturally temperate, 
had been not an unfrequent offender m this respect, for which a super- 
fluity both of time and money might plead some excuse But, since his ac- 
quaintance with Ellen Langton, he had larely entered Hugh Crombie’s 
doors, and an interruption in that acquaintance was the cause of his pres- 
ent appearance there 

Edward’s jealous pride had been considerably touched on Ellen’s com- 
pliance with the request of the angler He had, by degrees, imperceptible 
perhaps to himself, assumed the right of feeling displeased with her con- 
f uct and she had as imperceptibly, accustomed herself to consider what 
y oil Id be his wishes, and to act accordingly He would, indeed, in no con- 
t have ventured an open remonstrance, and such a proceeding 

' ‘'ihd h i\c been attended bv a result the reverse of what he desired But 
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there existed between them a silent compact (aclcnowdedged pe^hap^ by 
neither, but felt by both), according to w'hich they had regulated the 
latter part of their intercourse. Their lips had yet spoken no word of love, 
but some of lo\ e s rights and privileges had been assumed on the one side, 
and at least not disalloived on the other 
Edward’s penetration had been sufficiently quick to discover that there 
was a mysterj'^ about the angler, that there must have been a cause for tlie 
blush that rose so proudly on Ellen’s cheek and his Quixotism had been 
not a little mortified, because she did not immediately appeal to his pro- 
tection He had, ho\\e\er, paid his usual visit the next day at Dr Mel- 
moth s, expecting tliat, bj' a smile of more than common brightness, she 
would make amends to his wounded feelings, such having been her usual 
mode of reparation in the few instances of disagieement that had occurred 
between them But he was disappointed. He found hei cold, silent, and 
abstracted, inattentne wheij he spoke, and indisposed to speak herself 
Her eye was sedulously a\crted from his, and the casual meeting of their 
glances onl}’’ proved that there were feelings in hei bosom which he did 
not share He was unable to account for this change m her deportment, 
and, added to his previous conceptions of his wrongs, it produced an ef- 
fect upon his rather hast}’’ temper, that might have manifested itself 
violently, but for the presence of IMrs IMelmoth He took his leave m veiy 
evident displeasure, but, just as he closed the dooi , he noticed an expres- 
sion in Ellen's countenance, that, had they been alone, and had not he 
been quite so proud, w’ould ha\e drawn him dowm to her feet Their eyes 
met, when, suddenly, there was a gush of tears into those of Ellen, and a 
deep sadness, almost despair, spread itself over her features He paused a 
moment, and then went his way, equally unable to account for her cold- 
ness, or for her grief He was well aw'are, however, that his situation in 
respect to hei wxis unaccountably changed, a conviction so disagieeable, 
that, but for a hope that is latent even m the despair of youthful hearts, 
he would have been sorely tempted to shoot himself 

The gloom of his thoughts a mood of mind the moie intolerable to 
him, because so unusual had driven him to Hugh Crombie’s inn in 
search of artificial excitement But even the w’lne had no attractions, and 
his, first glass stood now almost untouched before him, while he gazed in 
heavy tliought into the glownng embers of the fire His companion per- 
ceived his melancholy, and essayed to dispel it by a choice of such topics 
of conversation as he conceived w’ould be most agreeable 
’ “There is a lady in the house,” he observed “I caught a glimpse of her 
in the passage as we came in Did you see her, Edward^” 

“A ladyf” repeated Edward, carelessly “What know you of ladies? 
No, I did not see her, but I will venture to say that it was Dame Crom- 
bie’s self, and no other ” 

“Well, perhaps it might,” said the other, doubtingly “Her head w’as 
turned from me, and she was gone like a shadow ” 

“Dame Crombie is no shadow, and never vanishes like one,” resumed 
Edward “You have mistaken the slipshod servant-girl for a lady ” 


i 
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“Ay but she had a white hand, a small white hand,” said the student, 
piqued at Edward’s contemptuous opinion of his powers of observation, 
“al white as Ellen Langton’s ” He paused, for the lover was offended by 
the piofamty of the comparison, as was made evident by the blood that 

rushed to his brow^ i 

“We will appeal to the landlord,” said Edward, recovering Ins equa- 
nimity, and tuining to Hugh, who just then entered the room ' Who is 
this angel, mine host, that has taken up her abode in the Hand and 
Bottle?” 

Hugh cast a quick glance fiom one to another before he answered, “I 
keep no angels here, gentlemen Dame Crombie would make the house 
anything but heaven for them and me ” 

“And yet Glover has seen a vision m the passageway, a lady with a 
small white hand ” 

“Ah, I understand! A slight mistake of the young gentleman’s ” said 
Hugh, wuth the air of one w'ho could perfectly account for tlie mystery 
“Our passageway is dark, or perhaps the light had dazzled his eyes It 
was the Widow Fowler’s daughter, that came to boirow' a pipe of tobacco 
for her mother By the same token, she put it into her own sw'eet mouth, 
and puffed as she went along ” 

“But the white hand,” said Glover, only half convinced 
“Nay, I know not,” answered Hugh “But her hand was at least as 
white as her face that I can swear Well, gentlemen I trust you find 
everything m my house to your satisfaction \\Tien the fire needs renew'- 
ing, or the wine runs low, be pleased to tap on the table I shall appear 
with the speed of a sunbeam ” 

After the departure of the landlord, the conversation of the jmung men 
amounted to little more than monosyllables Edward Walcott was 
wrapped in his own contemplations, and his companion w'as in a half- 
slumberous state, from which he started every quarter of an hour, at the 
chiming of the clock that stood in a corner The fire died gradually away, 
the lamps began to burn dim, and Glover, rousing himself from one of his 
oeriodical slumbers, was about to propose a return to their chambers He 
was prevented, however, by the approach of footsteps along the passage- 
way , and Hugh Crombie, opening the door, ushered a person into ,the 
room, and retired 

The new-comer was Fanshawe The water that poured plentifully from 
his cloak evinced that he had but just arrived at the inn , but, whatever 
was his object, he seemed not to have attained it in meeting with the 
young men He paused near the door, as if meditating w^hether to retire 
My intrusion is altogether owing to a mistalce, either of the landlord’s 
or mine, he said “I came hither to seek another person, but, as I could 
not mention his name, my inquiries were rather vague ” 

rousma lephed Edward, 

I never snpnt w wretched company, and a duller evening have 

And for the man you seek,” he continued m a whisper, “he left 



FANSHAWE 35 

the inn within a half-hour after we encountered him. I inquired of Hugh 
Crombie last night ” 

Fanshawe did not express his doubts of the correctness of the informa- 
tion on which Edward seemed to rely Laying aside his cloak, he accepted 
his mvitation to make one of the party, and sat down by the fireside 

The aspect of the evenmg now gradually changed A strange wild glee 
spread from 8ne to another of the party, which, much to the surprise of 
his companions, began with and was communicated from, Fanshawe He 
seemed to overflow with conceptions inimitably ludicrous, but so singular, 
that, till his hearers had imbibed a portion of his own spirit, they could 
only wonder at, instead of enjoying them His applications to the vme 
were very unfrequent, yet his conversation was such as one might expect 
from a bottle of champagne endowed by a fairy with the gift of speech 
The secret of this strange mirth lay m the troubled state of his spirits, 
which, like the vexed ocean at midnight (if the simile be not too mag- 
nificent), tossed forth a mysterious brightness The undefined apprehen- 
sions that had drawn him to the mn still distracted his mind, but, mixed 
with them, there was a sort of joy not easily to be described By degrees, 
and by the assistance of the wine, the inspiration spread, each one con- 
tributing such a quantity, and such quality of wit and whim, as was pro- 
portioned to his genius, but each one, and all, displaying a greater share 
of both than they had ever been suspected of possessing 

At length, however, there was a pause, the deep pause of flagging 
spirits, that always' follows imrth and wine No one would have believed, 
on beholding the pensive faces, and hearing the involuntary sighs of the 
party, that from these, but a moment before, had arisen so loud and wild 
a laugh During this interval Edward Walcott (who was the poet of his 
class) volunteered the following song, which, from its want of polish, and 
from its application to his present feelings, might charitably be taken for 
an extemporaneous production 


The wine is bnght, the wine is bright, 
And gay the drinkers be 
Of all that dram the bowl to-night, 
Most jollily dram we 
Oh, could one search the weary earth. 
The earth from sea to sea. 

He’d turn and mingle in our mirth. 
For we’re the merriest three 

Yet there are cares, oh, heavy cares' 
We know that they are nigh 
When forth each lonely drinker fares, 
Mark then his altered eye 
Care comes upon us when the jest 
And frantic laughter die. 

And care will watch the parting guest 
Oh late, then let us fly' 
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Hu®h Crombie, whose early love of song and minsticlsy ^^as sull alive, 
had eStered the lOom at the sound of Edwaid’s voice in sufficient lime to 
accompany the second stanza on the violin He now, vith the air of one 
who was entitled to judge in these matters, e\-picssed his opinion of the 

^ “Really, Master Walcott, I was not piepaied foi this,” he said in the 
tone of condescending praise that a great man uses to his inferior when he 
chooses to overwhelm him with excess of joy “Very veil, indeed, young 
gentleman' Some of the lines, it is true, seem to have been d tagged in by 
the head and shoulders, but I could scarcely have done much better my- 
self at your age With practice, and with such instruction as I might af- 
foid you, I should have little doubt of your becoming a d)stingui'=hed 
poet A great defect in youi seminary, gentlemen, the vant of due culti- 
vation in this heavenly art ” 

“Perhaps, sir,” said Edwaid, with much giavity, “you might,y ourself 
be pi evaded upon to accept the professoiship of poetry?” 

“Why, such an offer would requiie consideration, ’ replied the landlord 
“Professor Hugh Crombie of Hailey College it has a good sound, as- 
suredly But I am a public man, Master Walcott, and the public vould 
be loath to spare me from my present office ” 

“Will Piofessoi Crombie favor us vnth a specimen of his productions?” 
inquired Edward 

“Ahem, I shall be happy to gratify you, young gentleman. ’ answered 
Hugh “It IS seldom, in this rude country, Master Walcott, that we meet 
withkindrea genius, and the opportunity should never be thrown away ” 

Thus sajang, he took a heavy draught of the liquor by which he was 
usually inspiied, and the praises of wdiich weie the prevailing subject of 
his song, then, after much hemming, thrumming, and prelusion, and with 
many queer gestures and gesticulations, he began to effuse a 1} ric in the 
following fashion 


I’ve been a jolly drinker tins five-and-Liventy year, 

And still a jolly drinker, my friends, you see me here 
I sing the joys of drinking, bear a chorus, every man, 
With pint pot and quart pot and clattering of can 


The sense of the professor’s first stanza w^as not in exact proportion to 
the sound, but, being executed with great spirit, it attracted universal ap- 
plause This Hugh appropriated wuth a condescending bow and smile, 
and, making a signal for silence, he went on, — 


King Solomon of old, boys (a jolly king was he), — 

mteriupted by a clapping of hands, that seemed a con- 
Tvhn nc applause bestowed on his former stanza Hugh Crombie, 

eves shuf custoin of many great performers, usually sang with his 

then uns4^nn!.n gently to rebuke his auditors for 

able expression of delight He immediately perceived, how- 
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ever, that the fault ^^as to be attributed to neither of the three young 
men, and, following the direction of their eyes, he saw near the door, in 
the dim background of the apartment, a figure in a cloak The hat was 
flapped forward, the cloak muffled round the lower part of the face, and 
only the eyes were visible. 

The part^)- gazed a moment in silence, and then rushed eu masse upon 
the intruder, the landloid bringing up the rear, and sounding a charge 
upon his fiddle. But, as they drev nigh, the black cloak began to assume a 
familiar look, the hat, also, ^^as an old acquaintance, and, these being re- 
moved, from beneath them shone foith the reierend face and form of Dr 
Melnioth 

The president, m Ins quality of clerg3rman, had, late in the preceding 
afternoon, been called to visit an aged female vho vas supposed to be at 
the point of death Hei habitation vas at the distance of several miles 
from Haile}’’ College, so that it was nightfall before Di Melmoth stood 
at her bedside His stay had been lengthened beyond his anticipation, on 
account of the fiame of mind m which he found the d5nng woman, and, 
after essaying to impart the comforts of religion to her disturbed intellect, 
he had waited for the abatement of the storm that had arisen w’hile he 
was thus engaged As the evening advanced, howevei, the ram poured 
dowm m undiminished cataracts, and the doctoi, trusting to tlie prudence 
and sure-footedness of his steed, had at length set forth on his return The 
darkness of the night, and the roughness of the road, might have appalled 
him, even had his horsemanship and his courage been more considerable 
than they were, but by the special protection of Providence, as he reason- 
ably supposed (for he was a good man, and on a good errand), he arrived 
safely as far as Hugh Crombie’s inn Dr Melmoth had no intention of 
making a stay there, but, as the road passed wnthin a very short distance, 
he saw’ lights in the wandow’s, and heard the sound of song and revelry It 
immediately occurred to him, that these midnight rioters were, piobably, 
some of the young men of his charge, and he w’as impelled, by a sense of 
duty, to enter and disperse them Directed by the voices, he found his 
way, with some difficulty, to the apartment, just as Hugh concluded his 
first stanza, and, amidst the subsequent applause, his entiance had been 
unperceived 

There was a silence of a moment’s continuance after the discovery of 
Dr Melmoth, during which he attempted to clothe his round, good-na- 
tured face in a look of awful dignity But, in spite of himself, there was a 
little twisting of the corners of his mouth, and a smothered gleam in his 
eye 

“This has, apparently, been a veiy nieriy meeting, young gentlemen,” 
he at length said , “but I fear my presence has cast a damp upon it ” 

“Oh yes' your reverence’s cloak is wet enough to cast a damp upon 
anything,” exclaimed Hugh Crombie, assuming a look of tender anxiety 
“The young gentlemen are affrighted for your valuable life Fear de- 
prives them of utterance permit me to relieve you of these dangerous 
garments ” 
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“Trouble not yourself, honest man,” replied the doctor, who was one of 
the most gullible of mortals “I trust I am in no danger, my dwelling be- 
ing near at hand But for these young men” 

“Would your reverence but honor my Sunday suit, the gray broad- 
cloth coat, and the black velvet smallclothes, that have covcied my un- 
worthy legs but once? Dame Crombie shall have them ready m a mO' 
ment,” continued Hugh, begmning to divest the doctor of his garments. 

“I pray you to appease youi anxiety,” cried Dr hlelmoth, retaining a 
him hold on such parts of his diess as yet remained to him “Fear not for 
my health I will but speak a word to those misguided youth, and be 


gone 

“Misguided youth, did your reverence say^” echoed Hugh, in a tone of 
uttei astonishment “Nevei w'ere they better guided than when they en- 
tered my poor house Oh, had your reverence but seen them, when I heard 
their cries, and rushed foith to their assistance Dripping wuth wet were 
they, like three drowned men at the resurrec Ahcm<” interrupted 
Hugh, recollecting that the compaiison he meditated might not suit the 
doctor’s ideas of propriety 

“But w^hy were they abroad on such a night?” inquired the president 
“Ah' doctor, you little know' the love these good young gentlemen bear 
for you,” replied the landloid “Your absence, 3'oui long absence, had 
alarmed them, and they rushed forth through the ram and darkness to 
seek you ” 

“And was this indeed so?” asked the doctor, in a softened tone, and 
casting a tender and grateful look upon the thiee students They, it is but 
justice to mention, had simultaneously made a step forward in order to 
contradict the egregious falsehoods of w'hich liugh’s fancy was so fertile, 
but he assumed an expression of such ludicrous entieaty, that it was irie- 
sistible 

“But methmks their anxiety w'as not of long continuance,” observed 
Dr Melmoth, looking at the wine, and remembering the song that his en- 
trance had interrupted 

Ah' your reverence disapproves of the w'lne, I see,” answ'ered Hugh 
Crombie “I did but offer them a drop to keep the life m their poor young 
hearts My dame advised strong waters, ‘But, Dame Crombie,’ says I, 
wouki ye corrupt their youth?’ And in my zeal for their good, doctor, I 
was delighting them, just at your entrance, w'lth a pious little melody of 
my^own against the sin of drunkenness ” 

something of the kind,” observed Dr Melmoth 

u A ’ seemed to meet with good acceptance ” 

hear landlord “Will It please your reverence to 


King Solomon of old, boys (a wise man I’m thinking), 

Has warned you to beware of the hornd vice of drinking— 

to you toAott™ “ that I ami And all this time, doc- 
. y not sipped a drop of my wme Now I entreat your rever- 
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ence, as you value your health and the peace and quiet of these youth ’ 

Dr Melmoth drank a glass of ^\ine, with the benevolent intention of al- 
laying the anxiety of Hugh Crombie and the students He then prepaied 
to depart, for a strong wind had partially dispersed the clouds, and oc- 
casioned an inter\al in the cataract of ram There was, perhaps, a little 
suspicion yet remaining in the good man’s mind respecting the truth of 
the landlord’s story at least, it was his evident intention to see the stu- 
dents fairly out of the inn before he quitted it himself They therefore 
proceeded along the passageway in a body The lamp that Hugh Crombie 
held but dimly enlightened them , and the number and contiguity of the 
doors caused Dr. iMelmoth to laj’^ his hand upon the wrong one 

“Not there, not there, doctor’ It is Dame Crombie’s bedchamber,” 
shouted Hugh, most energeticall}^ “Now Beelzebub defend me’ ” he mut- 
tered to himself, perceiving that his exclamation had been a moment too 
late 

“Heavens’ what do I sec?” ejaculated Dr Melmoth, lifting his hands, 
and starting back from the entrance of the room The three students 
pressed forw’ard, IMrs Crombie and die servant-girl had been drawn to 
the spot by the sound of Hugh’s voice, and all their wondeimg eyes were 
fixed on poor Ellen Langton 

The apartment in the midst of which she stood was dimly lighted by a 
solitary candle at the farther extremity, but Ellen was exposed to the 
glare of the three lamps, held by Hugh, his ivife, and the servant-girl 
Their combined rays seemed to form a focus exactly at the point where 
they reached her, and the beholders, had any been sufficiently calm, 
might have w'atched her features in their agitated workings and frequent 
change of expression, as perfectl}^ as by the broad light of day Terror had 
at first blanched her as W’hite as a lily, oi as a marble statue, ivhich foi a 
moment she resembled, as she stood motionless m the centre of the room 
Shame next bore awa}'’, and her blushing countenance, covered by her 
slender white fingers, might fantastically be compared to a vai legated 
rose with its alternate stripes of -white and red The next instant, a sense 
of her pure and innocent intentions gave her strength and courage, and 
her attitude and look had now something of piide and dignity These, 
however, in their turn, gave w^ay, for Edw^ard Walcott pressed foiward, 
and attempted to addiess her 

“Ellen, Ellen ! ” he said, in an agitated and quivering whisper , but what 
was to follow cannot be known, for his emotion checked his utterance 
His tone and look, however, again overcame Ellen Langton, and she burst 
into tears Fanshawe advanced, and took Edward’s arm “She has been 
deceived,” he whispered “She is innocent you are unworthy of her if you 
doubt it ” 

“Why do you interfere, sir?” demanded Edward, whose passions, thor- 
oughly excited, would willingly have wreaked themselves on any one 
“What right have you to spealc of her innocence? Perhaps,” he continued 
an undefined and ridiculous suspicion arising m his mind, “perhaps you 
■are acquainted with her intentions Perhaps you are the deceiver ” 
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loned him to experience He was jealous of, he knew not whom, and he 
knew not what He was ungenerous enough to believe that Ellen his 
pure and lovely Ellen had degiaded herself, though from what motive, 
or by whose agency, he could not conjecture When Dr Melmoth had 
taken her in charge, Edw^ard returned to the apartment where he had 
spent the evening The w me w>as still upon the table , and, in the desperate 
hope of stupefying his faculties, he umvisely sivallow^ed huge successive 
draughts The effect of his imprudence was not long in manifesting itself, 
though insensibility, which at another time would have been the result, 
did not now' follow\ Acting upon his previous agitation, tlie wine seemed 
to set his blood m a flame, and, foi the time being, he was a perfect 
madman 

. A phrenologist w^ould probablj’’ have found the organ of destiuctiveness 
m strong development, just tlien, upon Edw'aid’s cranium, for he certain- 
ly manifested an impulse to break and destroy wdiatever chanced to be 
withm his reach He commenced his operations by upsetting the table, 
and breaking the bottles and glasses Then, seizing a tall heavy chair in 
each hand, he hurled them wuth prodigious force, one thiough the win- 
dow, and the other against a large looking-glass, the most valuable ar- 
tical of furniture in Hugh Crombie’s inn The crash and clatter of these 
outrageous proceedings soon brought the master, mistress, and maid-ser- 
vant to the scene of action, but the tw'o latter, at the first sight of Ed- 
ward’s wild demeanor and gleaming eyes, retreated with all imaginable 
expedition Hugh chose a position behind the door, from w'hence, pro- 
truding his head, he endeavored to mollify his inebriated guest His inter- 
ference, how^ever, had nearly been productive of most unfortunate conse- 
quences, for a massive andiron, w'lth round brazen head, whizzed past 
him, within a hair’s-bieadth of his ear 

“I might as safely take my chance in a battle,” exclaimed Hugh, with- 
drawing his head, and speaking to a man who stood in the passageway 
'^A little twist of his hand to the left would have sei ved my turn as well as 
if I stood in the path of a fortj^-tw^o pound ball And here comes another 
broadside,” he added, as some other article of furniture rattled against 
the door 

‘‘Let us return his fire, Hugh,” said the person whom he addressed, 
composedly lifting the andiron “He is m want of ammunition let us 
send him back his own ” 

The sound of this man’s voice produced a most singular effect upon 
Edward The moment before, his actions had been those of a laving man- 
iac, but, when the words struck hife eai, he paused, put his hand to his 
forehead, seemed to recollect himself, and finally advanced with a firm 
and steady step His countenance was dark and angry, but no longer wild 

“I have found you, villain' ” he said to the angler “It is you who have 
done this ” 

“And, having done it, the wrath of a boy his drunken wrath will not 
induce me to deny it,” replied the other, scornfully 
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“The boy will require a man’s satisfaction,” returned Edward, “and 

“■Vlhll you take it now?” inquired the angler, with a cool, derisive smile, 
and almost m a whisper At the same time he produced a brace of pistols, 

and held them towards the young man 

“Willingly,” answered Edward, taking one of the weapons Choose 

your distance ” 

The angler stepped back a pace, but before their deadly intentions, so 
suddenly conceived, could be executed, Hugh Crombie mteiposed himself 
between them 

“Do you take my best pailoi for the cabin of the Black Andiew, where 
a pistol-shot was a nightly pastime?” he inquired of his comrade “And 
you, Master Edward, with what sort of a face W'llI you walk into the 
chapel to morning prayers, after putting a ball through this man’s head, 
or receiving one through your own? Though, m this last case, you wall be 
past pra)ang for, or piaying either ” 

“Stand aside I will take the iisk Make way, or I wall put the ball 
through your own head,” exclaimed Edvrard, fiercely foi the interval of 
rationality that circumstances had produced was again giving way to 
intoxication 

“You see how it is,” said Hugh to his companion, unheard by Edward. 
“You shall take a shot at me, sooner than at tlie poor lad in his present 
state You have done him harm enough already, and intend him more I 
propose,” he continued aloud, and with a peculiar glance tovrards the 
angler, “that this affair be decided to-morrow, at nine o’clock, under the 
old oak, on the bank of the stream In the mean time, I wull talce charge of 
these popguns, for fear of accidents ” 

“Well, mine host, be it as you wish,” said his comrade “A shot more or 
less IS of little consequence to me ” He accoidmgly delivered his weapon 
to Hugh Crombie and walked carelessly away 

“Come, Master Walcott, the enemy has retreated Victoria' And now, 
I see, the sooner I get you to your chamber, the better,” added he aside, 
for the wine was at last beginning to produce its legitimate effect, in stu- 
pefying the young man’s mental and bodily faculties 
Hugh Crombie’s assistance, though not, perhaps, quite indispensable, 
was certainly very convenient to our unfoitunate hero, in the course of 
the short walk that brought him to his chamber When arrived there, and 
in bed, he was soon locked in a sleep scarcely less deep than that of death 
during the last hour, had appeared to be on the point of 
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cnanging indeed, there were, every few minutes, most rapid changes A 
s rong breeze sometimes drove the clouds from the brow of heaven, so as 

^ immediately after, the darkness would 

n become Egyptian, and the ram rush like a torrent from the sky 
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CHAPTER Vr 

“About her nock n packet-mail 
Fraiicht v.jth adMce. some frcsli, some stale, 

Of men that valkcd when the\ v.crc dead ’ 

Hudibpas 

Scarcely a v,ord had passed bcl\\ecn Dr. ISIclmoth and Ellen Langton, 
on their \\ay home. for. though the former ^^ps a\sare that his duty to- 
wards his ^^ard would compel him to inquire into the motnes of her con- 
duct, the tenderness of his heart prompted him to defer the scrutiny to 
the latent moment The same tenderness induced him to comm e at Ellen’s 
stealing secreth up to her chamber, unseen Im Mrs Alclmoth, to lender 
which measure practic.iblc, he opened the housc-doot very softty, and 
stood before liis half-sleeping 5pou':e (who waited his arrival in the par- 
lor) without ain previous nonce 7 his act of the doctor s benc\ olence was 
not destitute of heioisni for he was well assured that, should the afiair 
come to the ladv s knowledge through any othci channel, hei \cngeance 
would descend not lc=:s licaMl}' on him for concealing, than on Ellen for 
peipetrating, the elopement That ‘^he had, thus far, no suspicion of the 
fact, was c\ ident from her ( omposurc, as well as from the reply to a ques- 
tion, which, with more th.in his usual art, her husband put to her lespect- 
ing the non-appearance of ins w’ard Mrs I^Ielmoth answered, that Ellen 
had complained of indisposition, and after drinking, by her piescription, 
a large cup of herb-tea, had retired to her chamber eaily in the e\ening 
Thankful that all was .yet c.afc, the doctor laid his head upon liis pillow’, 
but, late as was the hour, his iiianj’ anxious thoughts long drove sleep 
from his eyelids 

The diminution m the quantit}’ of his natural rest did not, liow’ever, 
prevent Dr jMelmolh from ri'^ing at his usual hoiii , which at all seasons of 
the year was an earh’- one He found, on descending to the pailor, that 
breakfast v/as nearly in readiness, foi the lad}’ of the house (and, as a 
corollary, her servant-girl) was not accustomed to await the rising of the 
sun in order to commence her domestic labors Ellen Langton, however, 
W’ho had heietoforc assimilated her habits to those of the family, w’as this 
morning invisible, a circumstance imputed by Mrs Melmoth to her in- 
disposition of the preceding evening, and by the doctor, to moitification 
on account of hei elopement and its discovery 

“I think I will step into Ellen’s bedchamber,” said Mis Melmoth, “and 
inquire how she feels herself The morning is delightful after the stoim, 
and the air will do her good ” 

“Had we not better proceed wnth our breakfast? If the poor child is 
sleeping, it were a pity to distuib her,” observed the doctor, for, besides 
his sympathy with Ellen’s feelings, he W’as reluctant, as if he were the 
guilty one, to meet her face 
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“Well, be it so And now sit down, doctor, for the hot cakes are cooling 
fast I suppose you will say they are not so good as those Ellen made yes- 
terday morning I know not how you will beai to part with hei, though 
the thing must soon be ” 

“It will be a sole trial, doubtless,” replied Di Melmoth, “like tearing 
away a branch that is grafted on an old tree And yet there will be a satis- 
faction in delivering her safe into hei father’s hands ” 

“A satisfaction for which you may thank me, doctor,” observed the 
lady “If there had been none but you to look aftei the poor thing’s do- 
ings, she would have been enticed away long ere this, for the sake of liei 
money ” 

Dr Melmoth’s prudence could scarcely restrain a smile at the thought 
that an elopement, as he had reason to believe, had been plotted, and 
partly carried into execution, while Ellen was under the sole care of his 
lady, and had been frustrated only by his own despised agency He vas 
not accustomed, however, nor was this an eligible occasion, to dispute 
any of Mrs Melmoth’s claims to superior wisdom 

The brealvfast proceeded in silence, or, at least, without any conversa- 
tion material to the tale At its conclusion, Mrs Melmoth was again medi- 
tating on the propriety of entering Ellen’s chamber, but she was now pre- 
vented by an incident that always excited much interest both in herself 
and her husband 

This was the entrance of the servant, bearing the letters and news- 
paper, with which, once a fortnight, the mail-carrier journeyed up the 
valley Dr Melmoth’s situation at llie head of a respectable seminary, 
and Ins character as a scholai, had procured him an extensive coriespon- 
dence among the learned men of his own country, and he had even ex- 
changed epistles with one or two of the most distinguished dissenting 
clergymen of Great Britain But, unless when some fond mother enclosed 
a one-pound note to defray the private expenses of her son at college, it 
was frequently the case that the packets addressed to the doctor were the 
sole contents of the mail-bag In the present instance, his letters weie very 
numerous, and, to judge from the one he chanced first to open, of an un- 
conscionable length While he was engaged in their perusal, Mrs Mel- 
moth amused herself with the newspaper, a little sheet of about twelve 
inches square, which had but one rival in the country Commencing with 
the title, she labored on through advertisements old and new, through 
poetry lamentably deficient in rhythm and rhymes, through essays, the 
ideas of which had been trite since the first week of the creation, till she 
finally ariived at the department that, a fortnight before, had contained 
the latest news from all quarters Making such lemaiks upon these items 
as to her seemed good, the dame’s notice was at length attracted by an ar- 
tele which her sudden exclamation proved to possess uncommon interest 
Castog her eye hastily over it, she immediately began to read aloud to 
her husband, but he, deeply engaged in a long and learned lettei, mstead 
or listening to what she wished to communicate, exerted his own lungs in 
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opposition to hers, as is the custom of abstracted men when disturbed 
The result was as follows 

“A brig just arrived m the outei harboi,” began Mis Melmoth, “re- 
ports, that on the moinmg of the 25th ult ” Heie the doctor broke in, 
“^^dierefore I am compelled to differ from your exposition of the said pas- 
sage, for those reasons, of the w'hich I have given you a taste, pro- 
vided’’ The lady s voice was now almost audible, “ship bottom upv/ard, 
discovered by the name on her stern to be the Ellen of” “and m the 
same opinion aie Hooker, Cotton, and divers learned divines of a later 
date ” 

The doctoi's lungs ivere deep and strong, and victory seemed to incline 
toward him, but Mis Melmoth now made use of a tone whose pecuhai 
shrillness, as long experience had taught her husband, auguied a mood of 
mind not to be trifled ith 

“On my word, doctor,” she exclaimed, “this is most unfeeling and un- 
christian conduct * Heie am I endeavoring to inform you of the death of 
an old friend, and jmu continue as deaf as a post ” 

Dr hfelmoth, who had heard the sound, uithout receiving the sense, 
of these words, now laid aside the letter m despair, and submissively le- 
quested to be informed of her pleasure 

“There, read foi youiself” she replied, handing him the paper, and 
pointing to the passage containing the important intelligence, “read 
and then finish your letter, if you have a mind ” 

He took the papei, unable to conjecture how the dame could be so 
much interested in anj’’ pait of its contents, but, before he had read many 
words, he giew pale as death “Good Heavens' what is this^” he ex- 
claimed He tlien read on, “being the vessel wheiein that eminent son of 
New England, John Langton, Esq , had taken passage for his native 
country, after an absence of many years ” 

“Our poor Ellen, his oiphan child'” said Di Melmoth, dropping the 
papei “How shall we brealc the intelligence to hei ? Alas ' hei share of the 
affliction causes me to forget my own ” 

“It is a heavy misfortune, doubtless, and Ellen will grieve as a daughter 
should,” leplied Mrs Melmoth, speaking with the good sense of which 
she had a competent share “But she has never known her fathei , and 
her sorrow must arise from a sense of duty, more than fiom strong affec- 
tion I will go and inf 01m her of her loss It is late, and I wonder if she be 
still asleep ” 

“Be cautious, dearest wife,” said the doctor. “Ellen has stiong feelings, 
and a sudden shock might be dangerous ” 

“I think I may be trusted, Dr Melmoth,” replied the lady, who had a 
high opinion of her own abilities as a comforter, and was not averse to ex- 
ercise them 

Her husband, after her departure, sat listlessly turning over the letters 
that yet remained unopened, feeling little curiosity, after such melan- 
choly intelligence, respecting their contents But, by the handwriting of 
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tiv* direction on one of them, his attention v,ns gradually arrested, till he 
found himself gazing earnestly on those strong, firm, regular characters 
They weie perfectly famihai to his eye but from what li.ind they came, 
he could not conjecture Suddenly, howevei, the (ruth buist upon him, 
and after noticing the date, and reading a feu lines ru'^hed hastily in 
puisuit of his wife 

He had arrived at the top of his ‘^peed and at the middk of the stair- 
case, when his course was arrested by the lady whom he •^oueht, who 
came, with a velocity equal to his own, in an opposite direction 1 he con- 
sequence was a concussion bctuccn the tuo meeting nia.-scs, by v.liich 
Mrs Melmoth was seated securcl.v on the stairs while tlie dnrtor was 
only preseived from precipitation to the bottom by clinging de-perately 
to the balustrade As soon as the pan discovered that they had su^-taincd 
no material injui}'’ by their contact, the} licgan eagerly to eiplain the 
cause of their mutual haste, without those repioachcs, whiclw on the lady’s 
part, wwild at another time have followed such an accident 

“You have not told her the bad news, T trust?'' cried Dr !Mclmolh, 
after each had communicated his and her intelligence, without obtaining 
audience of the other 

“Would you have me tell it to the bare walls?” inquired the lady in her 
shrillest tone. “Have I not just informed you tliat she has gone, fied, 
eloped? Her chamber is empty, and her bed has not been occupied ” 
“Gone'” repeated the doctor “And, when her father comes to demand 
his daughter of me, w'hat answer shall I inalvc’” 

“Now, Heaven defend us from the vi«:its of the dead and drowned'” 
cried Mrs Melmoth “This is a serious affair, doctor, but not, I trust, suf- 
ficient to 1 aise a ghost ” *■ 

“Mr Langton is 3^ct no ghost,” answered he, “though this e\cnt w ill go 
near to make him one He was foitunateh'^ prevented, after he had made 
every preparation, fiom taking passage m the \ essel that was lost ’ 

“And wdieie is he nowT” she inquired 

“He IS in New England Perhaps he is at this moment on his way to 
us,” replied her husband “His letter is dated nearly a fortnight back; 
and he expresses an intention of being w'lth us in a few days ” 

“Well, I thank Heaven for his safety,” said I\Irs Melmoth "But trul}’’ 
the poor gentleman could not have chosen a better time to be drowned, 
nor a worse one to come to life, than this W'hat we shall do, doctor, I 
know not, but had you locked the doors, and fastened the windows, as I 
advised, the misfortune could not have happened ” 

^ “Why, the whole country would have flouted us' ” answered the doctor 
Ts there a dooi m all the Province that is barred or bolted, night or 
day? Nevertheless, it might have been advisable last night, had it oc- 
curred to me ” 

“And why at that time more than at all times?” she inquired “We had 
surely no reason to fear this event ” 

Dr Melmoth was silent, for his worldly wisdom was sufficient to deter 
him from giving his lady the opportunity, which she would not fail to use 
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to the utmost, of la3ang the blame of the elopement at his door He now 
proceeded, with a heavy heart, to Ellen’s chamber, to satisfy himself with 
his own ej^es of the state of affairs It was deseited too tiuly, and the 
wild-flowers with which it was the maiden’s custom daily to decorate her 
prenuses were drooping, as if m sorrow foi her who had placed them 
there Mrs jMelmoth, on this second visit, discovered on the table a note 
addressed to her husband, and containing a few words of gratitude from 
Ellen, but no explanation of her mysterious flight The doctor gazed long 
on the tiny letters, which had evidently been tiaced Avith a trembling 
hand, and blotted vntli many tears 

‘‘There is a mystery in this, a mystery that I cannot fathom,” he said 
“And now I would I knew what measures it would be proper to take ” 

“Get jmu on horseback. Dr Melmoth, and proceed as speedily as may 
be down tlie valley to the tovm,” said the dame, the influence of whose 
firmer mind v as sometimes, as m the present case, most beneficially ex- 
erted over his ovm “You must not spaie for trouble, no, noi for danger. 
Now Oh, if I were a man > ” 

“Oh, that jmu were'” murmured the doctor, in a perfectly inaudible 
-voice “Well and when I reach the town, what then?” 

“As I am a Chiistian woman, my patience cannot endure you'” ex- 
claimed Mrs Melmoth “Oh, I love to see a man wath the spirit of a man ' 
but you” And she turned away in uttei scorn 

“But, dealest wife,” remonstrated the husband, who was really at a loss 
how to proceed, and anxious for her advice, “youi worldly experience is 
greater than mine, and I desire to profit by it What should be my next 
measure after arriving at the town^” 

Mrs Melmoth was appeased by the submission with which the doctor 
asked her counsel, tliough, if the truth must be told, she heartily despised 
him for needing it She condescended, however, to mstiuct him in the 
proper method of pursuing the runaway maiden, and directed him, before 
his departure, to put strict inquiries to Hugh Crombie lespectmg any 
stranger who might lately have visited his inn That theie would be wis- 
dom m this. Dr Melmoth had his own reasons for believing, and still, 
without impartmg them to his lady, he proceeded to do as he had been bid 
The veracious landlord acknowledged that a stranger had spent a 
night and day at his inn, and was missing that morning, but he utterly 
denied all acquaintance with his character, or privity to his purposes Had 
Mrs Melmoth, instead of her husband, conducted the examination, the 
lesult might have been different As the case was, the doctor returned to 
his dwelling but little wiser than he went forth, and, ordering his steed to 
be saddled, he began a journey of which he knew not what would be the 
end 

In the mean time, the intelligence of Ellen’s disappearance circulated 
rapidly, and soon sent forth hunters more fit to follow the chase than Dr, 
Melmoth 
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CHAPTER VII 

“There was racing and chasing o’er Cannobie Lee ” 

Walter Scott 

When Edward Walcott awoke the ne\t morning from his deep slumber, 
his first consciousness was of a heavy weight upon his mind, the cause of 
which he was unable immediately to recollect One by one, hov.ever, by 
means of the association of ideas, the events of the preceding night came 
back to his memory, though those of latest occurrence were dim as 
di earns But one circumstance was only too well remembered, the dis- 
cover}’- of Ellen Langton By a strong effort he next attained to an uncer- 
tain recollection of a scene of madness and violence, followed, as be at 
first thought, by a duel A little fuither leflection, however, infoimed him 
that this event was yet among the things of futurity, but he could by no 
means lecall the appointed time or place As he had not the slightest in- 
tention (praisew^oi thy and prudent as it would unquestionably havo^ 
been) to give up the chance of avenging Ellen’s wrongs and his own, he 
immediately arose, and began to dress, meaning to learn from Hugh 
CrombiC those particulars w'hich his owm memory had not retained His 
chief apprehension was, that the appointed time had already elapsed, for 
the earty sunbeams of a glorious moining were now’ peeping into his 
chamber 

More than once, during the progress of dressing, he was inclined to be- 
lieve that the duel had actually taken place, and been fatal to him, and 
that he was now in those regions to W'hich, his conscience told him, such 
an event would be likely to send him This idea resulted from his bodily 
sensations, which were m the highest degree uncomfortable He was tor- 
mented by a raging thirst, that seemed to have absorbed all the moisture 
of his throat and stomach, and, in his present agitation, a cup of icy water 
would have been his first wish, had all the treasures of earth and sea been 
at his command His head, too, throbbed almost to bursting, and the 
whirl of his bram at every movement promised little accuracy in the aim 
of his pistol, when he should meet the angler These feelings, together 
with the deep degradation of his mind, made him resolve that no circum- 
stances should again draw him into an excess of \vine In the mean time, 
his head was, perhaps, still too much confused to allow him fully to real- 
ize his unpleasant situation 

Befoie Edwaid was prepared to leave his chamber, the door was opened 
by one of the college bed-makers, who, perceiving that he was nearly 
dressed, entered, and began to set the apartment in order There weie tw^o 
of these officials pertaining to Harley College, each of them being (and, 
for obvious reasons, this was an indispensable qualification) a model of 
perfect ugliness in her own way One was a tall, raw-boned, huge-jomted, 
double-fisted giantess, admirably fitted to sustain the part of Glumdaha, 
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in the tragedy of ‘‘Tom Thumb ” Her features were as- excellent as her 
form, appearing to have been rough-hemi with a broadaxe, and left un- 
polished The other was a short, squat figure, about two thirds the height, 
and three times tlie circumference, of ordinary females Her hair was 
gray, her complexion of a deep j^ellow, and her most remarkable feature 
was a short snub nose, just discernible amid the broad immensity of h‘er 
face This latter lady -was she who now entered Edward’s chamber Not- 
\\nthstandmg her deficiency m personal attractions, she was rathei a fav- 
orite of the students, being good-natured, anxious for their comfoit, and,' 
when duly encouraged, veiy communicative Edward perceived, as soon as 
she appeared, that she only waited his assistance in order to disburden 
herself of some extraoidinary information, and, more from compassion 
than curiosity'-, he began to question her 
“Well, Dolly, what news this morning?” 

“Why, let me see, oh, 5^es> It had almost shpped my memory,” re- 
plied the bed-maker “Poor Widow Butler died last night, after her long 
sickness Poor woman i I remember hei forty years ago, or so, as rosy a 
lass as you could set eyes on ” 

“Aht has she gone?” said Edward, recollecting the sick woman of the 
cottage which he had entered with Ellen and Fanshawe “Was she not our 
of her right mind, Dolly?” 

“Yes, this seven years,” she answered “They say she came to her senses 
a bit, when Dr Melmoth visited hei yesterday, but was raving mad when 
she died Ah, that son of hers ' if he is yet alive Well, well ' ” 

“She had a son, then?” inquired Edward 

“Yes, such as he was The Lord preserve me from such a one'” said 
Dolly “It was thought he went off with Hugh Crombie, that keeps the 
tavern now That was fifteen yeais ago ” 

“And have they heard nothing of him since?” asked Edward 
“Nothing good, nothing good,” said the bed-maker “Stories did 
travel up the valley now and then, but for five years there has been no 
word of him They say Merchant Langton, Ellen’s father, met him in for- 
eign parts, and would have made a man of him , but there was too much 
of the wicked one m him for that Well, poor woman' I wonder who’ll 
preach her funeral sermon ” 

“Dr Melmoth, probably,” observed the student 
“No, no' The doctor will never finish his journey in time And who 
knows but his own funeral Avill be the end of it,” said Dolly, with a sa- 
gacious shake of her head 

“Dr Melmoth gone a journey'” repeated Edward “What do you 
mean^ For what purpose?” 

“For a good purpose enough, I may say,” replied she “To search out 
Miss Ellen, that was run away with last night ” 

“In the Devil’s name, woman, of what are you spealcmg?” shouted Ed- 
ward, seizing the affrighted bed-maker forcibly by the arm 
Poor Dolly had chosen this circuitous method of communicating her in- 
telligence, because she was well aware that, if she first told of Ellen’s 
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flight, she should find no ear for her account of the Widow Butler’s death 
She had not calculated, however, that the news would produce so violent 
an effect upon her auditor, and her voice faltered as she recounted what 
she knew of the affair She had hardly concluded, before Edward who, 
as she proceeded, had been making hasty preparations rushed from his 
chamber, and took the way towards Hugh Crombie’s mn He had no dif- 
ficulty in finding the landlord, who had already occupied his accustomed 
seat, and was smoking his accustomed pipe, under the elm-tree 

“Well, Mastei Walcott, you have come to take a stomach-reliever this 
morning, I suppose,” said Hugh, taking the pipe from his mouth “What 
shall it be? a bumpei of wine with an egg? or a glass of smooth, old, oily 
brandy, such as Dame Crombie and I keep for our own drinking? Come, 
that will do It, I know ” 

“No, no' neither,” replied Edward, shuddering involuntarily at the 
bare mention of wine and strong drink. “You know well, Hugh Crombie, 
the errand on which I come ” 

“Well, perhaps I do,” said the landlord “You come to order me to 
saddle my best horse You are for a ride, this fine morning ” 

“True, and I must learn of you m what direction to turn my horse’s 
head,” replied Edward Walcott 

“I understand you,” said Hugh, nodding and smiling “And now. Mas- 
ter Edward, I really have taken a strong liking to you, and, if you please 
to hearken to it, you shall have some of my best advice ” 

“Speak,” said the young man, expecting to be told m what direction to 
pursue the chase 

“I advise you, then,” continued Hugh Crombie, m a tone in which some 
real feeling mingled with assumed carelessness, “I advise you to forget 
that you have ever known this girl, that she has ever existed, for she is as 
much lost to you as if she never had been born, or as if the grave had cov- 
ered her Come, come, man, toss off a quart of my old wine, and keep up 
a merry heart This has been my way in many a hea\ner sorrow than ever 
you have felt and you see I am alive and merry yet ” But Hugh’s merri- 
ment had failed him just as he was making his boast of it, for Edward 
saw a tear in the corner of his eye 

“Forget her? Never, never'” said the student, v/hile his heart sank 
within him at the hopelessness of pursuit which Hugh’s words implied “I 
will follow her to the ends of the earth ” 

“Then so much the worse for you and for my pool nag, on whose back 
you shall be m three minutes,” rejoined the landlord “I have spoken to 
you as I would to my own son, if I had such an incumbrance Here, you 
ragamuffin, saddle the gray, and lead him round to the door ” 

“The gray? I will ride the black,” said Edward “I know your best 
horse as well as you do yourself, Hugh ” 

“There is no black horse in my stable I have parted with him to an old 
comrade of mine,” answered the landlord, with a wink of acknowledg- 
ment to what he saw were Edward’s suspicions “The gray is a stout nag, 
and will carry you a round pace, though not so fast as to bring you up 
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With them you seek I resented him for you, and put I\Ir Fansha^^e off 
with the old -nhile, on \^hich I travelled hitherward a year or two since ’’ 
‘Tanshawe' Has he, then, the start of me?” asked Edw'ard 
“He rode off about twentj’- minutes ago,'’ replied Hugh; “but you wall 
overtake him within ten miles, at farthest. But, if mortal man could re- 
cover tlie girl, that fellow would do it, even if he had no better nag than a 
broomstick, like the witches of old times ” 

“Did he obtain any information from you as to the course?” inquired 
the student 

“I could give him onl}’’ this much,’’ said Hugh, pointing down the road 
m the direction of the town “IMy old comrade trusts no man further than 
IS needful, and I ask no unnecessarj'- questions ” 

The hostler now’ led up to the door the horse which Edward was to ride 
The young man mounted with all expedition, but, as he was about to ap- 
ply the spurs, ins thirst which the bed-maker's intelligence had caused 
him to forget, returned most pow erfull}'’ upon him 

“For Heaven’s sake, Hugh, a mug of your sharpest cider, and let it be 
a large one < ” he exclaimed “My tongue rattles in mj' mouth like” 

“Like the bones in a dice-box, ’ said the landlord, finishing the com- 
parison, and hastening to obev’’ Edward's directions Indeed, he rather ex- 
ceeded them, b}’ mingling with the juice of the apple a gill of his old 
brandy, which his own experience told him would at that time have a 
most desirable effect upon the young man’s internal system 

“It is powerful stuff, mine host, and I feel like a new man alread}', ’ ob- 
served Edward, after draining the mug to the bottom 

“He IS a fine lad, and sits his horse most gallantly,” said Hugh Crombie 
to himself as the student rode off “I heartily wash him success I wish to 
Heaven my conscience had suffered me to betray the plot before it was 
too late Well, well, a man must keep his mite of honesty ” 

The morning was now one of the most bright and glorious that ever 
shone for mortals, and, under other circumstances, Edward’s bosom 
would have been as light, and his spirit would have sung as cheerfully, as 
one of the many birds that warbled aiound him The raindrops of the pre- 
ceding night hung like glittering diamonds on every leaf of every tree, 
shaken, and rendered more brilliant, by occasional sighs of wind, that re- 
moved from the traveller the superfluous heat of an unclouded sun In 
spite of the adventure, so mysterious and vexatious, in which he w’as en- 
gaged, Edward’s elastic spirit (assisted, perhaps, by the brandy he had 
unwittingly swallowed) rose higher as he rode on, and he soon found him- 
self endeavoring to accommodate the tune of one of Hugh Ciombie’s bal- 
lads to the motion of the horse Nor did this reviving cheei fulness argue 
dnythmg against his unwavering faith, and pure and fervent love for El- 
len Langton A sorrowful and repining disposition is not the necessary ac- 
companiment of a “leal and lovang heart”, and Edward’s spirits were 
cheered, not by forgetfulness, but by hope, which would not permit him 
to doubt of the ultimate success of his pursuit The uncertainty itself, and 
the probable danger of the ex'pedition, were not without their charm to a 
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youthful and adventurous spirit In fact, Edviard would not have been 
altogether satisfied to recover the errant damsel, without first doing 
battle in her behalf 

He had proceeded but a few miles before he came in sight of Fanshaive, 
who had been accommodated by the landlord vith a horse much inferior 
to his own The speed to mIucIi he had been put had almost exhausted the 
poor animal, whose best pace was non but little beyond a valk Edvmrd 
drew his bridle as he came up with Fanshav e 

‘T have been anMous to apologise,” he said to him, “for the ha'^ty and 
unjust e\piessions of which I made use last evening hlay I hope that, in 
consideiation of my mental distraction and the causes of it, you v,ill for- 
get what has passed?” 

“I had ahead}^ foigotten it,” replied Fanshawe, freely ofienng his hand 
“I saw your disturbed state of feeling, and it vould have been unjust both 
to you and to myself to remember the errors it occasioned ” 

“A wild expedition this,” obserscd Edward, aftci shaking warmly the 
offered hand “Unless we obtain some fuithcr information at the town, we 
shall hardly know^ which w'a}'’ to continue the pursuit ” 

“We can scaicely fail, I think, of lighting upon ‘:ome trace of them,” 
said Fanshawe “Their flight must have commenced after the storm siil)- 
sided, which would give them but a few hours the start of us Hay I beg, ^ 
he continued, noticing the supeiior condition of his rival’s liorse, “that 
you will not attempt to accommodate your pace to mine’” 

Edward bowed, and rode on, wondering at the change which a few 
months had wrought in Fanshaw'e’s character On this occasion, espe- 
cially, the energy of his mind had communicated itself to his frame The 
color w’’as strong and high in his cheek, and his w'hole appearance was tliat 
of a gallant and manly youth, w'hom a lady might Io\e, or a foe might 
fear Edward had not been so slow as his mistress in disco\enng the stu- 
dent’s affection, and he could not but acknowdcdge in his heart that he 
was a rival not to be despised, and might yet be a successful one, if, by his 
means, Ellen Langton were restored to her friends This consideration 
caused him to spur forward with increased ardor, but all his speed could 
not divest him of the idea that Fanshaw^e w'ould finall}’’ overtake him, and 
attain the object of their mutual pursuit There w'as certainly no appar- 
ent ground for this imagination, foi ever^’’ step of his horse increased the 
advantage which Edward had gained, and he soon lost sight of his rival 
Shortly after ovei taking Fanshaw^e, the young man passed the lonely 
cottage formerly the residence of the Widow Butler, who now^ lay dead 
within He was at first inclined to alight, and make inquiries respecting 
the fugitives, for he observed through the windows the faces of several 
persons, whom curiosity, or some better feeling, had led to the house of 
mourning Recollecting, how^ever, that this portion of the road must have 
been passed by the angler and Ellen at too early an hour to attract notice, 
he forbore to waste time by a fruitless delay 

Edward proceeded on his j'ourney, meeting with no other noticeable 
event, tiU, arriving at the summit of a hill, he beheld, a few hundred yards 
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before him, the Rev. Dr Melmoth The worthy president was toiling on- 
ward at a rate unexampled m the history either of himself or his steed; 
the excellence of tlie latter consistmg in sure-footedness rather than rap- 
idity The rider looked round, seemingly in some apprehension at the 
sound of hoof-tramps behind him, but was unable to conceal his satisfac- 
tion on recognizing Edward Walcott 

In the whole course of his life. Dr Melmoth had never been placed in 
circumstances so embarrassing as the present He was altogether a child 
in the ways of the world, having spent his youth and early manhood in 
abstracted study, and his maturity in the solitude of these hills The ex- 
pedition, therefore, on which fate had now tlirust him, was an entire dev- 
iation from the quiet pathway of all his former years, and he felt like one 
who sets forth over the broad ocean without chart or compass The affair 
would undoubtedly have been perplexung to a man of far more experience 
than he, but the doctor pictured to himself a thousand difficulties anr 
dangers, which, except in his imagination, had no existence The pertur 
bation of his spirit had compelled him, moie tlian once since his departure, 
to regret that he had not mvited Mrs Melmoth to a share in the adven- 
ture, this being an occasion where her firmness, decision, and confident 
sagacity which made her a sort of domestic hedgehog would have been 
peculiarly appropriate In the absence of such a counsellor, even Edward 
Walcott young as he was, and indiscreet as the doctor thought him 
was a substitute not to be despised, and it was singular and rather lu- 
dicrous to observe how the giay-haired man unconsciously became as a 
child to the beardless youth He addressed Edward with an assumption of 
dignity, through which his pleasure at the meeting was very obvious 

‘‘Young gentleman, this is not well,” he said “By what autliority have - 
you absented yourself from the walls of Alma Mater during term-time?” 

“I conceived that it was unnecessary to ask leave at such a conjuncture, 
and when the head of the institution was himself in the saddle,” replied 
Edward 

“It was a fault, it was a fault,” said Dr Melmoth, shaking his head , 
“but, in consideration of the motive, I may pass it over And now, my 
dear Edward, I advise that we continue our journey together, as your 
youth and inexperience will stand in need of the wisdom of my gray head 
Nay, I pray you lay not the lash to your steed You have ridden fast and 
far, and a slower pace is requisite for a season ” 

And, in order to keep up with his young companion, the doctor smote 
his own gray nag, which unhappy beast, wondering what strange con- 
catenation of events had procured him such treatment, endeavored to 
obey his master’s wishes Edward had sufficient compassion for Dr Mel- 
moth (especially as his own horse now exhibited signs of weariness) to 
moderate his pace to one attainable by the former 

“Alas, youth' these are strange times,” observed the president, “when 
a doctor of divinity and an under-graduate set forth, like a knight-errant 
and his squire, in search of a stray damsel Methmks I am an epitome of 
- the church militant, or a new speaes of polemical divinity Pray Heaven, 
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and stately demeanor struck him ■v\alh involuntary respect. There were 
deep lines of thought across his brow, and his calm yet bright gray eye 
betokened a steadfast soul There was also an air of conscious importance, 
even m the manner in which the stranger sat his horse, which a man’s 
good opmion of himself, unassisted by the concurrence of the world in 
general, seldom bestows The two seivants rode at a respectable distance 
m the rear, and the heavy portmanteaus at their backs intimated that the 
party had journeyed from afar Dr Melmoth endeavored to assume the 
dignity that became him as the head of Harley College, and with a gentle 
stroke of his staff upon his wearied steed and a grave nod to the principal 
stranger, was about to commence the ascent of the hill at the foot of 
which they were The gentleman, however, made a halt 

“Dr Melmoth, am I so fortunate as to meet you^” he exclaimed m ac- 
cents expressive of as much surprise and pleasure as were consistent with 
his staid demeanor “Have you, then, forgotten your old friend?” 

“Mr Langton' Can it be?” said tlie doctor, after looking him in the 
face a moment “Yes, it is my old friend indeed welcome, welcome! 
though you come at an unfortunate time ” 

“What say you? How is my child? Ellen, I trust, is well?” cried Mr. 
Langton, a father’s anxiety overcoming the coldness and reserve that 
were natural to him, or that long habit had made a second natuie 

“She IS well in health She was so, at least, last night,” replied Dr Mel- 
moth unable to meet the eye of his friend “But but I have been a care- 
less shepherd , and the lamb has strayed from the fold while I slept ” 
Edward Walcott, who was a deeply interested observei of this scene, 
had anticipated that a burst of passionate grief w^ould follow the dis- 
closure He was, how^ever, altogether mistaken There w^as a momentary 
convulsion of Mr Langton’s strong features, as quick to come and go as a 
flash of lightning, and then his countenance was as composed though, 
perhaps, a little sterner as before He seemed about to inquire into the 
particulars of w^hat so nearly concerned him, but changed his purpose on 
observing the crowd of children, who, with one or two of their parents, 
were endeavoring to catch the words that passed between the doctor and 
himself 

“I will turn back with you to the village,” he said in a steady voice, 
“and at your leisure I shall desire to hear the particulars of this unfortun- 
ate affair ” 

He wheeled his horse accordingly, and, side by side with Dr Melmoth, 
began to ascend the hill On reachmg the summit, the little country town 
lay before them, presenting a cheerful and busy spectacle It consisted of 
one long, regular street, extending parallel to, and at a short distance 
from, the river, which here, enlarged by a junction with another stream, 
became navigable, not indeed for vessels of burden, but for rafts of lum- 
ber and boats of considerable size The houses, with peaked roofs and jut- 
ting stories, stood at wide intervals along the street, and the commercial 
character of the place was manifested by the shop door and windows that 
occupied the front of almost every dwelling One or two mansions, how- 
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ever, surrounded by trees, and standing back at a haughty distance from 
the road, were evidently the abodes of the aristocracy of the village It 
was not difficult to distinguish the owners of these self-important per- 
sonages, with canes and well-powdered periwigs among the crowd of 
meaner men who bestowed their attention upon Dr Melmoth and his 
friend as they rode by The town being the nearest mart of a large extent 
of back country, there were many lOugh farmers and woodsmen, to whom 
the cavalcade was an object of curiosity and admiration The former feel- 
ing, indeed, was general throughout the village The shop-keepers left 
their customers, and looked forth from the doors, the female portion of 
the community thrust their heads from the windows, and the people in 
the street formed a lane through which, with all eyes concentrated upon 
them, the party rode onward to the tavern The general aptitude that per- 
vades the populace of a small country town to meddle with affairs not le- 
gitimately concerning them was increased, on this occasion, by the sudden 
return of Mr Langton after passing through the village Many conjec- 
tures were afloat respecting the cause of this retrograde movement, and, 
by degrees, something like the truth, though much distorted, spread gen- 
erally among the crowd, communicated, probably, from Mr Langton’s 
servants Edward Walcott, incensed at the uncourteous curiosity of which 
he, as well as his companions, was the object, felt a frequent impulse 
(though, fortunately for himself, resisted) to make use of his riding- 
switch in clearing a passage 

On arriving at the tavern, Dr Melmoth recounted to his friend the 
httle he knew beyond the bare fact of Ellen’s disappearance Had Edward 
Walcott been called to their conference, he rmght, by ’disclosing the ad- 
venture of the angler, have thrown a portion of light upon the affair, but, 
since his first introduction, the cold and stately merchant had honored 
him with no sort of notice 

Edward, on his part, was not well pleased at the sudden appearance of 
Ellen’s father, and was little inclmed to cooperate in any measures that 
he might adopt for her recovery It was his wish to pursue the chase on his 
own responsibility, and as his own wisdom dictated he chose to be an in- 
dependent ally, rather than a subordinate assistant But, as a step prelim- 
inary to his proceedings of every other kind, he found it absolutely neces- 
sary, having journeyed far, and fasting, to call upon the landlord for a 
supply of food The viands that were set before him were homely but 
abundant, nor were Edward’s griefs and perplexities so absorbing as to 
overcome the appetite of youth and health 

Dr Melmoth and Mr Langton, after a short private conversation, had 
summoned the landlord, in the hope of obtaining some clew to the devel- 
opment of the mystery But no young lady, nor any stranger answering to 
the description the doctor had received from Hugh Crombie (which was 
mdeed a false one) , had been seen to pass through the village smce day- 
break Here, therefore, the friends were entirely at a loss in what direction 
to continue the pursuit The village was the focus of several roads, di- 
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verging to widely distant portions of the country, and which of these the 
fugitives had tphen, it was impossible to determine One point, however, 
might be considered certain, that the village was the first stage of their 
flight, for it commanded the onty outlet from tlie valley, except a rugged 
path among the hills, utterly impassable by horse In tins dilemma, ex- 
presses were sent by each of the different roads, and poor Ellen’s impru- 
dence the tale nowise decreasmg as it rolled along became known to a 
wide extent of country. Having thus done everythmg in his power to re- 
cover his daughter, the merchant exhibited a composure which Dr Mel- 
moth admired, but could not equal His owil mind, however, was m a far 
more comfortable state than when the responsibility of the pursuit had 
rested upon himself 

Edward Walcott^ m the mean time, had employed but a very few mo- 
ments in satisfying his hunger, after which his active intellect alternately 
formed and relinquished a thousand plans for the recovery of Ellen Fan- 
shawe’s observation, that her flight must have commenced after the sub- 
siding of the storm, recurred to him On inquiry, he was informed that the 
violence of the ram had continued, with a few momentary intermissions, 
till near daylight The fugitives must, therefore, have passed through the 
village long after its inhabitants were abroad, and how, without the gift 
of invisibility, they had contrived to elude notice, Edward could not con- 
ceive 

‘‘Fifty years ago,” thought Edward, “my sweet Ellen would have been 
deemed a vintch for this trackless journey .Truly, I could wish I were a 
wizard, that I might bestride a broomstick, and follow her ” 

While the young man, involved m these perplexing thoughts, looked 
forth from the open window of the apartment, his attention was drawn to 
an individual evidently of a different, though not of a higher, class than 
the countrymen among whom he stood Edward now recollected that he 
had noticed his rough dark face among the most earnest of those who had 
watched the arrival of the party He had then talcen him for one of the 
boatmen, of whom there were many in the village, and who had much of 
a sailor-like dress and appearance A second and more attentive observa- 
tion, however, convinced Edward that this man’s life had not been spent 
upon fresh water, and, had any stronger evidence than the nameless 
marks which the ocean impresses upon its sons been necessary, it would 
have been found m his mode of locomotion While Edwaid was observing 
him, he beat slowly up to one of Mr Langton’s servants who was standing 
near the door of the inn He seemed to question the man wfth affected 
carelessness, but his countenance was dark and perplexed when he turned 
to mingle again with the crowd Edward lost no time in ascertammg from 
the servant the nature of his inquiries They had related to the elopement 
of Mr Langton’s daughter, which was, indeed, the prevailing, if not the 
sole, subject of conversation m the village 

The grounds for supposing that this man was in any way connected 
with the angler were, perhaps, very slight, yet, m the perplexity of the 
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whole affair, they induced Edward to resolve to get at the heart of his , 
mystery To attain this end, he took the most direct method, by apply- 
ing to the man himself 

He had now retired apart from the throng and bustle of the village, and 
was seated upon a condemned boat, that was drawn up to rot upon the 
banks of the river His arms were folded, and his hat drawn over his 
brows The lower part of his face, which alone was visible, evinced gloom 
and depression, as did also the deep sighs, which, because he thought no 
one was near him, he did not attempt to restrain 

“Friend, I must speak with you,” said Edward Walcott, laying his 
hand upon his shoulder, after contemplating the man a moment, himself 
unseen 

He started at once from his abstraction and his seat, apparently ex- 
pectmg violence, and prepared to resist it, but, perceiving the youthful 
and solitary intruder upon his privacy, he composed his features with 
much quickness 

“What would you with me?” he asked 

“They tarry long, or you have kept a careless watch,” said Edward, 
speaking at a venture 

For a moment, there seemed a probability of obtaining such a reply to 
this observation as the youth had intended to elicit If any trust could be 
put in the language of the stranger’s countenance, a set of words different 
from those to which he subsequently gave utterance had risen to his lips 
But he seemed naturally slow of speech, and this defect was now, as is 
frequently the case, advantageous m giving him space for reflection 

“Look you, youngster crack no jokes on me,” he at length said, con- 
temptuously “Away' back whence you came, or” And he slightly 
waved a small rattan that he held m his right hand 

Ed-ward’s eyes sparkled, and his color rose “You must change this tone, 
fellow, and that speedily,” he observed “I order you to lower your hand, 
and answer the questions that I shall put to you ” 

The man gazed dubiously at him, but finally adopted a more concilia- 
tory mode of speech 

“Well, master, and what is your business with me?” he inquired “I am 
a boatman out of employ Any commands in my line ?” 

“Pshaw' I know you, my good friend, and you cannot deceive me,” re- 
plied Edward Walcott “We are private here,” he continued, looking 
around “I have no desire or intention to do you harm, and, if you act 
according to my directions, you shall have no cause to repent it ” 

“And what if I refuse to put myself under your orders?” inquired the 
man “You are but a young captain for such an old hulk as mine ” 

“The ill consequences of a refusal would all be on your own side,” re- 
plied Edward “I shall, in that case, deliver you up to justice if I have 
not the means of capturing you myself,” he continued, observing the sea- 
man’s eye to wander rather scornfully over his youthlul and slender fig- 
ure, “there are hundreds within call w'hom it will be in vain to lesist Be- 
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sides, it requires little strength to use this,” he added, laying his hand on 
a pistol 

“If that were all, I could suit you there, my lad,” muttered the stran- 
ger He continued aloud, “Well, what is your will with me? D d un- 
genteel treatment tins' But put your questions, and, to oblige you, I may 
answer them, if so be that I know any^thing of the matter ” 

“You will do wisely,” observed th6 young man “And now to business 
What reason have you to suppose that the persons for whom you watch 
are not already beyond the village?” 

The seaman paused long before he answered, and gazed earnestly at 
Edward, apparently endeavoring to ascertain from his countenance the 
amount of his knowledge This he probably overrated, but, nevertheless, 
hazarded a falsehood 

“I doubt not they passed before midnight,” he said “I warrant you 
they are many a league towards the sea-coast ere this ” 

“You have kept watch, tlien, since midnight?” asked Edward 

“Ay, that have II And a dark and rough one it was,” answered the 
stranger 

“And you are certain that, if they passed at all, it must have been be- 
fore that hour?” 

“I kept my walk across the road till the village was all astir,” said the 
seaman “They could not have missed me So, you see, your best way is to 
give chase, for they have a long start of you, and you have no time to 
lose ” 

“Your information is sufficient, my good friend,” said Edward, with a 
smile “I have reason to know that they did not commence their flight be- 
fore rqidnight You have made it evident that they have not passed since 
ergo, they have not passed at all, an indisputable syllogism And now 
will I retrace my footsteps ” 

“Stay, young man,” said the stranger, placing himself full in Edward’s 
way as he was about to hasten to the mn “You have drawn me in to be- 
tray my comrade, but, before you leave this place, you must answer a 
question or two of mine Do you mean to take the law with you? or will 
you right your wrongs, if you have any, with your own right hand?” 

“It IS my intention to take the latter method But, if I choose the for- 
mer, what then?” demanded Edward 

“Nay, nothing only you or I might not have gone hence alive,” replied 
the stranger. “But as you say he shall have fair play” 

“On my word, friend,” interrupted the young man, “I fear your intelli- 
gence has come too late to do either good or harm Look towards the inn 
my companions are getting to horse, and, my life on it, they know whither 
to ride ” 

So saying, he hastened away, followed by the stranger It was indeed 
evident that news of some kind or other had reached the village The peo- 
ple were gathered m groups, conversing eagerly, and the pale cheeks, up- 
lifted eyebrows, and outspread hands of some of the female sex filled Ed- 
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ward’s mind with undefined but intoleiable apprehensions He forced his 
Avay to Dr Melmoth, who had just mounted, and, seizing his bridle, per- 
emptorily demanded if he knew aught of Ellen Langton 


CHAPTER VIII 

“Full many a miserable >ear hath passed 
She luiows him as one dead, or worse than dead 
And man> a change her varied life hath known, 

But her heart none ” Matupix 

Since her interview’- with the anglei, which was interrupted by the ap- 
pearance of Fanshaw’e, Ellen Langton’s hitherto calm and peaceful mind 
had been in a state of insufferable doubt and dismay She was imperative- 
ly called upon at least, she so conceived to break through the niles 
which nature and education impose upon her se\, to quit the protection of 
those whose desire for her welfare was true and stiong, and to trust her- 
self, for what purpose she scarcely knew, to a stranger, from whom the in- 
stinctive purity of her mind would involuntarily have shrunk, under 
whatever circumstances she had met him The letter which she had re- 
ceived from the hands of the angler had seemed to her me\perience to 
prove beyond a doubt that the bearer w'as the friend of her father, and 
authorized by him, if her duty and affection were stronger than her fears, 
to guide her to his retreat The letter spoke vaguely of losses and misfor- 
tunes, and of a necessity for concealment on her father’s part, and secrecy 
on hers, and, to the credit of Ellen’s not very romantic understanding, it 
must be acknowledged that the mystery of the plot had nearlj'- prevented 
its success She did not, indeed, doubt that the letter was from her fath- 
er’s hand, for every line and stroke, and even many of its phrases, were 
familiar to her Her apprehension was, that his misfortunes, of what na- 
ture soever they weie, had affected his intellect, and that, under such an 
influence, he had commanded her to take a step which nothing less than 
such a command could justify Ellen did not, however, remain long in this 
opinion, for when she reperused the letter, and considered the firm, regu- 
lar characters, and the style, calm and cold, even in requesting such a 
sacrifice, she felt that there was nothing like insanity here In fine, she 
came gradually to the belief that there were strong reasons, though in- 
comprehensible by her, for the secrecy that her father had enjoined 
Having arnved at this conviction, her decision lay plain before her 
Her affection for Mr Langton was not, indeed, nor w’as it possible, so 
strong as that she would have felt for a parent who had w^atched over her 
from her infancy Neither was the conception she had unavoidably 
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formed of his character such as to promise that m him she would find an 
equivalent for all she must sacrifice On the contrary, her gentle nature 
and loving heart, which otherwise would have rejoiced in a new object of 
affection, now shrank with something like dread from the idea of meeting 
her father, stately, cold, and stern as she could not but imagine him A 
sense of duty was therefore Ellen’s only support m resolving to tread the 
dark path that lay before her 

Had there been any person of her own sex m whom Ellen felt confi- 
dence, there is little doubt that she would so far have disobeyed her fath- 
er’s letter as to communicate its contents, and take counsel as to her pro- 
ceedings But Mrs hlelmoth was the only female excepting, indeed, the 
maid-servant to whom it was possible to make the communication , and, 
though Ellen at first thought of such a step, her timidity, and her knowl- 
edge of the lady’s character, did not permit her to venture upon it She 
next reviewed her acquaintances of the other sex, and Dr. Melmoth first 
presented himself, as in every respect but one, an unexceptionable con- 
fidant But the smgle exception was equivalent to many The maiden, 
with the highest opinion of the doctor’s learning and talents, had sufficient 
penetration to know, that, m the ways of the world, she was herself the 
bettei skilled of the two For a moment she thought of Edward Walcott, 
but he was light and wild, and, which her delicacy made an insurmount- 
able objection, there was an untold love between them Her thoughts fin- 
ally centred on Fanshawe In his judgment, young and mexpeiienced 
though he was, she would have placed a firm trust, and his zeal, from 
whatever cause it arose, she could not doubt 

If, in the short time allowed her for reflection, an opportunity had oc- 
curred for consulting him, she would, m all probability, have taken ad- 
vantage of it But the terms on which they had parted the preceding even- 
ing had afforded him no reason to hope for her confidence, and he felt 
that there were others who had a better right to it than himself He did 
not, therefore, throw himself in her way, and poor Ellen was consequent- 
ly left without an adviser 

The determination that resulted from her own unassisted wisdom has 
been seen When discovered by Dr Melmoth at Hugh Crombie’s mn, she 
was wholly prepared for flight, and, but for the intervention of the storm, 
would, ere then, have been far away 

The firmness of resolve that had impelled a timid maiden upon such a 
step was not likely to be broken by one defeat, and Ellen, accordingly, 
confident that the stranger would malce a second attempt, determined 
that no effort on her part should be wanting to its success On reaching 
her chamber, therefore, instead of retiring to rest (of which, from her 
sleepless thoughts of the preceding night, she stood gieatly in need), she 
sat watching for the abatement of the storm Her meditations were now 
calmer than at any time since her first meeting with the angler She felt as 
if her fate was decided The stain had fallen upon her reputation she was 
no longer the same pure being in the opinion of those whose approbation 
she most valued 
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One obstacle to her flight and, to a woman’s mind, a most powerful 
one had thus been removed Dark and intricate as was the A\ay, it was 
easier now to proceed than to pause, and her desperate and forlorn situa- 
tion gave her a strength which hitherto she had not felt 

At every cessation m the torrent of lain that beat against the house, El- 
len flew to the window, expecting to see the stranger form beneath it But 
the clouds would again thicken, and the storm recommence with its for- 
mer violence, and she began to fear that the appioach of morning would 
compel her to meet the now dreaded face of Dr hlelmotli At length, how- 
ever, a strong and steady wand, supplying the place of the fitful gusts of 
the preceding pait of the night, broke and scattered the clouds from the 
broad expanse of the sky The moon, commencing her late voyage not 
long before tlie sun, was now' visible, setting forth like a lonely ship from 
the dark line of the horizon, and touching at many a little silver cloud the 
islands of that aerial deep Ellen felt that now the time was come, and, 
with a calmness w'onderful to herself, she piepared for her final departure 
She had not long to wait ere she saw , between the vacancies of the trees, 
the angler advancing along the shady avenue that led to the principal en- 
trance of Dr Melmoth’s dw'elling He had no need to summon her either 
by word or signal, for she had descended, emerged from the door, and 
stood before him, while he was yet at some distance from the house 

“You have watched w'ell,” he observed in a lo\>’’, strange tone “As saith 
the Scripture, ‘Many daughters have done virtuously, but thou excellest 
them all 

He took hei arm, and they hastened dowm the avenue Then, leaving 
Hugh Crombie’s inn on their right, they found its master in a spot so 
shaded that the moonbeams could not enlighten it He held by the bridle 
two horses, one of which the angler assisted Ellen to mount Then, turn- 
ing to the landlord he pressed a purse into his hand , but Hugh drew back, 
and it fell to the ground 

“No' this w'ould not have tempted me, nor will it reward me,” he said 
“If you have gold to spare, there are some that need it more than I ” 

“I understand you, mine host I shall take thought for them, and 
enough will lemain for you and me,” replied his comrade “I have seen 
the day when such a purse w'ould not have slipped between your fingers 
Well, be it so And now, Hugh, my old friend, a shake of your hand, for 
we are seeing our last of each othei ” 

“Pray Heaven it be so' though I wish you no ill,” said the landlord, 
giving his hand 

He then seemed about to appioach Ellen, w'ho had been unable to dis- 
tinguish the words of this brief conversation, but his comiade prevented 
mm “There is no time to lose,” he observed “The moon is growing pale 
mready, and we should have been many a mile beyond the valley ere this ” 
He mounted as he spoke, and, guiding Ellen’s rein till they reached the 
road, they dashed away 

It was now that she felt herself completely in his power, and with that 
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consciousness there came a sudden change of feeling, and an altered view 
of her conduct A thousand reasons forced themselves upon her mind, 
seeming to prove that she had been deceived, while the motives, so pow- 
erful with her but a moment before, had either vanished from her mem- 
ory or lost all their efficacy Her companion, who gazed searchingly into 
her face, i\here the moonlight, coming doivn between the pines, allowed 
him to read its expression, probably discerned somewhat of the state of 
her thoughts 

“Do you repent so soon?” he inquired “We have a weary way before 
us Faint not ere v e have well entered upon it ” 

“I have left dear friends behind me, and am going I know not whither,” 
replied Ellen, tremblingly 

“You have a faithful guide,” he observed, turning away his head, and 
speaking in the tone of one who endeavors to smother a laugh 

Ellen had no heart to continue the conversation, and they rode on in 
silence, and through a wild and gloomy scene The wind roared heavily 
through the forest, and the trees shed their raindrops upon the travellers 
The.road, at all times, rough, was now broken into deep gullies, through 
which streams vent murmuring down to mingle with the river The pale 
moonlight combined with the gray of the morning to give a ghastly and 
unsubstantial appearance to every object 

The difficulties of the road had been so much increased by the stoim, 
that the purple eastern clouds gave notice of the near approadi of the sun 
just as the travellers reached the little lonesome cottage which Ellen re- 
membered to have visited several months before On arriving opposite to 
It, her companion checked his hoise, and gazed with a wild earnestness at 
the wretched habitation Then, stifling a groan that would not altogether 
be repressed, he vas about to pass on, but at that moment the cottage- 
door opened, and a woman, whose sour, unpleasant countenance Ellen 
recognized, came hastily forth She seemed not to heed the travellers, but 
the angler, his voice thrilling and quivering with indescribable emotion, 
addressed her 

“Woman, whither do you go^” he inquired 

She started, but, aftei a momentary pause, replied, “Theie is one with- 
in at the point of death She struggles fearfully, and I cannot endure to 
watch alone by hei bedside If you are Christians, come in with me ” 

Ellen’s companion leaped hastily from his horse, assisted her also to 
dismount, and folloi’^ed the woman into the cottage, having fiist thrown 
the bi idles of the horses carelessly over the branch of a tree Ellen trem- 
bled at the awful scene she would be compelled to witness, but, when 
death was so near at hand, it was moie terrible to stand alone in the dim 
morning light than even to watch the parting of soul and body She there- 
fore entered the cottage 

Her guide, his face muffled in his cloak, had talcen his stand at a dis- 
tance from the death-bed, in a part of the room which neither the increas- 
ing daylight nor the dim rays of a solitary lamp had yet enlightened At 
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Ellen’s entrance, 'the dying -woman lay still, and appaiently calm, except 
that a plaintive, half-articulate sound occasionally wandered through lier 
lips 

‘‘Hush ' For mercy’s saJee, silence ' ” whispered the other oman to the 
stiangers “There is good hope now that she will die a peaceable death, 
but, if she is disturbed, the boldest of us will not dare to stand by her 
bedside ” 

The whisper by which her sister endeavored to preserve quiet perhaps 
Teachedthe ears of the dying female, for she now- raised herself in bed, 
slowly, but with a stiength superior to w-hat her situation promised Her 
face was ghastly and wild, fiom long illness, appioaching death, and dis- 
turbed intellect, and a disembodied spirit could scarcely be a more fear- 
ful object than one whose soul w'as just struggling forth Her sister, ap- 
proaching with the soft and stealing step appropnate to the chamber of 
sickness and death, attempted to replace the covering around her, and to 
compose hei again upon the pillow “Lie dowm and sleep, sister,” she said , 
“and, when the day breaks, I will waken 3mu Methinks your breath 
comes freei already A little more slumber, and to-morrow you will be 
well ” 

“My illness is gone I am w’ell,” said the dying woman, gasping for 
breath “I w^ander where the fresh breeze comes sweetly over my face, 
but a close and stifled air has choked my lungs ” 

“Yet a little w'hile, and you -will no longer draw' your breath m pain,” 
observed her sistei, again leplacing the bedclothes, which she continued 
to throw off 

“My husband is with me,” murmured the widow' “He walks by my 
side, and speaks to me as in old times, but his W'ords come faintly on my 
ear Cheei me and comfort me, my husband, for theie is a terror in those 
dim, motionless eyes, and m that shadowy voice ” 

As she spoke thus, she seemed to gaze upon some object that stood by 
her bedside, and the eyes of those w'ho w'ltnessed tins scene could not but 
follow the direction of hers Thej' observed that the dying woman’s own 
shadow was marked upon the wall, receiving a tremulous motion from the 
fitful rays of the lamp, and from her own convulsive efforts “My husband 
stands gazing on me,” she said again, “but my son, w'here is he? And, as 
I ask, the father turns away his face Where is our son? For his sake, I 
have longed to come to this land of rest For him I have sorrow'ed many 
years Will he not comfort me now?” 

At these words the stranger made a few hasty steps towards the bed , 
but, ere he reached it, he conquered the impulse that drew' him thither, 
and, shrouding his face moi e deeply in his cloak, returned to his former 
position The dying woman, m the mean time, had throw'n herself hack 
upon the bed, and her sobbing and wailing, imaginary as was their cause, 
were inexpressibly affecting 

hithe^”^ earth,” she said, “for its griefs have followed me 
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The stranger advanced, and, seizing the lamp, knelt down by the bed- 
side, throwing the light full upon his pale and convulsed features 
“Mother, here is your son > ” he exclaimed 

At that unforgotten voice, the darkness burst avay at once from her 
soul She arose m bed, her eyes and her whole countenance beaming with 
joy, and threw her arms about his neck A multitude of words seemed 
struggling for utterance, but they gave place to a low moaning sound, and 
then to the silence of deatli The one moment of happiness, that recom- 
pensed years of sorrow, had been her last Her son laid the lifeless form 
upon the pillow, and gazed with fixed eyes on his mother’s face 

As he looked, die expression of enthusiastic j'oy that parting life had 
left upon the features faded graduall}’’ awa}’’ and the countenance, though 
no longer wuld, assumed the sadness wdnch it had worn through a long 
course of grief and pain On beholding this natural consequence of death, 
the thought, perhaps, occurred to him, that her soul, no longer dependent 
on the imperfect means of intercouise possessed b}'' mortals, had com- 
muned with his own, and become acquainted with all its guilt and mis- 
ery He started from the bedside, and covered his face with his hands, as 
if to hide it from tliose dead eyes 

Such a scene as has been described could not but have a pow^erful ef- 
fect upon any one wdio retained aught of humanit}'-, and the grief of the 
son, w'hose natural feelings had been blunted, but not destroj’^ed, by an 
evil life, was much more violent than his outw^ard demeanor w'ould have 
expressed But his deep repentance for the miser}’’ he had brought upon 
his parent did not produce m him a resolution to do wrong no more The 
sudden consciousness of accumulated guilt made him desperate He felt 
as if no one had thenceforth a claim to justice or compassion at his hands, 
when his neglect and cruelty had poisoned his mother’s life, and hastened 
her death Thus it w’as that the Devil wrought with him to his owm de- 
struction, reversing the salutaiy effect w’hich his mother would have died 
exultingly to produce upon his mind He now turned to Ellen Langton 
wuth a demeanor singularly calm and composed 

“We must resume our jouiney,” he said, in his usual tone of voice 
“The sun is on the point of rising, though but little light finds its W’ay into 
this hovel ” 

Ellen’s previous suspicions as to the character of her companion had 
now become certainty so fai as to convince her that she was in the power 
of a lawless and guilty man, though what fate he intended for her she was 
unable to conjecture An open opposition to his will, however, could not 
be ventured upon, especially as she discovered, on looking round the 
apartment, that, with the exception of the corpse, tliey were alone 

“Will you not attend your mother’s funeral?” she asked, trembling, 
and conscious that he would discover her fears 

“The dead must bury their dead,” he replied “I have brought my 
mother to her grave, and what can a son do more? This purse, however, 
will serve to lay her in the earth, and leave something for the old hag 
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Whither is she gone?” interrupted he, casting a glance round the room in 
search of the old woman “Nay, then, we must speedily to horse I know 
her of old ” 

Thus saying, he threw the purse upon the table, and, without trusting 
himself to look again towards the dead, conducted Ellen out of the cot- 
tage The first rays of the sun at that moment gilded the tallest trees of 
the forest 

On lookmg towards the spot where the horses had stood, Ellen thought 
that Providence, m answer to her prayers, had taken care for her deliver- 
ance They were no longei there, a circumstance easily accounted for by 
the haste with which the bridles had been thrown over the branch of the 
tree Her companion, however, imputed it to another cause 

“The hag' She would sell her own flesh and blood by weight and meas- 
ure,” he muttered to himself “This is some plot ot hers, I know well ” 

He put his hand to his forehead for a moment’s space, seeming to re- 
flect on the course most advisable to be pursued Ellen, perhaps unwisely, 
interposed 

“Would it not be well to return^” she asked, timidly “There is now no 
hope of escaping, but I might yet reach home undiscovered ” 

' Return'” repeated her guide, with a look and smile from which she 
turned away her face “Have you forgotten your father and his misfor- 
tunes^ No, no, sweet Ellen it is too late for such thoughts as these ” 

He took her hand, and led her towards the forest, m the rear of the cot- 
tage She would fain have resisted, but they were all alone, and the at- 
tempt must have been both fruitless and dangerous She therefote trod 
with him a path so devious, so faintly traced, and so overgrown with 
bushes and young trees, that only a most accurate acquaintance in his 
early days could have enabled her guide to retain it To him, however, it 
seemed so perfectly familiar, that he was not once compelled to pause, 
though the numerous windings soon deprived Ellen of all knowdedge of 
the situation of the cottage They descended a steep hill, and, proceeding 
parallel to the river, as Ellen judged by its rushing sound, at length 
found themselves at what proved to be the termination of their W'alk 
Ellen now recollected a remark of Edward Walcott’s respecting the 
wild and rude scenery through which the river here kept its way, and, m 
less agitating circumstances, her pleasure and admiration would have 
been great They stood beneath a precipice, so high that the loftiest pine- 
tops (and many of them seemed to soar to heaven) scarcely surmounted 
it This line of rock has a considerable extent, at unequal heights, and 
with many interruptions, along the course of the river , and it seems prob 
able that, at some former period, it was the boundary of the waters, 
though they are now confined within far less ambitious limits The infer- 
lor portion of the crag, beneath which Ellen and her guide were standing, 
vanes so far from the perpendicular as not to be inaccessible by a carefuf 
footstep But only one person has been known to attempt the ascent of the 

^®scent, yet, steep as is the height, trees 
^?^^^jusB^^^^^ious kinds have clung to the rock, wherever their roots 
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could gam the slightest hold, thus seeming to prefer the scanty and dif- 
ficult nourishment of the cliff to a more luxurious life m the rich interval 
that extends from its base to the rivei But, whether or no these hardy 
vegetables have voluntaiily chosen their rude lesting-place, the cliff is in- 
debted to them for much of the beauty that tempers its sublimity \^Tien 
the eye is pained and wearied by the bold nakedness of the rock, it rests 
With pleasure on the cheerful foliage of the birch, or upon the darker 
green of the funereal pine Just at the termination of the accessible por- 
tion of the crag, these trees are so numerous, and their foliage so dense, 
that they completely shroud from view a considerable excavation, formed, 
probably, hundreds of years since, by the fall of a portion of the rock 
The detached fragment still lies at a little distance from the base, gray 
and moss-grovTi, but corresponding, m its general outline, to the cavity 
from which it v as rent 

But the most singular and beautiful object in all this scene is a tiny 
fount of crystal watei, that gushes forth from the high, smooth forehead 
of the cliff. Its peipendicular descent is of many feet, after which it finds 
its way, with a sweet diminutive murmur, to the level ground 

It IS not easy to conceive whence tlie barren lock procures even the 
small supply of water that is necessary to the existence of this stream, it 
IS as unaccountable as the gush of gentle feeling which sometimes pro- 
ceeds from the hardest heart but there it continues to flow and fall, un- 
diminished and umncreased The stream is so slender, that the gentlest 
breeze suffices to disturb its descent, and to scatter its pure sweet waters 
over the face of the cliff But m that deep forest there is seldom a breath 
9f wind, so that, plashing continually upon one spot, the fount has worn 
Its o\ra little channel of vhite sand, by which it finds its way to the river 
Alas that the Naiades have lost their old authority' foi what a deity of 
tiny loveliness must once have piesided here ' 

Ellen’s companion paused not to gaze either upon the loveliness or the 
sublimity of this scene, but, assisting her where it was requisite, began the 
steep and difficult ascent of the lower part of the cliff The maiden’s in- 
genuity m vain endeavored to assign reasons for this movement, but 
when they reached the tuft of trees, which, as has been noticed, grew at 
the ultimate point where mortal footstep might safely tread, she perceived 
through their thick branches the recess m the rock Here they entered, 
and her guide pointed to a mossy seat, in the formation of which, to judge 
from its regularity, art had probably a share 

“Here you may remain m safety,” he observed, “till I obtain the means 
of proceeding In this spot you need fear no intruder, but it will be dan- 
gerous to venture beyond its bounds ” 

The meaning glance that accompanied these words intimated to poor 
Ellen, that, in warning her against danger, he alluded to the vengeance 
with which he would visit any attempt to escape To leave her thus alone, 
trusting to the influence of such a threat, was a bold, yet a necessary and 
by no means a hopeless measure On Ellen it produced the desited qffeCt, 
and she sat in the cave as motionlesSr for a time, as if she hadhef^elLbeen 
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a part of the rock. In other circumstances this shady recess -Rould have 
been a delightful retreat during the sultry ^\aimth of a summer’s day. 
The de\\y coolness of the rock kept the air always fresh and the sunbeams 
never thrust themselves so as to dissipate the mellow' tw'ihght through the 
green trees with which the chambei was curtained Ellen’s 'sleeplessness 
and agitation for many preceding hours had perhaps deadened her feel- 
mgs, for she now felt a sort of mdiffeiencc ciceping upon her, an inability 
to lealize the evils of her situation, at the same time that she was perfect- 
ly aw'are of them all This torpor of mind increased, till her c>elids began 
to grow heavy and the ca\e and trees to swim before her sight In <i few 
moments more she would probably have been in dreamless slumber, but, 
rousing herself by a strong effort, she looked round the narrow' limits of 
the cave in search of objects to excite hci w'orn-out mind 

She now perceived, wherever the smooth rock afforded place for them, 
the initials, or the full-length names of former \ isitants of the cave What 
wanderer on mountain-tops or m deep solitudes has not felt the influence 
of these records of humanity, telling him, when sucli a con\ iction i^ ‘tooth- 
ing to his heart, that he is not alone in the workP It was singular, that, 
when her ow n mysterious situation had almost lost its power to engage her 
thoughts, Ellen perused these banen memorials with a certain degree ol 
interest She w'ent on repeating them aloud, and starting at the sound of 
her owm voice, till at length, as one name passed through her lips, she 
paused, and then, leaning her forehead against the letters, burst into 
tears It was the name of Edw'aid Walcott, and it struck upon her heart, 
arousing her to a full sense of her present misfortunes and dangers, and, 
more painful still, of her past happiness Her tears had, however, a soothj^ 
ing, and at the same time a strengthening effect upon her mind , for, when 
their gush was over, she raised hei head, and began to meditate on the 
means of escape She w'ondered at the species of fascination that had kept 
her, as if chained to the rock, so long, when there was, in reality, nothing 
to bar hei pathw'ay She determined, late as it w’as, to attempt her own de- 
liverance, and for that purpose began slow'ly and caiitioush'’ to emerge 
from the cave 

Peeping out from among the trees, she looked and listened with most 
pamful anxiety to discover if any living tlimg were in that seeming soli- 
tude, or if any sound disturbed the heavj'’ stillness But she saw* only Na- 
ture in her wildest forms, and heard only the plash and murmin (almost 
inaudible, because continual) of the little w'aterfall, and the quick, short 
throbbing of her own heart, against w'hich she piessed hei hand as if to 
hush it Gathering courage, therefore, she began to descend, and, starting 
often at the loose stones that even her light footstep displaced and sen’- 
rattling down, she at length reached the base of the crag in safetjx Sh( 
then made a few steps in the direction, as nearly as she could judge, by 
which she arrived at the spot, but paused, with a sudden revulsion of the 
blood to her heart, as her guide emerged from behind a projecting part of 
the rock He approached her deliberately, an ironical smile writhing his 
leatures into a most disagreeable expression , while in his eyes there was 
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something that seemed a wild, fierce joy By a species of sophistry, of 
which oppressors often make use, he had brought himself to believe that 
he was now the injured one, and that Ellen, by her distrust of him, had 
fairly subjected herself to whatever evil it consisted with his will and 
power to inflict' upon her. Her only restraining influence over him, the 
consciousness, m his own mind, that he possessed her confidence, was now 
done away Ellen, as well as her enemy, felt that this was the case She 
knew not what to dread, but she was well aware that danger was at hand, 
and that, in the deep wilderness, there was none to help her, except that 
Bemg with whose inscrutable purposes it might consist to allow the 
wicked to triumph for a season, and the innocent to be brought low 

“Are you so soon weary of this quiet retreat?” demanded her guide, 
''continuing to wear the same sneering smile “Or has youi anxiety for 
your father induced you to set forth alone m quest of the afflicted old 
man?” 

“Oh, if I were but with him 1 ” exclaimed Ellen “But this place is lonely 
and fearful, and I cannot endure to remain here ” 

“Lonely, is it, sweet Ellen?” he rejoined, “am I not with you? Yes, it 
is lonely, lonely as guilt could wish Cry aloud, Ellen, and spare not 
Shriek, and see if there be any among these rocks and woods to hearken 
to you > ” 

“There is, -there is One,” exclaimed Ellen, shuddering, and affrighted 
at the fearful meaning of his countenance “He is here ' He is there > ” And 
she pointed to heaven 

“It may be so, dearest,” he replied “But if there be an Ear that hears, 
and an Eye that sees all the evil of the earth, yet the Arm is slow to 
avenge Else why do I stand before you a living man ?” 

“His vengeance may be delayed foi a time, but not forever,” she an- 
swered, gathering a desperate courage from the extremity of her fear 
“You say true, lovely Ellen, and I have done enough, erenow, to insure 
its heaviest weight There is a pass, when evil deeds can add nothing to 
guilt, nor good ones take anything from it ” 

“Think of your mother, of her sorrow through life, and perhaps even 
after death,” Ellen began to say But, as she spoke these words, the ex- 
pression of his face was changed, becoming suddenly so dark and fiend- 
like, that she clasped her hands, and fell on her knees before him 

“I have thought of my mother,” he replied, speaking very low, and put- 
tmg his face close to hers “I lemember the neglect, the wrong, the linger- 
ing and miserable death, that she received at my hands By what claim 
can either man or woman henceforth expect mercy from me? If God will 
help you, be it so, but by those words you have turned my heart to stone ” 
At this period of their conversation, when Ellen’s peril seemed most im- 
minent, the attention of both was attracted by a fragment of rock, which, 
falling from the summit of the crag, struck very near them Ellen started 
from her knees, and, with her false guide, gazed eagerly upward, he in 
the fear of interruption, she in the hope of deliverance 
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CHAPTER IX 

“At length, he cries, behold the fated spring' 

Yon rugged cliff conceals the fountain blest, 

Dark rocks its crystal source o’ershadou-ing ” 

Psyche 

The tale now letiirns to Fanshawc, w'ho, as will be recollected, after be- 
ing ovei taken by Edwaid Walcott, was left nilh little apparent prospect 
of aiding in the deliverance of Ellen Langton 

It would be difficult to analyze the feelings vith which the student pur- 
sued the chase, or to decide whether he was influenced and animated by 
the same hopes of successful love that cheered his rival That he was con- 
scious of such hopes, there is little reason to suppose, for the most pow- 
erful minds aie not ahvays the best acquainted with their own feelings 
Had Fanshawe, moreover, acknowdedged to himself the possibility of 
gaining Ellen’s affections, his generositj'- would have induced him to re- 
frain from her society before it was too late He had read her character 
with accuracy, and had seen how fit she w^as to lov e, and to be loved, by a 
man wdio could find his happiness in the common occupations of the 
world, and Fanshaw'e nev^er deceived himself so far as to suppose that this 
would be the case with him Indeed, he often wondered at the passion 
wnth which Ellen’s simple lov^eliness of mind and person had inspired him, 
and which seemed to be founded on the principle of contrariety, rather 
than of sympathy It was the yearning of a soul, formed by Nature m a 
peculiar mould, for communion with those to whom it bore a resemblance, 
yet of whom it w^as not But theie was no reason to suppose that Ellen, 
who differed from the multitude only as being purer and better, would 
cast away her affections on the one, of all who surrounded her, least fitted 
to make her happy Thus Fanshaw'e leasoned with himself, and of this he 
believ^ed that he was convinced Yet ever and anon he found himself in- 
volved in a dream of bliss, of wffiich Ellen was to be the giver and the 
sharer Then would he rouse himself, and press upon his mind the chilling 
consciousness that it W'as and could be but a dream There was also an- 
other feeling, apparently discordant with those which have been enumer- 
ated It was a longing for rest, for his old retirement, that came at inter- 
vals so powerfully upon him, as he rode on, that his heart sickened of the 
active exertion on which fate had thrust him 
After being overtaken by Edward Walcott, Fanshaw'e continued his 
journey with as much speed as was attainable by his wearied horse, but at 
a pace infinitely too slow for his eai nest thoughts These had carried him 
far aw^ay, leaving him only such a consciousness of his present situation 
as to malce diligent use of the spur, when a horse’s tread at no great dis- 
tance struck upon his ear He looked forward and behind , but, though a 
extent of the narrow, rocky, and grass-grown road was vis- 
ible, he was the only traveller there Yet again he heard the sound, which. 
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he now discovered, proceeded from among the trees that lined the road- 
side Alighting, he entered the forest, with the intention, if the steed 
proved to be disengaged, and superior to his own, of appropriating him to 
Ins own use He soon gamed a view of the object he sought , but the animal 
rendered a closer acquaintance unattainable, by immediately taking to 
his heels Fanshawe had, however, made a most interesting discovery, for 
the horse was accoutred with a side-saddle, and who but Ellen Langton 
could have been his rider? At this conclusion, though his perplexity was 
thereby in no degree diminished, the student immediately arrived Re- 
turning to the road, and perceiving on the summit of the hill a cottage, 
which he recognized as the one he had entered with Ellen and Edward 
Walcott, he determined there to make inquiry respecting the objects of 
his pursuit 

On reaching the door of the poverty-stricken dwellmg, he saw that it 
was not now so desolate of inmates as on his previous visit In the single 
inhabitable apartment were several elderly women, clad evidently in their 
well-worn and well-saved Sunday clothes, and all wearing a deep grievous 
expression of countenance Fanshawe was not long in deciding that death 
was vuthm the cottage, and that these aged females were of the class who 
love the house of mourning, because to them it is a house of feasting It is 
a fact, disgusting and lamentable, that the disposition which Heaven, for 
the best of purposes, has implanted m the female breast to watch by the 
sick and comfort the afflicted frequently becomes depraved into an 
odious love of scenes of pain and death and sorrow Such women are like 
the Ghouls of the Arabian Tales, whose feasting was among tombstones 
and upon dead carcasses 

(It IS sometimes, though less frequently, the case, that this disposition 
to malie a “joy of grief” extends to individuals of the other sex But m us 
it IS even less excusable and more disgusting, because it is our nature to 
shun the sick and afflicted, and, unless restrained by principles other than 
we bring into the world with us, men might follow the example of many 
animals in destroying the infirm of their own species Indeed, instances of 
this nature might be adduced among savage nations ) Sometimes, how- 
ever, from an original lusus naUace, or from the influence of circum- 
stances, a man becomes a haunter of death-beds, a tormentor of afflicted 
hearts, and a follower of funerals Such an abomination now appeared be- 
fore Fanshawe, and beckoned him into the cottage He was considerably 
beyond the middle age, rather corpulent, with a broad, fat, tallow-com- 
plexioned countenance The student obeyed his silent call, and enteied 
the room, through the open door of which he had been gazing 

He now beheld, stretched out upon the bed where she had so lately lam 
in life, though dying, the yet uncoffined corpse of the aged woman, whose 
death has been desciibed How fiightful it seemed' that fixed coun- 
tenance of ashy paleness, amid its decorations of muslin and fine linen, as 
if a bride were decked for the marriage-chamber, as if death were a bride- 
groom, and the coffin a bridal bed Alas that the vanity of dress should ex- 
tend even to the grave ' 
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The female who, as being the near and only relative of the deceased, 
was supposed to stand in need of comfort, was sui rounded by live or slx of 
her own sex These continually poured into her ear the stale, trite maxims 
which, where consolation is actually required, add torture insupportable 
to fhe wounded heart Their present object, however, conducted herself 
with all due decorum, holding her handkerchief to her tearless eyes, and 
answering with very grievous groans to the words of her comforters \\Tio 
could have imagined that there was joy in her heart, because, since her 
sister’s death, there was but one lemaining obstacle between herself and 
the sole property of that wretched cottage? 

While Fanshawe stood silently observing this scene, a low, monotonous 
voice was uttering some words in his ear, of the meaning of which his 
mind did not immediately take note He turned, and saw that the speaker 
was the person who had invited him to enter 

“Wdiat IS your pleasure with me, sir?” demanded the student 
“I make bold to ask,” replied the man, “whethei you would choose to 
partake of some creature comfort, before joining in prayer with the fam- 
ily and friends of our deceased sister?” As he spoke, he pointed to a table, 
on which was a moderate-sized stone jug and two or three broken glasses; 
for then, as now, there were few occasions of j‘oy or grief on which ardent 
spirits were not considered indispensable, to heighten the one or to al- 
leviate the other 

‘T stand in no need of refreshment,” answered Fanshawe; “and it is 
not my intention to pray at present ” 

“I piay your pardon, reverend sir,” rejoined the other, “but your face 
IS pale, and you look wearied A drop from yonder vessel is needful to re- 
cruit the outward man And for the prayer, thS sisters will expect it, and 
their souls are longing for the outpouring of the Spirit I was intending to 
open my own mouth with such words as are given to my poor ignorance, 
but” 

Fanshawe was here about to interrupt this address, which proceeded on 
the supposition, arising from his black dress and thoughtful countenance, 
that he was a clergyman But one of the females now approached him, 
and intimated that the sister of the deceased was desirous of the benefit of 
his conversation He would have returned a negative to this request, but, 
looking towards the afflicted woman, he saw her withdraw her handlcer- 
chief from her eyes, and cast a brief but penetrating and most intelligent 
glance upon him He immediately expressed his readiness to offer such 
consolation as might be in his power 

“And m the mean time,” observed the lay-preacher, “I, will give the sis- 
ters to expect a word of prayer and exhortation, either from you or from 
myself ” 

^ These words were lost upon the supposed clergyman, who was already 
at the side of the mourner The females withdrew out of ear-shot to give 
place to a more legitimate comforter than themselves 

“What know you respecting my purpose?” inquired Fanshawe, bend- 
ing towards her 
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The woman gave a groan the usual result of all efforts at consolation 
for the edification of the company, and then replied m a whisper, which 
reached only the ear for which it was intended “I know whom you come 
to seek I can direct you to them Speak low, for God’s sake ' ” she contin- 
ued, observing that Fanshawe was about to utter an exclamation She 
then resumed her groans with greater zeal than before 
“WTierc where are they?” asked the student, in a whisper which all 
his efforts could scarcely keep below his breath “I adjure you to tell me ” 
“And, if I should, how am I like to be bettered by it?” mquired the old 
woman, her speech still preceded and followed by a groan. 

“0 God' The mnt saaa james!” thought Fanshawe with a sickening 
heart, looking at the motionless corpse upon the bed, and then at the 
wretched being, whom the couise of nature, m comparatively a moment 
of time, would reduce to the same condition 

He whispered again, however, putting his purse into the hag’s hand 
“Take this Make your own terms when they are discovered Only tell me 
where I must seek them and speedily, or it may be too late ” 

“I am a poor woman, and am afflicted,” said she, takmg the purse, un- 
seen by any who v ere m the room “It is little that worldly goods can do 
for me, and not long can I enjoy them ” And here she was delivered of a 
louder and a more heartfelt groan than ever She then continued “Follow 
the path behind the cottage, that leads to the nver-side Walk along the 
foot of the rock, and search for them near the water-spout Keep a slow 
pace till you are out of sight,” she added, as the student started to his 
feet 

The guests of the cottage did not attempt to oppose Fanshawe’s prog- 
ress, when they saw him take the path towards the forest, imagining, 
probably, that he was retiring for the purpose of secret prayer But the 
old woman laughed behmd the handkerchief with which she veiled her 
face 

“Take heed to your steps, boy,” she muttered, “for they are leading 
you whence you will not return Death, too, for the slayer Be it so ” 
Fanshawe, m the mean while, contrived to discover, and' for a while to 
retain, the narrow and winding path that led to the river-side But it was 
originally no more than a track, by which the cattle belongmg to the cot- 
tage went down to their watering-place, and by these four-footed pas- 
sengers It had long been deserted The fern-bushes, therefore, had grown 
over it, and in several places trees of considerable size had shot up in the 
midst These difficulties could scarcely have been surmounted by the ut- 
most caution, and as Fanshawe’s thoughts were too deeply fixed upon the 
end to pay a due regard to the means, he soon became desperately be- 
wildered both as to the locality of the river and of the cottage Had he 
known, however, m which direction to seek the latter, he would not, prob- 
ably, have turned back, not that he was infected by any chivalrous desire 
to finish the adventure alone, but because he would expect little assis- 
tance from those he had left there Yet he could not but wonder though 
he had not in his first eagerness taken notice of it at the anxiety of the 
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old woman that he should proceed singly, and without the knowledge of 
her guests, on the search He nevertheless continued to wander on, 
pausing often to listen for the rush of the river, and then starting forward 
with fresh rapidity, to rid himself of the sting of his own thoughts, which 
became painfully intense when undisturbed by bodily motion His way 
was now frequently interrupted by rocks, that thrust their huge gray 
heads from the ground, compelling him to turn aside, and thus depriving 
him, fortunately, perhaps, of all remaining idea of the direction he had 
intended to pursue 

Thus he went on, his head turned back, and taking little heed to his 
footsteps, when, perceiving that he trod upon a smooth, level rock, he 
looked forward, and found himself almost on the utmost verge of a 
precipice 

After the throbbing of the heart that followed this narrow escape had 
subsided, he stood gazing down where the sunbeams slept so pleasantly at 
the roots of the tall old trees, with whose highest tops he was upon a level. 
Suddenly he seemed to hear voices one well-remembered voice 
ascending from beneath , and, approaching to the edge of the cliff, he saw 
at its base the two whom he sought 

He saw and mterpreted Ellen’s look and attitude of entreaty, though 
the words with which she sought to soften the ruthless heart of her guide 
became inaudible ere they reached the height where Fanshane stood He 
felt that Heaven had sent him thither, at the moment of her utmost need, 
to be the preserver of all that was dear to him, and he paused only to 
consider the mode m which her deliverance was to be effected Life he 
would have laid down willingly, exultingly his only care was, that the 
sacrifice should not be in vain 

At length, when Ellen fell upon her Icnees, he lifted a small fragment of 
rock, and threw it down the cliff It struck so near the pair, that it im- 
mediately drew the attention of both 

When the betiayer, at the instant in which he had almost defied the 
power of the Omnipotent to bring help to Ellen, became aware of Fan- 
shawe’s presence, his hardihood failed him for a time, and his knees 
actually tottered beneath him There was something awful, to his appre- 
hension, in the slight form that stood so far above him, like a being from 
another sphere, looking down upon his wickedness But his half-supei- 
stitious dread endured only a moment’s space, and then, mustering the 
courage that in a thousand dangers had not deserted him, he prepared to 
revenge the intrusion by which Fanshawe had a second time interrupted 
his designs 

‘By Heaven, I will cast him down at her feet’” he muttered through 
his closed teeth “There shall be no form nor likeness of man left in him 
Then let him rise up, if he is able, and defend her ” 

Thus resolving, and overlooking all hazard m his eager hatred and de- 
sire for vengeance, he began a desperate attempt to ascend the cliff The 
space which only had hitherto been deemed accessible was quickly 
passed, and in a moment more he was half-way up the precipice, cling- 
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ing to trees, shrubs, and projecting portions of the rock, and escaping 
through hazards which seemed to menace inevitable destruction 
Fanshawe, as he watched his upward progress, deemed that every step 
would be his last, but when he perceived that more than half, and appai- 
ently the ‘most difficult part, of the ascent was surmounted, his opinion 
changed His courage, however, did not fail him as the moment of need 
drew nigh His spirits rose buoyantly, his limbs seemed to grow firm and 
strong, and he stood on the edge of the precipice, prepared for the death- 
struggle which would follow the success of his enemy’s attempt 

But that attempt was not successful ^^Hien within a few feet of the 
summit, the adventurer grasped at a twig too slenderly rooted to sustain 
his weight It gave way in his hand, and he fell backward down the preci- 
pice His head struck against the less perpendicular part of tlie rock, 
whence the body rolled heavily down to the detached fragment, of which 
mention has heretofore been made There was no life left in him With all 
the passions of hell alive m his heart, he had met the fate that he in- 
tended for Fanshawe 

The student paused not then to shudder at the sudden and awful over- 
throw of his enemy, for he saw that Ellen lay motionless at the foottof 
the cliff She had indeed fainted at the moment she became aware of her 
deliverer’s presence, and no stronger proof could she have given of her 
firm reliance upon his protection 

Fanshawe was not deterred by the dangei, of which he had just re- 
ceived so fearful an evidence, from attempting to descend to her assist- 
ance, and, whether owing to his advantage in lightness of frame, or to 
superior caution, he arrived safely at the base of the precipice 
He lifted the motionless form of Ellen m his aims, and, resting her 
head agamst his shoulder, gazed on her cheek of lily paleness with a joy, a 
triumph, that rose almost to madness It contained no mixture of hope, 
it had no reference to the future it was the perfect bliss of a moment, 
an insulated point of happiness He bent over hei, and pressed a kiss 
the first, and he knew it would be the last on her pale bps, then, bear- 
ing her to the fountain, he sprinkled its waters profusely over her face, 
neck, and bosom She at length opened her eyes, slowly and heavily, but 
her mind was evidently wandering, till Fanshawe spoke 
“Fear not, Ellen you aie safe,” he said 

At the sound of his voice, her arm, which was thrown over his shoul- 
der, involuntarily tightened its embrace, telling him, by that mute mo- 
tion, with how firm a trust she confided in him But, as a fuller sense of 
her situation returned, she raised herself to her feet, though still retain- 
ing the support of his arm It was singular, that, although her insensibil- 
ity had commenced before the fall of her guide, she turned away her 
eyes, as if instinctively, from the spot where the mangled body lay, nor 
did she inquire of Fanshawe the manner of her deliverance 

“Let us begone from this place,” she said in faint, low accents, and 
with an inward shudder 

, They walked along the precipice seeking some passage by which they 
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might gain its summit, and at length arrived at that by which Ellen and 
her guide had descended. Chance for neither Ellen nor Fanshawe could 
have discovered the path led them, after but little wandering, to the 
cottage A messenger was sent forward to the town to inform Dr Mel- 
moth of the recovery of his ward, and the intelligence thus recmed had 
interrupted Edward Walcott’s conversation with the seaman 

It would have been impossible, m the mangled remains of Ellen's 
guide, to discover the son of the Widow Butler, except from the evidence 
of her sister, who became, by his death, the sole inheritrix of the cottage 
The history of this evil and unfortunate man must be comprised within 
very narrow limits A harsh father, and his own untamable disposition, 
had driven him from home in his boyhood, and chance had made him the 
tempoiary companion of Hugh Crombie After two years of wandenng, 
when in a foreign country and m circumstances of utmost need, he at- 
tracted the notice of Mr Langton The merchant took his young country- 
man undei his protection, afforded him advantages of education, and, as 
his capacity was above mediocrity, gradually trusted him in many affairs 
of importance During this period, theie was no evidence of dishonesty on 
hr- part On the contrary, he manifested a zeal for Mr Langton’s inter- 
est, and a respect for his person, that proved his strong sense of the bene- 
hls he had received But he unfortunately fell into certain youthful indis- 
cretions, which, if not entiiely pardonable, might have been palliated by 
many considerations that would have occurred to a merciful man hir 
Langton’s justice, however, was seldom tempered by mercy, and, on this 
occasion, he shut the door of repentance against his erring p) otege, and 
left him in a situation not less desperate than that from which he had re- 
lieved him The goodness and the nobleness, of which his heart was not 
destitute, turned, from that time, wholly to evil, and he became irrecov- 
erably ruined and irreclaimably depraved His wandering life had led 
him, shortly before the period of this tale, to his native country Here the 
erroneous mtelligence of Mr Langton’s death had reached him, and sug- 
gested the scheme, which circumstances seemed to rendei practicable, but 
the fatal termination of which has been related 
The body was buried where it had fallen, close by the huge, gray, moss- 
grown fragment of rock, a monument on which centuries can work lit- 
tle change The eighty years that have elapsed since the death of the 
widow’s son have, however, been sufficient to obliterate an inscription, 
which some one was at the pains to cut in the smooth surface of the stone. 
Tiaces of letters are still discernible, but the writer’s many efforts could 
never discover a connected meaning The grave, also, is overgronm with 
fern-bushes, and sunk to a level with the surrounding soil But the legend, 
though my version of it may be forgotten, will long be traditionary in that 
lonely spot, and give to the rock and the precipice and the fountain an 
interest thrilling to the bosom of the romantic wanderer 
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CHAPTER X 

“Sitting then in shelter shady, 

To obser\ e and mark his mone 
Suddcnl\ I saw a lady 
Hasting to him all alone, 

Clad in maiden-white and green, 

Whom I judged the Forest Queen ” 

The Woodjiw’s Bear 

During several veeks succeeding hei danger and deliverance, Ellen 
Langton was confined to her chamber b}’’ illness, resulting from the agita- 
tion she had enduied Her father embraced the eailiest opportunity to ex- 
press his deep gratitude to Fanshawe for the inestimable service he had 
rendered and to intimate a desire to requite it to the utmost of his power 
He had understood that the student’s circumstances w-eie not prosperous, 
and, witli the feeling of one w'ho was habituated to gi\e and receive a 
quid po quo, he would have rejoiced to share his abundance wnth the 
deliverei of his daughter But Fanshawe’s flushed brow' and haughty eye, 
w'hen he perceived the thought that w’as stirring m Mr Langton’s mind, 
sufficiently proved to the discerning merchant that mone}' W'as not, in the 
present instance, a circulating medium His penetration, in fact, very 
soon informed him of the motues by w'hich the young man had been 
actuated in risking his life foi Ellen Langton, but he made no allusion to 
the subject, concealing his intentions, if any he had, m his ow’ii bosom 
During Ellen’s illness, Edw'ard Walcott had manifested the deepest 
anxiety respecting her he had wandered aiound and within the house, 
like a lestless ghost, informing himself of the slightest fluctuation m her 
health, and thereby graduating his happiness or misery He was at length 
informed that her convalescence had so far piogiessed, that, on the suc- 
ceeding day, she w'ould venture below' From that time Edward’s visits to 
Dr Melmoth’s mansion weie relinquished His cheek giew' pale and his 
eye lost its meiry light, but he lesolutely kept himself a banished man 
Multifarious were the conjectures to which this course of conduct gave 
rise, but Ellen understood and approved his motives The maiden must 
have been far more blind than ever woman w'as m such a matter, if the 
late events had not convinced her of Fanshaw'e’s devoted attachment, 
and she saw that Edwaid Walcott, feeling the superior, the irresistible 
strength of his rival’s claim, had retired from the field Fanshawe, how- 
ever, discovered no intention to pursue his advantage He paid her no 
voluntary visit, and even declined an invitation to tea, with which Mrs. 
Melmoth, after extensive preparations, had favored him He seemed to 
have resumed all' the habits of seclusion by which he was distinguished 
previous to his acquaintance with Ellen, except that he still took his sun- 
set walk on the banks of the stream. 
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On one of these occasions, he stayed his footsteps by the old leafless 
oak which had witnessed Ellen’s first meeting with the angler Here he 
mused upon the circumstances that had resulted from that event, and 
upon the rights and privileges (for he was well aware of them all) which 
those circumstances had given him Perhaps the loveliness of the scene 
and the recollections connected with it, peihaps the warm and mellow 
sunset, perhaps a temporary weakness in himself, had softened his feel- 
ings, and shalcen the firmness of his resolution, to leave Ellen to be happy 
with his rival His strong affections rose up against his reason, whispering 
that bliss on earth and in heaven, through time and eternity might yet 
be his lot with her It is impossible to conceive of the flood of momentary 
joy which the bare admission of such a possibility sent through his 
frame, and, just when the tide was highest in his heart, a soft little hand 
was laid upon his own, and, starting, he beheld Ellen at his side 
^ Her illness, since the commencement of which Fanshawe had not seen 
her, had wrought a considerable, but not a disadvantageous, change m 
her appearance She was paler and thinner, her countenance was more 
intellectual, more spiritual, and a spirit did the student almost deem her, 
appearing so suddenly m that solitude There was a quick vibration of the 
delicate blood m her cheek, yet never brightening to the glow of perfect 
health, a tear was glittering on each of her long, dark eyelashes, and 
there was a gentle tremoi through all her frame, which compelled her, 
for a little space, to support herself against the oak Fanshawe’s first im- 
pulse was to address her in words of rapturous delight, but he checked 
himself, and attempted vainly indeed to clothe his voice m tones of 
calm courtesy His remark merely expressed pleasure at her restoration 
to health, and Ellen’s low and indistinct reply had as little relation to 
the feelings that agitated her 

“Yet I fear,” continued Fanshawe, recovering a degree of composure, 
and desirous of assigning a motive (which he felt was not the tiue one) 
for Ellen’s agitation, “I fear that your walk has extended too far for 
your strength ” 

“It would have borne me farther with such a motive,” she replied, still 
trembling, “to express my gratitude to my preserver ” 

“It was needless, Ellen, it was needless, for the deed brought with it 
its own reward,” exclaimed Fanshawe, with a vehemence that he could 
not repress “It was dangerous, for” 

Here he mterrupted himself, and turned his face away 
“And wherefore was it dangerous?” inquired Ellen, laying her hand 
gently on his arm , for he seemed about to leave her 

“Because you have a tender and generous heart, and I a weak one,” he 
replied 

“Not so,” answered she, with animation “Yours is a heart full of 
strength and nobleness, and if it have a weakness” 

“You know well that it has, Ellen, one that has swallowed up all its 
strength,” said Fanshawe “Was it wise, then, to tempt it thus, when, if it 
yield, the result must be your own misery?” 
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Ellen did not affect to misunderstand his meaning On the contrary, 
with a noble frankness, she answered to what was implied rather than 
expressed ' 

“Do me not this wrong,” she said, blushing, yet earnestly “Can it be 
misery? Will it not be happiness to form the tie that shall connect you to 
the world? to be your guide a humble one, 'it is true, but the one of your 
choice to the quiet paths from which your proud and lonely thoughts 
have estranged you? Oh, I know that there will be happiness in such a 
lot, from these and a thousand other sources i ” 

The animation with which Ellen spoke, and, at the same time, a sense 
of the singular course to which her gratitude had impelled her, caused her 
beauty to grow brighter and more enchanting with every woid And when, 
as she concluded, she extended her hand to Fanshawe, to refuse it was like 
turning from an angel, who would have guided him to heaven But, had he 
been capable of making the woman he loved a sacrifice to her own gen- 
erosity, that act would have rendered him unworthy of her Yet the 
struggle was a severe one ere he could reply 
“You have spoken generously and nobly, Ellen,” he said “I have no 
way to prove that I deserve your generosity, but by refusing to take ad- 
vantage of it Even if your heart were yet untouched, if no being more 
happily constituted than myself had made an impression there, even then 
I trust, a selfish passion would not be stronger than my integrity But 
now”- He would have proceeded, but the firmness which had hitherto 
sustained him gave way He turned aside to hide the tears which all the 
pride of his nature could not restrain, and which, instead of relieving, 
added to his anguish At length he resumed, “No, Ellen, we must part 
now and forever Your life will be long and happy Mine will be short, 
but not altogether WTetched, nor shorter than if we had never met When 
you hear that I am m my grave, do not imagine that you have hastened 
me thither Think that you scattered bright dreams around my pathway, 
an ideal happiness, that you would have sacrificed your own to realize ” 
He ceased, and Ellen felt that his determination was unalterable She 
could not speak , but, talking his hand, she pressed it to her lips, and they 
saw each other no more Mr Langton and his daughter shortly after re- 
turned to the seaport, which, for several succeeding years, was their 
residence 

After Ellen’s departure, Fanshawe returned to his studies with the 
same absoibmg ardor that had formerly characterized him His face was 
as seldom seen among the young and gay, the pure breeze and the blessed 
sunshine as seldom refreshed his pale and weary brow, and his lamp 
burned as constantly from the first shade of evening till the gray morning 
light began to dim its beams Nor did he, as weak men will, treasure up 
his love m a hidden chamber of his breast He was in reality the thought- 
ful and earnest student that he seemed He had exerted the whole might 
of his spirit over itself, and he was a conqueror Perhaps, indeed, a sum- 
mer breeze of sad and gentle thoughts would sometimes visit him, but, in 
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these brief memories of his love, he did not wish that it should be revived, 
or mourn over its event 

There were many who felt an interest m Fanshawe, but the influence 
of none could prevail upon him to lay aside the habits, mental and phys- 
ical, by which he was bringing himself to the grave His passage thither 
was consequently rapid, terminating just as he reached his twentieth 
year His fellow-students erected to his memory a monument of rough- 
hewn granite, with a white marble slab for the inscription This was bor- 
rowed from the grave of Nathanael Mather, whom, in his almost insane 
eagerness for knowledge, and in his early death, Fanshawe resembled 

THE ASHES OE A HARD STUDENT 
AND A GOOD SCHOLAR 

Many tears were shed over his grave, but the thoughtful and the wise, 
though turf never covered a nobler heart, could not lament that it was so 
soon at rest He left a world for which he was unfit, and we trust, that, 
among the innumerable stars of heaven, there is one where he has found 
happiness 

Of the other peisonages of this tale, Hugh Crombie, being exposed to 
no strong temptations, lived and died an honest man Concerning Dr, 
Melmoth it is unnecessary here to speak The reader, if he have any 
curiosity upon the subject, is referred to his Life, which, together with 
several sermons and other productions of the doctor, was published by his 
successor in the presidency of Harley College, about the year 1768 

It was not till four years after Fanshawe’s death, that Edward Walcott 
was united to Ellen Langton Their future lives were uncommonly happy 
Ellen’s gentle, almost imperceptible, but powerful influence drew her 
husband away from the passions and pursuits that would have interfered 
with domestic felicity, and he never regretted the worldly distinction of 
which she thus deprived him Theirs was a long life of calm and quiet 
bliss , and what matters it, that, except in these pages, they have left no 
name behind them? 
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Much to the author’s surprise, and (if he may say so without additional 
offence) considerably to his amusement, he finds that his sketch of offi- 
cial life, introductory to The Scarlet Letter, has created an unpre- 
cedented excitement in the respectable community immediately around 
him It could hardly have been more violent, indeed, had he burned down 
the Custom House, and quenched its last smoking embei in the blood of a 
certain venerable personage, against whom he is supposed to cherish a 
peculiar malevolence As the public disapprobation would weigh very 
heavily on him, were he conscious of deserving it, tlie author begs leave 
to say that he has carefully read over the introductory pages, with a pur- 
pose to alter or expunge whatever might be found amiss, and to malce the 
best reparation in his power for the atrocities of which he has been 
adjudged guilty But it appears to him, that the only remarkable features 
of the sketch are its frank and genuine good-humor, and tlie general 
accuracy with which he has conveyed his sincere impressions of the char- 
acters therein described As to enmity, or ill-feeling of any kind, personal 
or political, he utterly disclaims such motives The sketch might, perhaps, 
have been wholly omitted, without loss to the public, or detriment to the 
book, but, having undertaken to wiite it, he conceives that it could not 
have been done m a better or a kindlier spirit, nor, so far as his abilities 
availed, with a livelier effect of truth 

The author is constrained, therefore, to nepublish his introductory 
sketch without the change of a word. 

Salem, March 30, 1850. 
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The Custom House 

INTRODUCTORY TO ‘^THE SCARLET LETTER” 

It is a little remarkable, that though disinclined to talk overmuch of 
myself and my affairs at the fireside, and to my personal^ friends an 
autobiographical impulse should twice m my life have taken possession 
of me, m addressing the public The first time was three or four years 
since, when I favored the leader inexcusably, and for no earthly reason, 
that either the indulgent reader or the intiusive author could imagine 
with a desciiption of my way of life in the deep quietude of an Old 
Manse And now because, beyond my deserts, I was happy enough to 
find a listener or two on the former occasion I again seize the public by 
the button, and talk of my three years’ experience m a Cus om House 
The example of the famous “P P , Clerk of this Parish,” was never moie 
faithfully followed The truth seems to be, however, that, when he casts 
his leaves forth upon the wind, the author addresses,- not the many who 
will fling aside his volume, or never take it up, but the few who will un- 
derstand him, better than most of his schoolmates or lifemates Some 
authors, indeed, do far more than this, and indulge themselves m such 
confidential depths of revelation as could fittingly be addressed, only and 
exclusively, to the one heait and mind of perfect sympathy, as if the 
printed book, thrown at large on the wide world, weie certain to find out 
the divided segment of the writei’s own nature, and complete his circle of 
existence by bringing him into communion with it It is scarcely decor- 
ous, however, to speak all, even where we speak impersonally But, as 
thoughts aie frozen and utteiance benumbed, unless the speaker stand in 
some true relation with his audience, it may be pardonable to imagine 
that a friend, a kind and apprehensive, though not the closest friend, is 
listening to our talk, and then, a native leserve being thawed by this 
genial consciousness, we may prate of the circumstances that he around 
us, and even of ourself, but still keep the inmost Me behind its veil To 
this extent, and within these limits, an author, methinks , may be autobi- 
ographical, without violating either the leader’s rights or his own 

It will be seen likewise, that this Custom House sketch has a certain 
propriety, of a kind always recognized m literature, as explaining how a 
large portion of the following pages came into my possession, and as 
offering proofs of the authenticity of a narrative therein contained This 
111 fact, a desire to put myself in my true position as editor, or very little 
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more, of the most prolix among the tales that make up my volume, this, 
and no other is my true reason for assuming a personal relation ^\lth the 
public In accomplishing the mam purpose, it has appeared allowable, by 
a few extra touches, to give a faint representation of a mode of life not 
heretofore described, together with some of the characters that move m it, 
among whom the author happened to make one 

In my native town of Salem, at tlie head of what, half a century ago, m 
the days of old King Derby, was a bustling wharf, but vhich is now 
burdened with decayed wooden warehouses, and exhibits few or no symp- 
toms of commeicial life, except, perhaps, a bark or brig, half-way down 
its melancholy length, dischaigmg hides, or, nearer at hand, a Nova 
Scotia schooner, pitching out her cargo of firew'ood, at the head, I say, 
of this dilapidated wharf, w'hich the tide often overflows, and along 
which, at the base and m the leai of the row' of buildings, the track of 
many languid years is seen m a bordei of unthrifty grass, here, W'lth a 
view from its front windows adown this not very enlivening prospect, and 
thence across the harbor, stands a spacious edifice of brick From the 
loftiest point of its roof, during precisely three and a half hours of each 
forenoon, floats or droops, in breeze or calm, the banner of the republic, 
but with the thirteen stripes turned vertically, instead of horizontally, 
and thus indicating that a civil, and not a military post of Uncle Sam’s 
government is here established Its front is ornamented with a portico of 
half a dozen wooden pillars, supporting a balcony, beneath w'hich a flight 
of wide granite steps descends towards the street Over the entrance hov- 
ers an enormous specimen of the American eagle, with outspread wings, a 
shield before her bieast, and, if I recollect aright, a bunch of intermingled 
thunderbolts and barbed arrow's in each claw With the customary infirm- 
ity of temper that characterizes this unhappy fowl, she appears, by the 
fierceness of her beak and eye, and the general truculency of her attitude, 
to threaten mischief to the inoffensive community, and especially to warn 
all citizens, careful of their safety, against intruding on the premises 
W'hich she overshadows with her wings Nevertheless, vixenly as she 
looks, many people are seeking, at this very moment, to shelter them- 
selves under the wing of the federal eagle, imagining, I presume, that her 
bosom has all the softness and snugness of an eider-down pillow But she 
has no great tenderness, evea m her best of moods, and, sooner or later, 
oftener soon than late, is apt to fling off her nestlings, w'lth a scratch of 
her claw, a dab of her beak, or a rankling wound from hei barbed arrow's 
The pavement round about the above-described edifice w'hich we 
may as well name at once as the Custom House of the port has grass 
enough growing m its chinks to show that it has not, of late days, been 
worn by any multitudinous resort of business In some months of the 
year, however, there often chances a forenoon when affairs move omvard 
tvith a livelier tread Such occasions might remind the elderly citizen of 
that period before the last war with England, when Salem was a port by 
itself , not scorned, as she is now, by her own merchants and ship-owners, 
who permit her wharves to crumble to ruin, while their ventures go to 


THE SCARLET LETTER 


87 


swell, needlessly and imperceptibly, the mighty flood of commerce at 
New York or Boston On some such morning, when three or four vessels 
happen to have arrived at once, usually from Africa or South America, 
or to be on the veige of their departure thitherward, there is a sound of 
frequent feet, passing briskly up and down the granite steps Here, before 
his ovm wife has greeted him, you may gieet the sea-flushed shipmaster, 
just m port, with his vessel’s papeis under his arm, m a tarnished tin box 
Here, too, comes his ovmer, cheerful or sombre, gracious or in the sulks, 
accordingly as his scheme of the now accomplished voyage has been leal- 
ized m merchandise that will readily be turned to gold, or has buried him 
under a bulk of mcommodities, such as nobody will care to rid him of 
Here, likewise, the genn of the wnnkle-browed, grizzly-bearded, care- 
worn merchant, we have the smart young clerk, who gets the taste of 
traffic as a wolf-cub does of blood, and already sends adventures m his 
master’s ships, when he had better be sailing mimic-boats upon a mill- 
pond Another figure in the scene is the outward-bound sailor m quest of 
a protection, or the recently arrived' one, pale and feeble, seeking a pass- 
port to the hospital Nor must we foiget the captains of the rusty little 
schooners that bring firewood from the British provmces, a rough-look- 
ing set of tarpaulins, without the alertness of the Yankee aspect, but con- 
tributing an item of no slight importance to our decaying trade 

Cluster all these individuals together, as they sometimes were, with 
other miscellaneous ones to diversify the group, and, for the time being, it 
made the Custom House a stirring scene More frequently, however, on 
ascending the steps, you would discern in the entry, if it were summer 
time, or m their appropriate rooms, if wintry or inclement weather a 
row of venerable figures, sitting in old-fashioned chairs, which were 
tipped on their hind legs back against the wall Oftentimes they were 
asleep, but occasionally might be heard talking together, m voices be 
tween speech and a snore, and with that lack of energy that distinguishes 
the occupants of almshouses, and all othei human beings who depend for 
subsistence on charity, on monopolized labor, or anything else, but their 
own independent exertions These old gentlemen seated, like Matthew, 
at the receipt of customs, but not very liable to be summoned thence, like 
him, for apostolic errands were Custom House officers 

Furthermore, on the left hand as you enter the front door, is a certain 
room or office, about fifteen feet square, and of a lofty height, with two 
of its arched windows commanding a view of the aforesaid dilapidated 
wharf, and the third looking across a narrow lane, and along a portion of 
Derby Street All three give glimpses of the shops of grocers, block- 
makers, slop-sellers, and ship-chandlers, around the doors of which are 
generally to be seen, laughing and gossiping, clusters of old salts, and 
such other wharf-rats as haunt the Wappmg of a seaport The room itself 
IS cobwebbed, and dingy with old paint, its floor is strewn with gray sand, 
in a fashion that has elsewhere fallen into long disuse , and it is easy to 
conclude, from the general slovenliness of the place, that this is a sanctu- 
ary into which womankind, with her tools of magic, the broom and mop, 
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has very infrequent access In the way of furniture, there is a stove with a 
voluminous funnel, an old pine desk, with a three-legged stool beside it, 
two 01 three wooden-bottom chairs, exceedingly decrepit and infirm, and 
—not to forget the library on some shelves, a score oi two of volumes of 
the Acts of Congress, and a bulky Digest of the Revenue Laws A tin pipe 
ascends through the ceiling, and forms a medium of vocal communication 
\Mth other parts of the edifice And here, some six months ago, pacing 
from corner to corner, or lounging on the long-legged stool, with his elbow 
in the desk, and his eyes wandering up and down the columns of the 
morning newspaper, you might have recognized, honored reader, the 
same individual who welcomed you into his cheery little study, where the 
sunshine glimmered so pleasantly through the willow branches, on the 
western side of the Old Manse But now, should you go thither to seek 
him, you would inquire in vain for the Locofoco Surveyor The besom of 
ref 01 m has swept him out of office, and a worthier successor wears his 
dignity, and pockets his emoluments. 

This old town of Salem my native place, though I have dwelt much 
away from it, both m boyhood and maturer years possesses, or did pos- 
sess, a hold on my affections, the force of which I have never realized dur- 
ing my seasons of actual residence here Indeed, so far as its physical 
aspect IS concerned, with its flat, unvaried surface, covered chiefly with 
wooden houses, few or none of which pretend to architectural beauty, 
its irregularity, which is neither picturesque nor quaint, but only tame. 

Its long and lazy street lounging wearisomely through the whole extent of 
the peninsula, with Gallows Hill and New Guinea at one end, and a view 
of the almshouse at the other, such being the features of my native 
town, It would be quite as reasonable to form a sentimental attachment to 
a disarranged checker-board And yet, though invariably happiest else- 
where, there is within me a feeling for old Salem, which, in lack of a bet- 
ter phrase, I must be content to call affection The sentiment is probably 
assignable to the deep and aged roots which my family has struck into the 
soil It is now nearly two centuries and a quarter since the original Briton, 
the earliest emigrant of my name, made his appearance m the wild and 
forest-bordered settlement, which has since become a city And here his 
descendants have been born and died, and have mingled their earthly 
substance with the soil, until no small portion of it must necessarily be 
akin to the mortal frame wherewith, for a little while, I walk the streets 
In part, therefore, the attachment which I speak of is the mere sensuous 
sympathy of dust for dust Few of my countrymen can know what it is, 
nor, as frequent transportation is perhaps better foi the stock, need they 
consider it desirable to know 

But the sentiment has likewise its moral quality. The figure of that fiist 
ancestor, invested by family tradition with a dim and dusky grandeur, 
was present to my boyish imagination, as far back as I can remember It 
still haunts me, and induces a sort of home-feeling with the past, which I 
scarcely claim m reference to the present phase of the town I seem to 
have a stronger claim to a residence here on account of his grave, bearded. 
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sabled-cloaked and steeple-crow ned progenitor, who came so early, w itl 
his Bible and his sword, and trode the unworn street with such a stately 
port, and made so large a figure, as a man of war and peace, a stronger 
claim than for mj^self, whose name is seldom heard and my face haidly 
known He was a soldier, legislator, judge, he was a ruler m the Church, 
he had all the Puritanic traits, both good and evil He was likewise a bit- 
ter persecutor, as witness the Quakers, who have remembeied him in their 
histones, and relate an incident of his hard severity tow’ards a woman of 
their sect, w'hich will last longer, it is to be feared, than any record of his 
bettei deeds, although these were many His son, too, inherited the per 
secutmg spirit, and made himself so conspicuous in the matjn-dom of the 
witches, that their blood may fairly be said to have left a stain upon him 
So deep a stain, indeed, that his old dry bones, m the Charter Street 
burial-ground, must still retain it, if they have not crumbled utterly to 
dust’ I know not whether these ancestors of mine bethought themselves 
to repent, and ask pardon of Heaven for their cruelties, or whether tliey 
are now groaning under the heavy consequences of them, m another state 
of being At all events, I, the present writer, as their representative, heie- 
by take shame upon myself for their sakes, and pia}'^ that any cuise in- 
curred by them as I have heard, and as the dieary and unprosperous 
condition of the race, for many a long year back, would argue to exist 
may be now and hencefqrth removed 
Doubtless, hoivever,, either of these stein and black-browed Puritans 
would have thought it quite a sufficient retribution for his sms, that, after 
so long a lapse of years, the old trunk of the family tree, with so much 
venerable moss upon it, should have borne, as its topmost bough, an idler 
lilce myself No aim, that I have ever cherished, would they recognize as 
laudable, no success of mine if my life, beyond its domestic scope, had 
ever been brightened by success would they deem otherwise than w'orth- 
less, if not positively disgiaceful “\^T^iat is he?” murmurs one gray 
shadow of my , forefathers to the othei “A writer of story-books > What 
kind of a business in life, what mode of glorifying God, or being 
serviceable to mankind in his day and generation, may that be? ^^^ly, 
the degenerate fellow might as w^ell have been a fiddler’” Such are the 
compliments bandied between my great-grandsires and myself, across the 
gulf of time’ And yet, let them scorn me as they will, strong traits of 
their nature have intertwined themselves with mine 
' Planted deep, m the town’s earliest infancy and childhood, by these 
two earnest and energetic men, the lace has ever since subsisted here, 
always, too, m respectability, never, so far as I have known, disgraced 
by a single unworthy member, but seldom or never, on the other hand, 
after the first two generations, performing any memorable deed, 01 so 
much as putting forward a claim to public notice Gradually, they have 
sunk almost out of sight, as old houses, here and there about the streets, 
get covered half-way to the eaves by the accumulation of new soil From 
father to son, for above a hundred years, they followed the sea, a gray- 
headed shipmaster, in each generation, retiring from the quarter-deck to 
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the homestead, T;\hile a bo}* of fourteen took the hereditary place before 
tlie mast, conironting the salt spray and the gale, ^\hlch had blustered 
against his sire and grandsire The bo.v, also, m due time, pa'^scd from the 
forecastle to the cabin, spent a tempestuous manhood and returned from 
his vrorld-\^andermgs, to grow old, and die, and mingle his dust AMlh the 
natal earth This long connection of a famih' itli one spot, as its place of 
birth and burial creates a kindred bet\\een the human being and the 
locality, quite independent of any charm m the scenery or moral circum- 
stances tliat surround him Itisnotlo\e but instinct 1 he neu inhabitant 
who came himself from a foreign land, or v.hosc father or grandfather 
came has little claim to be called a Salcmite he has no conception of 
the 03'ster-like tenaciU* \Mth i\hich an old settler, o\er whom his tliird 
centur}' is creeping, clings to the spot where his successne generations 
have been imbedded It is no matter that the place is jo\ less for him . that 
he IS wearj" of the old wooden houses, the mud and dust, the dead le\el of 
site and sentiment, the chill east wind, and the dullest of social atmos- 
pheres all these and whate\er faults besides he may see or imagine, 
are nothing to the purpose The spell sur\ i\ es, and just as pow crfull^* as if 
the natal spot were an carthh' paradise So has it been in m\’’ case I felt 
It almost as a destiny to make Salem inj* home, so that the mould of 
features and cast of diaracter which had all along been familiar here, 
e\er, as one representatn e of the race lay down his gra\e another as- 
suming, as It were his sentr\'-march along the mam street might still in 
nu’- little day be seen and recognized in the old town Ne\ ertheless. this 
ver\' sentiment is an eiidence that tlie connection, which has become an 
unhealth}’’ one should at last be se\ered Human nature will not flourish, 
an}” more tlian a potato, if it be planted and replanted, for too long a 
series of generations in the same worn-out soil IM\ children ha\e had 
other birthplaces and, so far as Uieir fortunes may be witliin my control, 
shall strike their roots into unaccustomed cartli 
On emerging from the Old iSIanse, it was chiefl\' this strange, indolent, 
umo\mus attachment for nw natn e town, tliat brought me to fill a place 
in Unde Sam's brick edifice when I might as well or better ha\e gone 
somewhere else IM}’ doom was on me It was not the first time, nor the 
second that I had gone awaj'. as it seemed, pemianenth*, but j'-et re- 
turned like the bad half-penry or as if Salem W'ere for me the ine\ itable 
centre of the unAerse So, one fine morning, I ascended the flight of gran- 
ite steps wath the President's commission in my pocket, and w as intro- 
duced to the corps of gentlemen who were to aid me in mv weighty re- 
sponsibility, as chief executive officer of tlie Custom House 

I doubt greatly or rather I do not doubt at all whetlier any public 
timctionaiv' of the United States, eitlier in tlie ci\ il or militar}’’ hne, has 
e\ er had such a patriarchal bodj’- of veterans under his orders as mvself 
The whereabouts of the Oldest Inhabitant wms at once settled when I 
looked at them For upwards of twenty years before this epodi, the inde- 
pendent position of the Collector had kept the Salem Custom House out 
of the whirlpool of political wassitude, which makes the tenure of offic,: 
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generally so fragile A soldier, New England’s most distinguished soh 
dier, he stood firmly on the pedestal of his gallant services, and, himself 
secure m the wise liberality of the successive administrations through 
which he had held office, he had been the safet}^ of his subordinates m 
many an hour of danger and heartquake General Miller was radically 
conservative, a man over whose kindly nature habit had no slight influ- 
ence, attaching himself strongly to familiar faces, and with difficulty 
moved to change, even when change might have brought unquestionable 
improvement Thus, on taking charge of my department, I found fev/ but 
aged men They were ancient sea-captains, for the most part, who, after 
being tost on every sea, and standing up sturdily against life’s tempestu- 
ous blast, had finall}^ drifted into tins quiet nook, where, with little to 
disturb them, except the periodical terrors of a presidential election, they 
one and all acquired a new lease of existence Though b}^ no means less 
liable than their fellow-men to age and infirmity, they had evidently some 
talisman or other that kept death at bay Two or three of their number, 
as I was assured, being gouty and rheumatic, or perhaps bedridden, never 
dreamed of malnng tlieir appearance at the Custom House during a large 
pait of the 3'ear, but, after a torpid winter, would creep out into tlie warm 
sunshine of May or June, go lazily about what they termed duty, and, at 
then own leisure and convenience, betake themselves to bed again I must 
plead guilty to the charge of abbreviating the official breath of more than 
one of these venerable servants of the republic They were allowed, on my 
representation, to lest from their arduous labors, and soon afterwards 
as if their scle principle of life had been zeal foi their country’s service as 
I veiil}’- believe it was withdrew to a better ^volld It is a pious consola- 
tion to me, that, tlirough my interference, a sufficient space was allowed 
them for repentance of the evil and corrupt practices into which, as a 
matter of course, ever})^ Custom House officer must be supposed to fall 
Neitlier the front nor the back entrance of the Custom House opens on 
the road to Paradise 

The greater part of my officers were Whigs It was well for their vener- 
able brotherhood that the new Surveyor was not a politician, and though 
a faithful Democrat in principle, neither received nor held his office with 
any reference to political services Had it been otherwise, had an active 
politician been put into this influential post, to assume tlie easy task of 
making head against a Whig Collector, whose infirmities withheld him 
from the personal administration of his office, hardly a man of the old 
corps would have drawn the breath of official life, within a month after 
the exterminating angel had come up the Custom House steps According 
to the received code in such matters, it would have been nothing short of 
duty, in a politician, to bring every one of those white heads under the 
axe of the guillotine It was plain enough to discern that the old fellows 
dreaded some such discourtesy at my hands It pained, and at the same 
time amused me, to behold the terrors that attended my advent, to see a 
furrowed cheek, weather-beaten by half a century of storm, turn ashy 
pale at the glance of so harmless an individual as myself, to detect, as 
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one 01 another addressed me, the tremor of a \oicc, which, in long-past 
days, had been wont to bellow through a spc.iljng-trumpet hoarsely 
enough to frighten Boieas himself to silence. Ihcy knew, tlK',e o\cellent 
old persons, that, by all established rule, and, as rtgarded some of them, 
weighed by their oivn lack of efficiency foi business — they ought to have 
given place to younger men, more orthodox in politics, and altogether fil- 
ter than themselves to serve our common Uncle f 1 new it too, but could 
never quite find in my lie.irt to act upon the knowledge 3* Inch and de- 
servedly to my owm disciedit, thcrcfmc, and cof^iderably to the detri- 
ment of my official conscience, they continued, during my incumbency, to 
creep about the wharves, and loiter up and dovn the (‘u'Jtmn House 
steps They spent a good deal of tunc, aKo, asleep m their accustomed 
corners, wath their chairs tilled back against the wall aw a! ing, however, 
once or twice m a forenoon, to boie one another with the several thou- 
sandth lepetition of old sea-stones, and mould} jokes, that had grown to 
be passwords and countersigns among them 

The discov'ery was soon made, I imagine, that the new Siirvev or had no 
great harm in him So, with lightsome hearts, and the happv conscious- 
ness of being usefully emplo}ed, in their own bch.ilf, at least, it not for 
oui beloved country, these good old gentlemen went through the var- 
ious formalities of office Sagaciously, under their spectacles, did they 
peep into the holds of vessels' Mighty was then fuss about little matters, 
and marvellous, sometimes, the obtusencs:> that allowed greater ones to 
slip between tlieii fingers! Whenever such a mischance occuiTcd, when 
a w'agon-load of vxaluablc merchandise h.ul liccn ‘nuigglcd ashore, at 
noonday, perhaps, and directly beneath then unsiKpicious noses, noth- 
mg could exceed the vigilance and alacrity with vvliicli they proceeded to 
lock, and double-lock, and secure with tape and sealing-va%, all the ave- 
nues of the delinquent vessel Instead of a lepnmand for their previous 
negligence, the case seemed ralhei to require an euloguim of their praise- 
worthy caution, after the mischief had happened, a grateful recognition 
of the promptitude of their /eal, the moment that there was no longer 
any remedy 

Unless people are more than commonly disagreeable, it is my foolish 
habit to contract a kindness for them The better part of my companion’s 
character, if it have a better part, is that which usually comes uppermost 
in my regard, and forms the type whereby I recognwc the man As most 
of these old Custom House officers had good traits, and as my position in 
reference to them, being paternal and protective, was favorable to the 
growth of friendly sentiments, I soon grew to like them all It was plcas- 
summer forenoons, when the fervent heat, that almost lique- 
fied the rest of the human family, merely communicated a genial warmth 
to their half-torpid systems, it was pleasant to hear them chatting in 
the back entry, a row of them all tipped against the w^all, as usual, while 
me frozen witticisms of past generations were thawed out, and came bub- 
bling with laughter from their lips Externally, the jollity of aged men 
nas much in common with the mirth of children, the intellect, any more 
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than a deep sense of humor, has little to do with the matter, it is, with 
both, a gleam that plays upon tlie surface, and imparts a sunny and 
cheery aspect alike to the green branch, and gray, mouldering trunk In 
one case, however, it is real sunshine, in the other, it more resembles the 
phosphorescent glow' of deca3ning wood. 

It would be sad injustice, the reader must understand, to represent all 
my excellent old friends as in their dotage In the first place, my coadju- 
tors were not invariably old, there W'ere men among them in their 
strength and prime, of marked ability and energy, and altogether superior 
to tlie sluggish and dependent mode of life on w’liich their evil stars had 
cast them Then, moreover, the wdiite locks of age w'ere sometimes found 
to be the thatch of an intellectual tenement in good repair But, as re- 
spects the majorit}' of my corps of veteians, there wnll be no w'rong done, 
if I characterize them geneially as a set of w'earisome old souls, who had 
gathered nothing worth preservation from their varied experience of life 
They seemed to have flung aw'ay all the golden gram of practical wnsdom, 
which they had enj'oyed so man}' opportunities of harvesting, and most 
caiefullj' to have stored their memories wnth the husks They spoke wnth 
far more interest and unction of their morning’s breakfast, or yesterday’s, 
to-day’s, or to-morrow’s dinner, than of the shipwTeck of forty or fifty 
years ago, and all the world’s wonders w'hich they had witnessed wnth 
their youthful eyes 

The father of the Custom House the patriarch, not only of this little 
squad of officials, but, I am bold to say, of the respectable body of tide- 
waiters all over the United States w'as a certain permanent Inspector 
He might tiulj' be termed a legitimate son of the revenue system, dyed m 
the w'ool, or, rather, born m the purple, since his sire, a Revolutionary 
colonel, and foimerly collector of the port, had created an office for him, 
and appointed him to fill it, at a period of the earl}' ages which few' living 
men can now remember This Inspector, w'hen I first knew him, w'as a 
man of fourscore years, or thereabouts, and certainly one of the most 
wonderful specimens of wintergreen that you w'ould be likely to discover 
in a lifetime’s search With his florid cheek, his compact figuie, smartly 
arrayed m a bright-buttoned blue coat, his brisk and vigorous step, and 
his hale and hearty aspect, altogethei he seemed not young, indeed 
but a kind of new contrivance of Mother Nature in the shape of man, 
whom age and infirmity had no business to touch His voice and laugh, 
which perpetually reechoed through the Custom House, had nothing of 
the tremulous quaver and cackle of an old man’s utterance, they came 
strutting out of his lungs, like the ciow of a cock, or the blast of a clarion 
Looking at him merely as an animal, and there was very little else to 
look at, he was a most satisfactory object, from the thorough healthful- 
ness and wholesomeness of his system, and his capacity, at that extreme 
age, to enjoy all, or nearly all, the delights which he had ever aimed at, or 
conceived of The careless security of his life in the Custom House, on a 
legular income, and with but slight and infrequent apprehensions of re- 
aioval, had no doubt contributed to make time pass lightly over him The 
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original and more potent causes, however, lay in the rare perfection of his 
animal nature, the moderate proportion of intellect, and the very trifling 
admixture of moral and spiritual ingredients, these latter qualities, in- 
deed, being in barely enough measure to keep the old gentleman from 
walking on all-fours He possessed no power of thought, no depth of feel- 
ing, no troublesome sensibilities, nothing, in short, but a few common- 
place instincts, which, aided by the cheerful temper that grew inevitably 
out of his physical well-being, did duty very respectably, and to general 
acceptance, m lieu of a heart He had been the liusband of three vives, 
all long since dead, the father of twenty children, most of whom, at every 
age of childhood or maturity, had likewise returned to dust Here, one 
would suppose, might have been sorrow enough to imbue the sunniest dis- 
position, through and through, wuth a sable tinge Not so with our old 
Inspector! One brief sigh sufficed to carry off the entire burden of these 
dismal reminiscences The next moment, he was as ready for sport as any 
unbreeched infant, far leadier than the Collector s junior clerk, who, at 
nineteen years, was much the elder and graver man of the two 

I used to watch and study this patriarchal personage w ith, I think, h\ e- 
her curiosity, than any other form of humanity ^there presented to my 
notice He w'as, m truth, a rare phenomenon, so perfect, in one point of 
view, so shallow, so delusive, so impalpable, such an absolute nonemty, 
in every othei My conclusion w'as that he had no soul no heart, no mind , 
nothing, as I have already said, but instincts, and yet, wathal, so cun- 
ningly had the few materials of his character been put together, that there 
was no painful perception of deficiency, but, on my part, an entire con- 
tentment with what I found in him It might be difficult and it was so 
to conceive how he should exist hereafter, so earthly and sensuous did he 
seem, but surely his existence here, admitting that it w'as to terminate 
with his last breath, had been not unkindly given , wnth no higher moral 
responsibilities than the beasts of the field, but with a larger scope of en- 
joyment than theirs, and with all their blessed immunity from the dreari- 
ness and duskiness of age 

One point, in which he had vastly the advantage over his four-footed 
brethren, was his ability to recollect the good dinners which it had made 
no small portion of the happiness of his life to eat His gourmandisni w'as 
a highly agreeable trait, and to hear him talk of roast meat was as appe- 
tizing as a pickle or an oyster As he possessed no higher attribute, and 
neithei sacrificed nor vitiated any spiritual endmvment by devoting all 
his energies and ingenuities to subserve the delight and profit of his maw , 
It always pleased and satisfied me to hear him expatiate on fish, poultry', 
and butcher’s meat, and the most eligible methods of preparing them for 
the table His reminiscences of good cheer, how^ever ancient the date of 
the actual banquet, seemed to bring the savor of pig or turkey under one’s 
very nostrils There were flavors on his palate, that had lingered tliere not 
ess than sixty or seventy years, and were still apparently as fresh as that 
of the mutton-chop which he had just devoured for his breakfast I have 
heard him smack his lips over dinners, every guest at which, except him- 
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self, had long been food for worms It was marvellous to observe how the 
ghosts of bygone meals were continually rising up before him, not in an- 
ger or retribution, but as if grateful for his former appreciation and seek- 
ing to reduplicate an endless series of enjoyment, at once shadovy and 
sensual. A tenderloin of beef, a hindquarter of veal, a sparenb of pork, a 
particular chicken, or a remarkably praiseworthy turkey, which had per- 
haps adorned his board in the da3^s of the elder Adams, would be remem- 
bered; while all the subsequent experience of our race, and all the events 
that brightened or darkened his individual career, had gone over him with 
as little permanent effect as the passing breeze The chief tragic event of 
the old man’s life, so far as I could judge, was his mishap with a certain 
goose which lived and died some twenty or forty years agq, a goose of 
most promising figure, but w^hich, at table, proved so inveterately tough 
that the carving-knife would malce no impression on its carcass, and it 
could only be divided wuth an axe and handsaw^ 

But it is time to quit tins sketch, on winch, how^ever, I should be glad 
to dwell at considerably more length, because, of all men whom I have 
ever knowxi, this individual was fittest to be a Custom House officer Most 
persons, owung to causes w'hich I may not have space to hint at, suffer 
moral detriment from this peculiar mode of life The old Inspector w^as 
incapable of it, and, w^ere he to continue in office to the end of time, would 
be just as good as he w'as then, and sit down to dinner wuth just as good an 
appetite 

There is one likeness, wuthout W'hich my gallery of Custom House por- 
traits would be strangely incomplete, but winch my comparatively few 
opportunities for observation enable me to sketch only in the merest out- 
line It IS that of the Collector, oui gallant old General, w'ho, after his 
brilliant military service, subsequently to winch he had ruled over a wild 
Western territory, had come hither, tw^enty years before, to spend the 
decline of his varied and honorable life The biave soldier had already 
numbered, nearly or quite. Ins threescore years and ten, and w^as pursuing 
the remainder of his earthly march, burdened with infiimities W’hich even 
the martial music of his owm spirit-stirring recollections could do little 
tow^ards lightening The step was palsied now’- that had been foremost in 
the charge It w^as only with the assistance of a servant and by leaning his 
hand heavily on the iron balustrade, that he could slowly and painfully 
ascend the Custom House steps, and, wnth a toilsome progress across the 
floor, attain his customary chair beside the fireplace There he used to sit, 
gazing with a somew^hat dim serenity of aspect at the figuies that came 
and went, amid the lustle of papers, the administering of oaths, the dis- 
cussion of business, ^nd the casual talk of the office, all which sounds and 
circumstances seemed but indistinctly to impress his senses, and hardly 
to make their way into his inner sphere of contemplation His counten- 
ance, in this repose, was mild and kindly If his notice was sought, an 
expression of courtesy and interest gleamed out upon his features, prov- 
ing that there was light within him, and that it was only the outward 
medium of the intellectual lamp that obstructed the rays in their passage 
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The closei you penetrated to the substance of his mind, the sounder it 
appeared When no longei called upon to speak, or listen, cither of which 
operations cost him an evident effort, his face would briefly subside into 
Its former not uncheerful quietude It was not painful to behold this look, 
for, though dim, it had not the imbecility of decaying age. The framewk 
of his nature, originally strong and massive, was not yet crumbled into 
rum 

To observe and define his character, however, under such disadvan- 
tages, was as difficult a task as to trace out and build up anew, in imagina- 
tion, an old fortress, like Ticonderoga, fiom a view of its gray and broken 
rums Heie and theie, pei chance, the walls may remain almost complete, 
but elsewhere may be only a shapeless mound, cumbrous i\ith its very 
strength, and overgrown, through long years of peace and neglect, iiith 
grass and alien weeds 

Nevertheless, looking at the old -ttarnor iMlh affection, for, slight as 
was the communication between us, my feeling towards him, like that of 
all bipeds and quadiupeds ivho knew' him, might not improperly be 
termed so, I could discern the mam points of his portrait It was marked 
with the noble and heroic qualities which show'ed it to be not by a mere 
accident, but of good right, that he had w'on a distinguished name IIis 
spirit could never, I conceive, have been characterized by an uneasy 
activity, it must, at any peiiod of his life, have required an impulse to set 
him m motion, but, once stirred up, with obstacles to overcome, and an 
adequate object to be attained, it w’as not in the man to give out or fail 
The heat that had formerly pervaded his nature, and which was not yet 
extinct, was nevei of the kind that flashes and flickers in a blaze, but, 
rather, a deep, red glow, as of iron in a furnace Weight, solidity, firm- 
ness, this was the expiession of his repose, even in such decay as had 
crept untimely over him, at the period of w’hich I speak But I could 
imagine, even then, that under some excitement wdiicli should go deeply 
into his consciousness, roused by a ti umpet-peal loud enough to awak- 
en all his energies that W'ere not dead, but only slumbering, he was yet 
capable of flinging off his infirmities like a sick man’s gowm, diopping the 
staff of age to seize a battle-sw'ord, and starting up once more a w'arrior. 
And, in so intense a moment, his demeanor w'ould have still been calm 
Such an exhibition, however, w'as but to be pictured in fancy, not to b< 
anticipated, nor desired What I saw in him as evidently as the inde 
structible ramparts of Old Ticonderoga already cited as the most appio- 
priate simile were the features of stubborn and ponderous endurance, 
which might well have amounted to obstinacy in his earlier days , of in- 
tegrity, that, like most of his other endowments, lay in a somewdiat heavy 
mass, and was just as unmalleable and unmanageable as a ton of iron ore , 
and of braevolence, which, fiercely as he led the bayonets on at Chippew'a 
or Fort Erie, I take to be of quite as genuine a stamp as what actuates 
any or all the polemical philanthropists of the age He had slam men with 
his own hand for aught I know, certainly they had fallen, like blades of 
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grass at the sweep of the scythe, before the charge to which his spirit im- 
parted its triumphant energy, but, be that as it might, there was never in 
his heart so much cruelty as would have brushed the down off a butterfly’s 
wing I have not known the man, to whose innate kindliness I would more 
confidently make an appeal 

Many characteristics and those, too, which contribute not the least 
forcibly to impart resemblance in a sketch must have vanished, oi been 
obscured, before I met tlie Geneial All merely graceful attributes are 
usually the most evanescent, nor does Nature adorn the human rum with 
blossoms of new beauty that have their roots and proper nutriment only 
in the chinks and crevices of decay, as she sows wallflowers over the 
ruined fortress of Ticonderoga Still, even in respect of grace and beauty, 
there were points well worth noting A ray of humor, now and then, would 
make its way through the veil of dim obstruction, and glimmer pleasantly 
upon our faces A trait of native elegance, seldom seen in the masculine 
character after childhood or early youth, was shown in the Geneial’s 
fondness for the sight and fragrance of flowers An old soldier might be 
supposed to prize only the bloody laurel on his brow , but here was one 
who seemed to have a young girl’s appreciation of the floral tribe 

There, beside the fireplace, the brave old General used to sit, while the 
Surveyor though seldom, when it could be avoided, taking upon himself 
the difficult task of engaging him m conversation was fond of standing 
at a distance, and watching his quiet and almost slumberous countenance 
He seemed away from us, although we saw him but a few yards off, re- 
mote, though we passed close beside his chair, unattainable, though we 
might have stretched forth our hands and touched his own It might be 
that he lived a more real life within his thoughts than amid the unappro- 
priate environment of the Collectoi’s office The evolutions of the parade , 
the tumult of the battle, the flouiish of old, heroic music, heard thirty 
years before, such scenes and sounds, peihaps, were all alive before his 
intellectual sense Meanwhile, the merchants and shipmasters, the spruce 
clerks and uncouth sailors, entered and departed, the bustle of this com- 
mercial and Custom House life kept up its little murmur round about 
him, and neither with the men nor their affairs did the General appear to 
sustain the most distant relation He was as much out of place as an old 
sword now rusty, but which had flashed once in the battle’s front, and 
showed still a bright gleam along its blade would have been, among the 
inkstands, paper-folders, and mahogany rulers, on the Deputy Collector’s 
desk 

There was one thing that much aided me in renewing and re-creatmg 
the stalwart soldier of the Niagara frontier, the man of true and simple 
energy It was the recollection of those memorable words of his,- 'T’il 
try, Sir 1 ” spoken on the very verge of a desperate and heroic enterprise, 
and breathing the soul and spirit of New England hardihood, compie- 
hending all perils, and encountering all If, in our country, valor were re- 
warded by heraldic honor, this phrase which it seems so easy to speak. 
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but which only he, with such a task of danger and glory before him, has 
ever spoken vould be the best and fittest of all moUocs for the Gen- 
eral’s shield of aims 

It contributes greatly tow aids a man’s moral and intcHcctu.d health, to 
be brought into habits of companionshg) with indniduals unlike himself, 
w'ho care little foi his pursuits, and whose sphere and abilities he must go 
out of himself to appreciate 'J’he accidents of my life ha\e often afforded 
me this advantage, but never with more fu1ne->s and variety than during 
my continuance in office 'Iheic was one man, especially, the ob-^crvation 
of w'hose chaiacter ga\e me a new ide-i of talent His gifts were emphatic- 
ally those of a man of busmes*-. promfit, acute, clear-minded: with an eye 
that saw through all perplexities, and a faculty of arrangement that made 
them vanish, as by the wa\ ing of an enchanter’s wand J3red U{) from boy- 
hood in the Custom House, it was his proper field of activit) , and the 
many intricacies of business, so harassing to the interloper, prc-enlcd 
tliemseKes before him with the regularity of .i perfectly comprehended 
system In my contemplation, he stood as the ideal of his class He was, 
indeed, the Custom House in himself, or, at all events, the mainspring 
that kept its variously rev’olving wheels in motion for, in an institution 
like this, where its officers arc appointed to subserve their own profit and 
convenience, and seldom with a leading reference to their fitness for the 
duty to be performed, they must perforce seek elsewhere the dexterity 
which IS not m them Thus, by an inevitable nccessit}, as a magnet al- 
tiacts steel-filings, so did our man of business draw to himself the diffi- 
culties which everybody met with With <in easy condescension, and kind 
forbearance towards our stupidity, which, to his order of mind, must 
have seemed little shoit of crime, would he forthwith, b> the merest 
touch of his finger, make the incomprehensible as clear «is dav'light The 
merchants valued him not less than we, his esoteric friends His integrity 
was perfect it was a law of nature with him, rather than a choice or a 
principle, nor can it be otherwise than the main condition of an intellect 
so remarkably clear and accurate as his, to be honest and regular in the 
administration of affairs A stain on his conscience, as to anything that 
came within the range of his vacation, would trouble such a man very' 
much in the same way, though to a far greater degree, than an error in 
the balance of an account, or an ink-blol on the fair page of a book of 
record Here, in a word, and it is a rare instance in my life, I had met 
wi^ a person thoroughly adapted to the situation which he held 

Such were some of the people with whom I now found myself connect- 
ed I took it in good part, at the hands of Providence, that I was tlirowm 
into a position so little alcin to my past habits, and set myself seriously to 
gather from it whatever profit was to be had After my fellowship of toil 
and impracticable schemes with the dreamy brethren of Brook Farm, 
after living for three years within the subtile influence of an intellect like 
mersons, after those wild, free days on the Assabeth, indulging fan- 
tastic speculations, beside our fire of fallen boughs, with Ellery Chan- 
mng, after talking with Thoreau about pine-trees and Indian relics, in 
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his hermitage at Walden, after growing fastidious by sympathy with the 
classic refinement of Hillard’s culture, after becoming imbued with poetic 
sentiment at Longfellow’s heardi-stone, it was time, at length, that I 
should exercise other faculties of my nature, and nourish myself with 
food for which I had hitherto had little appetite Even the old Inspector 
was desirable, as a change of diet, to a man who had known Alcott I look 
upon it as an evidence, in some measure, of a system naturally well bal- 
anced, and lacking no essential pait of a thoiough organization, that, 
with such associates to remember, I could mingle at once with men of 
altogether different qualities, and never mmmur at the change 

Literature, its exertions and objects, were now of little moment m my 
regard I cared not, at this period, for books , they were apart from me 
Nature, except it were human nature, the nature that is developed m 
earth and sky, w'as, in one sense, hidden from me, and all the imaginative 
delight, wherewith it had been spiritualized, passed away out of my mind 
A gift, a faculty if it had not departed, \^as suspended and inanimate 
within me There ■v\ould have been something sad, unutterably drear}'-, m 
all this, had I not been conscious that it lay at my own option to recall 
whatever was valuable m the past It might be true, indeed, that this was 
a life which could not -with impunity be lived too long, else, it might have 
made me permanently other than I had been without transforming me into 
any shape w'hich it would be W'orth my while to take But I never consid- 
ered it as other than a transitoi}'- life There w'as alw'ays a prophetic in- 
stinct, a low whisper in my ear, that, within no long period, and whenever 
a new change of custom should be essential to my good, a change w'^ould 
come 

Meanwhile, there I w'as, a Suiveyor of the Revenue, and, so far as I 
have been able to undei stand, as good a Surveyor as need be A man of 
thought, fancy, and sensibility (had he ten times the Surveyor’s propor- 
tion of those qualities) may, at any time, be a man of affairs, if he will 
only choose to give himself the trouble My fellow-officers, and the mer- 
chants and sea-captains with whom my official duties brought me into 
any manner of connection, viewed me in no other light, and probably 
knew me m no other chaiactei None of them, I presume, had ever lead a 
page of my inditing, or would have cared a fig the more for me if they 
had read them all, nor w'ould it have mended the matter, in the least, had 
those same unprofitable pages been written with a pen like that of Burns 
or of Chaucer, each of whom was a Custom House officer in his day, as 
well as I It is a good lesson though it may often be a hard one for a 
man who has dreamed of literary fame, and of malang for himself a lank 
among the world’s dignitaries by such means, to step aside out of the nar- 
row circle in which his claims are recognized, and to find how utterly de- 
void of significance, beyond that circle, is all that he achieves, and all he 
aims at I know not that I especially needed the lesson, eithei in the way 
of warning or rebuke, but, at any rate, I learned it thoroughly nor, it 
gives me pleasure to reflect, did the truth, as it came home to my percep- 
tion, ever cost me a pang, or require to be thrown off m a sigh In the way 
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of literary talk, it is true, the Naval Officer an excellent fellow, who 
came into office with me and went out only a little later would often 
engage me m a discussion about one or the other of his favorite topics, 
Napoleon or Shakespeare The Collector’s junior clerk, too, a young 
gentleman who, it was whispered, occasionally covered a sheet of Uncle 
Sam’s letter-papei with what (at the distance of a few yards) looked very 
much like poetry, used now and then to speak to me of books, as mat- 
ters with which I might possibly be conversant This was my all of let- 
tered intercourse , and it was quite sufficient for my necessities 

No longer seeking nor caring that my name should be blazoned abroad 
on title-pages, I smiled to think that it had now another kind of vogue 
The Custom House markei impimted it, with a stencil and black paint, 
on pepper-bags, and baskets of anatto, and cigar-boxes, and bales of all 
kinds of dutiable merchandise, m testimony that these commodities had 
paid the impost, and gone regularly through the office Borne on such 
queer vehicle of fame, a knowledge of my existence, so far as a name con- 
veys it, was earned where it had never been before, and, I hope, v;ill never 
go again 

But the past was not dead Once in a great while, the thoughts, that 
had seemed so vital and so active, yet had been put to rest so quietly, re- 
vived again One of the most remarkable occasions, when the habit of by- 
gone days awoke in me, was that which brings it within the law of liter- 
ary propriety to offer the public the sketch which I am now writing 

In the second story of the Custom House there is a laige room, in 
which the brick-work and naked rafters have never been covered with 
panelling and plaster The edifice originally projected on a scale adapt 
ed to the old commeicial enterprise of the port, and with an idea of sub- 
sequent prosperity destined never to be realized contains far more space 
than Its occupants know what to do with This airy hall, theiefoie, over 
the Collector’s apartments, remains unfinished to this day, and, m spite 
of the aged cobwebs that festoon its dusky beams, appears still to await 
the labor of the carpenter and mason At one end of the room, m a recess, 
Yv^ere a numffier of barrels, piled one upon anothei, containing bundles of 
official documents Large quantities of similar rubbish lay lumbeiing the 
floor It was soriowful to think how many days and weeks and months 
and years of toil had been wasted on these musty papeis, which were now' 
only an encumbrance on earth, and were hidden away in this forgotten 
coiner, never more to be glanced at by human eyes But, then, what 
1 earns of other manuscripts filled not with the dulness of official formal- 
ities, but with the thought of inventive brains and the rich effusion of 
deep hearts had gone equally to oblivion, and that, moreovei, wnthout 
serving a purpose m their day, as these heaped-up papers had, and sad- 
dest of all without purchasing for their writers the comfortable liveli- 
hood which the cleiks of the Custom House had gained by these w'oithless 
scratchings of the peni Yet not altogether worthless, perhaps, as mater- 
ials of local history Here, no doubt, statistics of the former commerce of 
Salem might be discovered, and memorials of her princely merchants, 
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old King Derby, old Billy Gray, old Simon Forrester, and many 
another magnate in his day, whose powdered head, however, was scarcely 
in the tomb, before his mountain pile of wealth began to dwindle The 
founders of the greater part of the families which now compose the aris- 
tocracy of Salem might here be traced, from the petty and obscure begin- 
nings of their traffic, at periods generally much posterior to the Revolu- 
tion, upward to what their children look upon as long-established lank 

Prior to the Revolution, there is a dearth of records, the earlier docu- 
ments and archives of the Custom House having, probably, been carried 
off to Halifax, when all the King’s officials accompanied the British army 
in its flight from Boston It has often been a matter of regret with me, 
for, going back, perhaps, to the days of the Protectorate, those papers 
must have contained many references to forgotten or remembered men, 
and to antique customs, which would have affected me with the same 
pleasuie as when I used to pick up Indian arrow-heads in the field near 
the Old Manse 

But one idle and rainy day, it was my fortune to make a discovery of 
some little interest Poking and bui rowing into the heaped-up rubbish in 
the cornel , unfolding one and another document, and reading the names 
of vessels that had long ago foundered at sea or rotted at the wharves, 
and those of merchants never heard of now on ’Change, nor very readily 
decipherable on their mossy tombstones, glancing at such matters with 
the saddened, weary, half-reluctant interest which we bestow on the 
corpse of dead activity, and exerting my fancy, sluggish with little use, 
to laise up from dry bones an image of the old town’s brighter aspect, 
when India was a new region, and only Salem knew the way thither, I 
chanced to lay my hand on a small package, carefully done up in a piece 
of ancient yellow parchment This envelope had the air of an official 
record of some period long past, when clerks engrossed their stiff and for- 
mal chirography on more substantial materials than at piesent There 
was something about it that quickened an instinctive cuiiosity, and made 
me undo the faded red tape, that tied up the package, with the sense that 
a treasure would here be bi ought to light Unbending the rigid folds of 
the paichment cover I found it to be a commission, under the hand and 
seal of Governor Shirley, m favor of one Jonathan Pue, ^as Surveyor of I 
his Majesty’s Customs for the port of Salem, in the Province of IMassa- 1. 
chusetts Bay I remembered to have read (probably m Felt’s Annals) a 
notice of the decease of Mi Surveyor Pue, about fourscore years ago, 
and likewise, m a newspapei of recent times, an account of the digging up 
of his remains m the little graveyard of St Peter’s Church, during the 
renewal of that edifice Nothing, if I rightly call to mind, was left of my 
respected predecessor, save an imperfect skeleton, and some fragments of 
apparel, and a wig of majestic fiizzle, whicli, unlike the head that it once 
adorned, was in very satisfactory preservation But, on examining the 
papers which the parchment commission served to envelop, I found more 
traces of Mr Pue’s mental part, and the internal operations of his head, 
that the frizzled wig had contained of the venerable skull itself 
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They were documents, in short, not official, but of a private nature, or, 
at least, written in his private capacity, and apparently with his own 
hand I could account for their being included in the heap of Custom 
House lumber only by the fact that Mr Pue’s death had happened sud- 
denly, and that these papers, which he probably kept in his official desk, 
had never come to the knowledge of his heirs, or were supposed to relate 
to the business of the revenue On the transfer of the archives to Halifax 
this package, proving to be of no public concern, was left behind and had 
remained ever since unopened 

The ancient Surveyor being little molested, I suppose, at that early 
day, with business pertaining to his office seems to have devoted some of 
his many leisure hours to researches as a local antiquarian, and other 
inquisitions of a similar nature These supplied material for petty activ- 
ity to a mind that would otherwise have been eaten up with rust A portion 
of his facts, by the by, did me good service in the preparation of the article 
entitled ‘‘Main Street,” included in the third volume of this edition 
The remainder may perhaps be applied to purposes equally valuable 
hereafter, or not impossibly may be worked up, so far as they go, into a 
regular history of Salem, should my veneration for the natal soil ever im- 
pel me to so pious a task Meanwhile, they shall be at the command of 
any gentleman, mchned, and competent, to talce the unprofitable labor 
off my hands As a final disposition, I contemplate depositing them with 
the Essex Historical Society 

But tlie object that most diew my attention, in the mysterious pack- 
age, was a certain affair of fine red cloth, much worn and faded There 
were traces about it of gold embroidery, which, however, was greatly 
frayed and defaced, so that none, oi very little, of the glitter was left It 
had been wrought, as was easy to peiceive, with wonderful skill of needle- 
work, and the stitch (as I am assured by ladies conversant with such 
mysteries) gives evidence of a now forgotten ai t, not to be recovered even 
by the process of picking out the threads This rag of scarlet cloth, for 
time and wear and a sacrilegious moth had reduced it to little other than 
a rag, on careful examination, assumed the shape of a letter It was the 
capital letter A By an accurate measurement, each limb proved to be 
precisely thiee inches and a quarter in length It had been intended, there 
could be no doubt, as an ornamental article of dress, but how it was to be 
worn, or what rank, honor, and dignity, m by-past times, were signified 
by it, was a riddle which (so evanescent are the fashions of the world in 
these particulars) I saw little hope of solving And yet it strangely inter- 
ested me My eyes fastened themselves upon the old scarlet lettei, and 
would not be turned aside Certainly, there was some deep meaning m it, 
rnost woithy of interpretation, and which, as it were, streamed forth from 
the mystic symbol, subtly communicating itself to my sensibilities, but 
evading the analysis of my mind 

While thus perplexed and cogitating, among other hypotheses, 
w'hether the letter might not have been one of those decorations which the 
white men used to contrive, in order tn take the eyes of Indians, I hap- 
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pened to place it on my breast It seemed to me, the reader may smile, 
but must not doubt my word, it seemed to me, then, that I experienced 
a sensation not altogether physical, yet almost so, as of burning heat, and 
as if the letter were not of red cloth, but red-hot iron I shuddered, and 
involuntarily let it fall upon the floor 
In the absorbing contemplation of the scarlet letter, I had hitherto neg- 
lected to examine a small roll of dingy paper, around which it had been 
twisted This I noiv opened, and had the satisfaction to find, recorded by 
the old Suiw^eyor’s pen, a reasonably complete explanation of the whole 
affair There w^ere several foolscap sheets containing many particulars re- 
specting the life and conversation of one Hester Prynne, who appeared to 
have been rather a noteworth}'’ personage m the view of our ancestors 
She had flourished during the period beUveen the early days of Massa- 
chusetts and the close of the seventeenth century Aged persons, alive m 
the time of Mr Surveyor Pue, and from whose oral testimony he had 
made up his narrative, remembered her, m their youth, as a very old, but 
not decrepit w'oman, of a stately and solemn aspect It had been her 
habit, from an almost immemorial date, to go about the country as a kind 
of voluntary nurse, and doing whatever miscellaneous good she might, 
taking upon herself, likewise, to give advice m all matters, especially 
those of the heart, b}^ which means, as a person of such propensities in- 
evitably must, she gained from many people the leverence due to an 
angel, but I should imagine, w'as looked upon by others as an intruder and 
a nuisance Prying further into the manuscript, I found the lecord of 
other doings and sufferings of this singular woman, for most of which the 
reader is referred to the story entitled “The Scarlet Letter”, and it 
should be borne carefully in mind, that the main facts of that story are 
authorized and authenticated by the document of Mr Surveyor Pue The 
original papers, together with the scarlet letter itself, a most curious 
relic, are still in my possession, and shall be freely exhibited to whom- 
soever, induced by the great interest of the narrative, may desire a sight 
of them I must not be understood as affirming, that, in the dressing up of 
the tale, and imagining the motives and modes of passion that influenced 
the chaiacters who figuie in it, I have invariably confined myself within 
the limits of the old Surveyor’s half a dozen sheets of foolscap On the 
contrary, I have allowed myself, as to such points, nearly or altogether as 
much license as if the facts had been entirely of my own invention What 
I contend for is the authenticity of the outline 
This incident recalled my mind, m some degree, to its old track There 
seemed to be here the groundwork of a tale It impressed me as if the 
ancient Surveyor, in his garb of a hundred years gone by, and wearing his 
immortal wig, which was buried with him, but did not perish in the 
grave, had met me m the deserted chamber of the Custom House In his 
port was the dignity of one who had borne his Majesty’s commission, and 
who was therefore illuminated by a ray of the splendor that shone so 
dazzhngly about the throne How unlike, alas' the hang-dog look of a 
republican official, who, as the servant of the people, feels himself less 
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than the least, and below the lowest, of his masters With his own ghostly 
hand, the obscurely seen but majestic figure had imparted to me the scar- 
let symbol, and the little roll of explanatoiy manuscript With his own 
ghostly voice he had exhoited me, on the sacred consideration of my filial 
duty and reverence towards him, who might reasonably regard himself 
as my official ancestor, to bring his mouldy and moth-eaten lucubra- 
tions before the public “Do this,” said the ghost of Mr Surveyor Pue, 
emphatically nodding the head that looked so imposing vithin its mem- 
01 able wig, “do this, and the profit shall be all your own' You will 
shortly need it, for it is not in your days as it vas in mine, when a man’s 
office was a life-lease, and oftentimes an heirloom But, I charge you, in 
this matter of old Mistress Prynne, give to your predecessor’s memory 
the credit w'hicli will be rightfully due'” And I said to the ghost of Mr 
Surveyor Pue, “I will' ” 

On Hester Prynne’s story, therefore, I bestowed much Uioiight It was 
the subject of my meditations for many an houi, while pacing to and fro 
across my room, or traversing, with a hundred-fold repetition, the long 
extent from the front-door of the Custom House to the side-enti ance, and 
back again Great w'ere the weariness and annoyance of the old Inspector 
and the Weighers and Gaugers, whose slumbers were disturbed by the 
unmercifully lengthened tramp of my passing and returning footsteps 
Remembering their own former habits, they used to say that the Sur- 
veyor was walking the quarter-deck They pi obably fancied that mj'’ sole 
object and, indeed, the sole object for w'hich a sane man could ever put 
himself into voluntary motion was, to get an appetite for dinner And 
to say the truth, an appetite, sharpened by the east wund that generally 
blew along the passage, was the only valuable result of so much inde- 
fatigable exercise So little adapted is the atmosphere of a Custom House 
to the delicate harvest of fancy and sensibility, that, had I remained there 
through ten Presidencies yet to come, I doubt whether the tale of “The 
Scarlet Letter” would ever have been brought before the public eye My 
imagination was a tarnished mirror It wmuld not reflect, or only with 
miserable dimness, the figures with w'hich I did my best to people it The 
characters of the narrative would not be warmed and rendered malleable 
by any heat that I could kindle at my intellectual forge They would take 
neither the glow of passion nor the tenderness of sentiment, but retained 
all the rigidity of dead corpses, and stared me in the face with a fixed and 
ghastly grin of contemptuous defiance “What have you to do wuth us^’ 
that expression seemed to say “The little power you might once have pos 
sessed over the tribe of unrealities is gone! You have bartered it for a pit- 
tance of the public gold Go, then, and earn your wages'” In short, the 
almost torpid creatures of my own fancy twitted me with imbecility, and 
not without fair occasion 

It was not merely during the three hours and a half which Uncle Sam 
c aimed as his share of my daily life, that this wretched numbness held 
possession of me It went with me on my sea-shore walks, and rambles 
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into the country, whenever which was seldom and reluctantly I be- 
' stirred myself to seek that invigorating charm of Nature, which used to 
give me such freshness and activity of thought, the moment that I step- 
ped across the threshold of the Old IManse The same torpor, as regarded 
the capacity for intellectual effort, accompanied me home, and weighed 
upon me in the chamber which I most absurdly termed my study Noi did 
it quit me, when, late at night, I sat in the deseited parlor, lighted only by 
the glimmering coal-fire and the moon, striving to picture forth imaginary 
scenes, which, the next day, might flow out on the brightening page m 
many-hued description 

If the imaginative faculty refused to act at such an houi, it might v/ell 
be deemed a hopeless case Moonlight, in a familiai room, falling so white 
upon the caipet, and showing all its figures so distinctly, making every 
object so minutely visible, yet so unlike a moining or noontide visibility, 

IS a medium the most suitable for a romance-writer to get acquainted 
\wth his illusive guests There is the little domestic sceneiy of the well- 
known apartment, the chairs with each its separate individuality, the 
centre-table, sustaining a work-basket, a volume or two, and an extin- 
guished lamp, the sofa, the bookcase, the picture on the wall, all these 
details, so completely seen, are so spiritualized by the unusual light, that 
they seem to lose their actual substance, and become things of intellect 
Nothing IS too small or too triflmg to undergo this change, and acquire 
dignity thereby A child’s shoe, the doll, seated in her little vicker car- 
nage, the hobby-horse, whatever, in a word, has been used or played 
with, during the day, is now invested with a quality of strangeness and 
remoteness, though still almost as vividly present as by daylight Thus, 
therefore, the floor of our familiar room has become a neutial territory, 
somewhere between the real world and fairy-land, where the Actual and 
the Imaginary may meet, and each imbue itself with the nature of the 
other Ghosts might enter heie, without affrighting us It would be too 
much in keeping with the scene to excite surprise, were we to look about 
us and discovei a form beloved, but gone hence, now sitting quietly m a 
streak of this magic moonshine, with an aspect that would make us doubt 
whether it had returned from afar, or had never once stirred from our fire- 
side 

The somewhat dim coal-fire has an essential influence m producing the 
effect which I would describe It throws its unobtrusive tinge throughout 
the room, with a faint ruddiness upon the walls and ceiling, and a re- 
flected gleam from the polish of the furniture This warmer light mingles 
itself with the cold spirituality of the moonbeams, and communicates, as 
It were, a heart and sensibilities of human tenderness to the forms which 
fancy summons up It converts them from snow-images into men and 
women Glancing at the looking-glass, we behold deep within its 
haunted verge the smouldering glow of the half-extinguished anthracite, 
the white moonbeams on the floor, and a repetition of all the gleam and 
shadow of the picture, with one remove further from the actual, and 
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nearer to the imaginative Then, at such an hour, and with this scene be- 
fore him, if a man, sitting all alone, cannot dream strange things, and 
make them look like truth, he need never try to wiite romances 

But, for myself, during the whole of my Custom House experience, 
moonlight and sunshine, and the glow of fiielight, were just alilce in my 
regard, and neither of them was of one whit more avail than the twinkle 
of a tallow-candle An entire class of susceptibilities, and a gift connected 
with tliem, of no great richness or value, but the best I had, was gone 
from me 

It IS my belief, however, that, had I attempted a different order of com- 
position, my faculties would not have been found so pointless and ineffi- 
cacious I might, for instance, have contented myself with writing out the 
narratives of a veteran shipmastei, one of the Inspectors, whom I should 
be most ungrateful not to mention, since scarcely a day passed that he 
did not stir me to laughter and admiration by his marvellous gifts as a 
story-teller Could I have pieserved the picturesque force of his style, and 
the humorous coloring which natuie taught him how to throw over hu 
descriptions, the result, I honestly believe, would have been something 
new in literature Or I might readily have found a more serious task II 
was a folly, with the materiality of this daily life pressing so intrusively 
upon me, to attempt to fling myself back into another age^ or to insist or 
creating the semblance of a world out of airy matter, •when, at every mo- 
ment, the impalpable beauty of my soap-bubble was broken by the rude 
contact of some actual circumstance The wiser effort would have been tc 
diffuse thought and imagination through the opaque substance of to-day 
and thus to make it a bright transparency, to spiritualize the burden that 
began to weigh so heavily, to seek, resolutely, tlie true and indestructible 
value that lay hidden in the petty and wearisome incidents, and ordinary 
characters, with which I was now conversant The fault was mine The 
page of life that was spread out before me seemed dull and commonplace 
only because I had not fathomed its deeper import A better book than 1 
shall ever write was there , leaf after leaf presenting itself to me, just as i) 
was written out by the realty of the flittmg hour, and vanishing as fast ai 
written, only because my brain wanted the insight and my hand the cun- 
ning to transcribe it At some future day, it may be, I shall remember a 
few scattered fragments and broken paiagraphs, and write them do'wn, 
and find the letters turn to gold upon the page 
These perceptions have come too late At the instant, I was only con- 
scious that what would have been a pleasure once was now a hopeless toil 
There was no occasion to make much moan about tins state of affairs 3 
had ceased to be a •writer of tolerably poor tales and essays, and had be- 
3- tolerably good Surveyor of the Customs That was all But, never- 
theless, it IS anything but agreeable to be haunted by^^ a suspicion that 
ones intellect is d^windling away, or exhaling, without your conscious- 
ness, like ether out of a phial , so that, at every glance, you find a smaller 
and less volatile residuum Of the fact there could be no doubt, and. 
examining myself and others, I was led to conclusions, in reference to the 
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effect of public office on the charactei, not veiy favorable to the mode of 
life in question In some other form, perhaps, I may hereafter develop 
these effects Suffice it here to say, that a Custom House officer, of long 
continuance, can hardly be a very praiseworthy or respectable personage, 
for many reasons, one of them, the tenure by which he holds his situ- 
ation, and another, the very nature of his busmess, which though, I 
trust, an honest one is of such a sort that he does not share in the united 
effort of mankind 

An effect which I believe to be observable, more or less, in every in- 
dividual who has occupied the position is, that, while he leans on the 
mighty arm of the Republic, his own proper strength departs from him 
He loses, in an extent proportioned to the weakness or force of his original 
nature, the capability of self-support If he possess an unusual share of 
native energy, or the enervating magic of place do not operate too long 
upon him, his forfeited powers may be redeemable The ejected officer 
fortunate in the unkindly shove that sends him forth betimes to struggle 
amid a struggling world may return to himself, and become all that he 
has ever been But this seldom happens He usually keeps his ground just 
long enough for his own rum, and is then thrust out, with smews all un- 
strung, to totter along the difficult foot-path of life as he best may Con- 
scious of his own infirmity, that his tempered steel and elasticity are 
lost, he forever afterwards looks wistfully about him in quest of support 
external to himself His pervading and continual hope a hallucination 
which, in the face of all discouragement, and making light of impossibili- 
ties, haunts him while he lives, and, I fancy, like the convulsive throes of 
the cholera, toiments him for a brief space after death is that finally, 
and m no long time, by some happy coincidence of circumstances, he shall 
be lestored to office This faith, more than anything else, steals the pith 
and availability out of whatever enterprise he may dream of undertak- 
ing Why should he toil and moil, and be at so much tiouble to pick him- 
self up out of the mud, when, m a little while hence, the strong arm of his 
Uncle will raise and support him? Why should he work for his living here, 
or go to dig gold in California, when he is so soon to be made happy, at 
monthly intervals, with a little pile of glittering com out of his Uncle’s 
pocket? It is sadly curious to observe how slight a taste of office suffices 
to infect a poor fellow with this singular disease Uncle Sam’s gold 
meaning no disrespect to the worthy old gentleman has, m this respect, 
a quality of enchantment like that of the Devil’s wages Whoever touches 
it should look well to himself, or he may find the bargain to go hard 
against him, involving, if not his soul, yet many of its better attributes, 
its sturdy force, its courage and constancy, its truth, its self-reliance, and 
all that gives the emphasis to manly character 

Here was a fine prospect in the distance i Not that the Surveyor 
brought the lesson home to himself, or admitted that he could be so utter- 
ly undone, either by continuance in office or ejectment Yet my reflections 
were not the most comfortable I began to grow melancholy and restless, 
continually prying into my mind, to discover which of its poor properties 
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weie gone, and what degree of detriment had already accrued to the re- 
mainder I endeavored to calculate how much longer I could stay in the 
Custom House, and yet go forth a man To confess the truth, it was my 
gieatest apprehension, as it would never be a measure of policy to turn 
out so quiet an individual as myself, and it being hardly in the nature of 
a public officer to resign, it was my chief trouble, therefore, that I was 
likely to grow gray and decrepit in the Surveyorship, and become much 
such another animal as the old Inspectoi Might it not, in the tedious 
lapse of official life that lay before me, finally be with me as it was with 
this venerable friend, to make the dinner-hour the nucleus of the day, 
and to spend the rest of it, as an old dog spends it, asleep in the sunshine 
or in the shaded A dieaiy look-forw'ard this, for a man who felt it to be 
the best definition of happiness to live throughout the whole range of his 
faculties and sensibilities' But, all this w'hile, I was giving myself very 
unnecessary alarm Providence had meditated better things for me than 
I could possibly imagine for myself 

A lemarkable event of the third year of my Surveyorship to adopt the 
tone of “P P ” was the election of General Taylor to the Presidency 
It is essential, in older to a complete estimate of the advantages of offi- 
cial life, to view the incumbent at the incoming of a hostile administra- 
tion His position IS then one of the most singulaily irksome, and, in every 
contingency, disagreeable, that a wretched mortal can possibly occupy, 
with seldom an alteinative of good, on either hand, although what pre- 
sents itself to him as the w'orst event may very probably be the best But 
It is a strange experience, to a man of pride and sensibility, to know that 
his interests are within the contiol of individuals wffio neither love nor 
understand him, and by whom, since one or the other must needs happen, 
he would rather be injured than obliged Strange, too, for one who has 
kept his calmness throughout the contest, to observe the blood thirstiness 
that IS developed in the hour of triumph, and to be conscious that he is 
himself among its oojects' There aie few ugliei traits of human nature 
than this tendency which I now witnessed in men no wmrse than their 
neighbors to grow cruel, merely because they possessed the powder of in- 
flicting harm If the guillotine, as applied to office holders, were a liteial 
fact instead of one of the most apt of metaphors, it is my sincere belief 
that the active members of the victorious party were sufficiently excited 
to have chopped off all our heads, and have thanked Heaven foi the op- 
portunity! It appears to me who have been a calm and curious ob- 
seiver, as well m victory as defeat that this fierce and bitter spirit of 
malice and revenge has nevei distinguished the many triumphs of my owm 
party as it now did that of the Whigs The Democrats take the offices, as 
a general rule, because they need them, and because the practice of many 
years has made it the law of political warfare, which, unless a different 
^stem be proclaimed, it were wealcness and cowardice to murmur at 
ut the long habit of victory has made them generous They know how 

o spare, when they see occasion, and when they strike, the axe may be 
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sharp, indeed, but its edge is seldom poisoned with ill-will, nor is it their 
custom ignominiously to kick the head which they have just struck off 

In short, unpleasant as was my predicament, at best, I saw much rea- 
son to congratulate myself that I was on the losing side, rather tlian the 
triumphant one If, heretofore, I had been none of tlie warmest of par- 
tisans, I began now, at tins season of peril and adversity, to be pretty 
acutely sensible with which part}’- my predilections lay, nor was it with- 
out something like regret and shame, that, according to a reasonable cal- 
culation of chances, I saw my own prospect of retaining office to be better 
than those of my Democratic brethren But who can see an inch into 
futurity be3^ond his nose? ]\Iy own head was the first that fell ' 

The moment when a man’s head drops off is seldom or never, I am in- 
clmed to think, precisel}’- the most agreeable of his life Nevertheless, like 
the greater part of our misfortunes, even so serious a contingency brings 
its remedy and consolation v ith it, if the sufferer will but maJce the best, 
rather than tlie worst, of the accident which has befallen him In my par- 
ticular case, the consolatory topics were close at hand, and, indeed, had 
suggested themselves to my meditations a considerable time before it was 
requisite to use them In view of my previous weariness of office, and 
vague thoughts of resignation, my fortune somewhat resembled that of 
a person who should entertain an idea of committing suicide, and, al- 
though beyond his hopes, meet with the good hap to be murdered In the 
Custom House, as before m the Old IManse, I had spent three years, a 
term long enough to rest a veary brain, long enough to break off old in- 
tellectual habits and make room for new ones , long enough, and too long, 
to have lived in an unnatural state, doing what vas really of no ad- 
vantage nor delight to any human being, and withholding myself from 
toil that would, at least, have stilled an unquiet impulse m me Then, 
moreover, as legarded his unceremonious ejectment, the late Surveyor 
was not altogether ill-pleased to be recognized by the "WTiigs as an enemy, 
since his inactivity in political affairs his tendency to roam, at will, m 
that broad and quiet field where all mankind may meet, rather than con- 
fine himself to those narrow paths where brethren of tlie same household 
must diverge fiom one another had sometimes made it questionable 
with his brother Democrats whether he was a friend Now, after he had 
won the crown of martyrdom (though with no longer a head to wear it 
on), the point might be looked upon as settled Finally, little heroic as he 
was, it seemed more decorous to be overthrown m the dovmfall of the 
party with which he had been content to stand, than to remain a f 01 lorn 
survivor, when so many worthier men were falling, and, at last, after sub- 
sisting for four years on the mercy of a hostile administration, to be com- 
pelled then to define his position anew, and claim the yet more humiliat- 
ing mercy of a friendly one 

Meanwhile the press had taken up my affair, and kept me, for a week 
or two, careering through the public prints, m my decapitated state, like 
Irving’s Headless Horseman, ghastly and grim, and longing to be buried. 
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as a politically dead man ought So much for my figurative self The real 
human being, all this time with his head safely on his shoulders, had 
brought himself to the comfortable conclusion that everything was for 
the best, and, making an investment m ink, paper, and steel-pens, had 
opened his long-disused writing-desk, and was again a literary man 
Now it was that the lucubrations of my ancient predecessor, Mr Sur- 
veyor Pue, came into play Rusty thiough long idleness, some little space 
was requisite before my intellectual machinery could be brought to work 
upon the tale, with an effect in any degree satisfactory. Even yet, though 
my thoughts were ultimately much absoibed m the task, it wears, to my 
eye a stern and sombre aspect, too much ungladdened by genial sun- 
shine, too little revealed by the tender and familiar influences which 
soften almost every scene of nature and real life, and, undoubtedly, 
should soften every picture of them This uncaptivating effect is perhaps 
due to the period of hardly accomplished revolution, and still seething 
till moil, m which the story shaped itself It is no indication, how'ever, of 
a lack of cheerfulness in the waiter’s mind, for he was happier, while 
stiaymg through the gloom of these sunless fantasies, than at any time 
since he had quitted the Old hlanse Some of the briefer articles, which 
contribute to make up the volume, have likewise been wTitten since my 
involuntary withdraw'al from the toils and honors of public life, and the 
remainder are gleaned from annuals and magazines of such antique date 
that they have gone round the circle, and come back to novelty again ^ 
Keeping up the metaphor of the political guillotine, the whole may be 
considered as the Posthumous Papers or a Decapitated Surveyor, 
and the sketch which I am now bringing to a close, if too autobiographi- 
cal for a modest person to publish m his lifetime, w ill readily be excused 
in a gentleman who writes from beyond the grave Peace be w’lth all the 
world' My blessing on my friends* My forgiveness to my enemies* For I 
am in the realm of quiet* 

The life of the Custom House lies like a dream behind me The old In- 
spector, who, by the by, I regret to say, was overthrown and killed by 
a horse, some time ago, else he would certainly have lived forever, he, 
and all those other venerable personages who sat wuth him at the receipt 
of custom, are but shadows m my view, white-headed and wrinkled 
images, which my fancy used to sport with, and has now flung aside for- 
ever The merchants, Pingree, Phillips, Shepard, Upton, Kimball, 
Bertram, Hunt, these, and many other names, w^hich had such a classic 
familiarity for my ear six months ago, these men of traffic, w'ho seemed 
to occupy so important a position in the world, how little time has it re- 
quired to disconnect me from them all, not merely in act, but recollec- 
tion* It IS with an effort that I recall the figures and appellations of these 
jew Soon, likewise, my old native town will loom upon me through the 
naze of memory, a mist brooding over and around it, as if it were no 

7 writing this article, the author intended to publish, along with 

^e«er, several shorter tales and sketches These it has been thought 
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portion of the real earth, but an overgrown village in cloud-land, with 
only imaginary inhabitants to people its wooden houses, and walk its 
homely lanes, and the unpicturesque prolixity of its mam street Hence- 
forth it ceases to be a reality of my life I am a citizen of somewhere else 
My good toiTOspeople will not much i egret me, for though it has been 
as dear an object as any, in m}^ literary effoits, to be of some impoitance 
m their eyes, and to win myself a pleasant memory in this abode and 
burial-place of so many of my forefathers thei 6 has never been, foi me, 
the genial atmosphere which a literary man requires, m order to ripen the 
best harvest of his mind I shall do better amongst other faces, and these 
familiar ones, it need hardly be said, will do just as well without me 
It may be, however, oh, transporting and triumphant thought' 
that the great-grandchildren of the present race may sometimes think 
kmdly of the scribbler of bygone days, when the antiquaiy of days to 
come, among the sites memorable in the town’s history, shall point out 
the locality of The Town Pump ' 
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The Prison-Door 

A THRONG of bearded men, in sad-colored garments, and gray, steeple- 
crowned hats, intermixed with women, some wearing hoods and others 
bareheaded, was assembled in front of a wooden edifice, the door of which 
was heavily timbered with oak, and studded with iron spikes 

The founders of a new colony, whatever Utopia of human virtue and 
happiness they might originally project, have invariably recognized it 
among their earliest practical necessities to allot a portion of the virgin 
soil as a cemetery, and another portion as the site of a prison In accord- 
ance with this rule, it may safely be assumed that the forefathers of Bos- 
ton had built the first prison-house somewhere in the vicinity of Cornhill, 
almost as seasonably as they marked out the first burial-ground, on Isaac 
Johnson’s lot, and round about his grave, which subsequently became the 
nucleus of all the congregated sepulchres in the old churchyard of King’s 
Chapel Certain it is, that, some fifteen or twenty years after the settle- 
ment of the town, the wooden jail was already marked vith weather- 
stains and other indications of age, which gave a yet darker aspect to its 
beetle-browed and gloomy front The rust on the ponderous iron-work of 
Its oaken door looked more antique than anything else m the New World 
Like all that pertains to crime, it seemed never to have known a youth- 
ful era Before this ugly edifice, and between it and the wheel-track of the 
stieet, was a grass-plot, much overgrown with burdock, pigi\eed, apple- 
peru, and such unsightly vegetation, which evidently found something 
congenial m the soil that had so early borne the black flower of civilized 
society, a prison But, on one side of the portal, and rooted almost at the 
threshold, was a wild rose-bush, covered, m this month of June, with its 
delicate gems, which might be imagined to offer their fragrance and 
fragile beauty to the prisoner as he went in, and to the condemned crim- 
inal as he came forth to his doom, in token that the deep heart of Na- 
ture could pity and be kind to him 

This rose-bush, by a strange chance, has been kept alive m history, but 
whether it had merely survived out of the stern old unlderness, so long 
after the fall of the gigantic pines and oaks that originally overshadowed 
it, or whether, as there is fair authority for believing, it had sprung up 
under the footsteps of the sainted Anne Hutchinson, as she entered the 
prison-door, we shall not take upon us to determine Finding it so di- 
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rectly on the threshold of our narratuc, which is now about to issue from 
that inauspicious portal, wc could hardly do olhciwi'^e than pluck one of 
its flowers, and present it to the readei It ina}* ser\e, let us hope, to 53^11- 
bolize some sweet moral blossom, that may be found along the track, or 
relieve the darkening dose of a tale of human frailty and sorrow . 


ir 

T n n M An K n -Pl \ ci: 

Tiin grass-plot before the jail, in Piison Lane, on a certain summei morn- 
ing not less than two centuries aao was occupied bv a piettv’- large num- 
ber of the inhabitants of Boston all willi their 0305 )ntentl3 fastened on 
the iron-ckimped oaken door \mone‘'t ain other population, or at a later 
period in the historx of Xcv. Endand the grim rigidit3 that petiificd the 
bearded pin ‘^lomiomie.-' of thc‘'e good people "oiild have augured ‘^omc 
awful binines': in hand It could ha\c betokened nothing shoit of the an- 
ticipated cNcculion of ‘Joinc noted culpiit on whom the sentence of a legal 
tribunal had been confirmed the \erdict of public <;cntiment But, in that 
earl3’ se\crit\^ of the Puiitan character an inference of this kind coukJ 
not so indubitably be drawn It might be that a sluggish bond-sei\ant or 
an undutiful child, whom hn parents had gnen o\ei to the civil author- 
it3’', was to be collected at the wliipping-j^ost It might be, that an Anti- 
nomian, a Quaker, or other hcteiodo\ rehgionnt was to be scouiged out 
of the towm, or an idle and \agrant Indian whom the white man’s fire- 
w^atcr had made riotous about the streets, was to be dinen with stupes 
into the shadow of the forest It might be, too, that a witch, like old Mis- 
tress Hibbins, the bittcr-tempeicfl widow of the magistiate, was to die 
upon the gallows In eithci case, there w’as vcr3'^ much the same solemnity 
of demeanor on the part of the spectators, as befitted a people amongst 
whom religion and law w'cre <ilmost identical, and in whose character botli 
wwe so thoroughh^ interfused, that the mildest and the severest acts of 
public discipline w'cre alike made \cncrable and awdul hleagie, indeed, 
and cold w’as the S3mipath3^ that a transgressor might look foi from such 
by-standers, at the scaffold On the other hand, a penalty, wdiich, in oin 
days, w'ould infei a degree of mocking infamy and ridicule, might then be 
invested with almost as stern a dignity as the punishment of death itself 
It was a circumstance to be noted, on the summer morning wdien our 
story begins its course, that the w'omen, of wdiom there were several m 
the crowd, appeared to take a peculiar interest m wdiatever penal inflic- ^ 
"lion might be expected to ensue The age had not so much refinement, 
that any sense of impropriety restrained the w'earers of petticoat and 
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farthingale from stepping foith into the public ways, and wedging their 
not unsubstantial persons, if occasion were, into the throng nearest to 
the scaffold at an execution Morally, as well as materially, there was a 
coarser fibre m those wives and maidens of old English biith and breed- 
ing, than m their fair descendants, separated from them by a series of six 
or seven generations, for, throughout that chain of ancestry, eveiy suces- 
sive mother has transmitted to her child a fainter bloom, a more delicate 
and briefer beauty, and a slighter physical fiame, if not a character of 
less force and solidity, than her own The vomen who were now standing 
about the prison-dooi stood within less than half a century of the period 
when the man-like Elizabeth had been the not altogether unsuitable rep- 
resentative of the sex They were her countrywomen . and the beef and 
ale of their native land, with a moral diet not a whit more refined, entered 
largely into their composition The bright morning sun, therefoie, shone 
on broad shoulders and well-developed busts, and on round and ruddy 
cheeks, that had ripened m the far-off island, and had hardly yet grown 
paler or thinnei m the atmosphere of New England There was, moreover, 
a boldness and rotundity of speech among these matrons, as most of them 
seemed to be, that would startle us at the present day, whether in respect 
to Its purport or its volume of tone 

“Goodwives,” said a hard-featuied dame of fifty, “I’ll tell ye a piece of 
my mind It would be greatly for the public behoof, if e women, being of 
mature age and church-members m good repute, should have the hand- 
ling of such malefactresses as this Hester Prynne What think 3^e, gos- 
sips^ If the hussy stood up for judgment before us five, that are now here 
in a knot together, would she come off with such a sentence as the wor- 
shipful magistrates have awarded? Marry, I trow not’ ” 

“People say,” said another, “that the Reverend Master Dimmesdale, 
her godly pastor, talces it very grievously to heart that such a scandal 
should have come upon his congregation ” 

“The magistrates are God-fearing gentlemen, but merciful overmuch, 
that is a truth,” added a third autumnal matron “At the very least, 
they should have put the brand of a hot iron on Hester Prynne’s fore- 
head Madam Hester would have winced at that, I warrant me But she, 
the haughty baggage, little will she care what they put upon the 
bodice of her gown’ Why, look you, she may cover it with a brooch, or 
such lilce heathenish adornment, and so walk the streets as brave as 
ever’” v 

“Ah, but,” interposed, more softly, a young wife, holding a child by 
the hand, “let her cover the mark as she wiU, the pans of it will be always 
in her heart ” 

What do we talk of marks and brands, whether on the bodice of her 
go'TO, or the flesh of her forehead?” cried another female, the ugliest as 
well as the most pitiless of these self-constituted judges “This woman has 
rought shame upon us all, and ought to die Is there not law for it^ 
ruly, there is, both m the Scripture and the statute-book Then let the 
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magistrates, who have made it of no effect, thank themselves if their own 
wives and daughters go astraj^’ ” 

“]\Iercy on us, goodwife,” exclaimed a man in the crowd, “is there no 
virtue in woman, save nhat springs from a wholesome fear of the gallows? 
That IS tlie haidest word yet' Hush, now gossips' for the lock is turning 
in the prison-door and heie comes jMistress Prynne herself ” 

The door of the jail being flung open from within, there appeared, in 
the first place, like a black shadow emerging into sunshine, the grim and 
gristy presence of the tomi-beadle, nitli a snord by his side, and his stafi 
of office in his hand This personage prefigiiied and represented in his as- 
pect the whole dismal severity of the Puritanic code of lav, uliich it vas 
his business to administer m its final and closest application to the of- 
fender Stretching foith the official staff m his left hand, he laid his light 
upon the shoulder of a young noman, whom he thus drew fornard, until, 
on the threshold of the prison-dooi, she repelled him, b}’’ an action marlicd 
with natural dignity and force of character, and stepped into the open air 
as if by her own free mil She bore in her amis a child, a baby of some 
three months old, who winked and turned aside its little face fiom the 
too vivid light of day, because its existence, heretofore, had brought it 
acquainted only with the gray tmlight of a dungeon, or other darksome 
apartment of the prison 

When the young woman the mother of this child stood fully re- 
vealed before the croud, it seemed to be her fiist impulse to clasp the in- 
fant closely to her bosom , not so much by an impulse of motherl}’- affec- 
tion, as that she might thereby conceal a certain token, which was 
wrought or fastened into her dress In a moment, however, wnsel}’’ judging 
that one token of her shame would but poorly serve to hide another, she 
took the baby on her arm, and, with a burning blush, and yet a haught}’’ 
smile, and a glance that w^ould not be abashed, looked around at her 
townspeople and neighbors On the breast of her gowm, in fine-red cloth, 
surrounded with an elaborate embroidery and fantastic flourishes of gold- 
thread, appeared the letter A It w^as so artistically done, and with so 
much fertility and gorgeous luxuriance of fancy, that it had all the eflect 
of a last and fitting decoration to the apparel winch she w'ore, and winch 
was of a splendor in accordance with the taste of the age, but gieatly be- 
yond what w^as allow^ed by the sumptuaiy legulations of the colony 
The young woman was tall, with a figure of perfect elegance on a large 
scale She had dark and abundant hair, so glossy that it thi ew off the sun- 
shine with a gleam, and a face which, besides being beautiful from legu- 
larity of feature and richness of complexion, had the impressiveness be- 
longing to a marked blow and deep black eyes She w^as lady-like, too, 
after the manner of the feminine gentility of those days, characteiized 
by a certain state and dignity, rather than by the delicate, evanescent, 
and indescribable grace, which is now recognized as its indication A.nd 
never had Hester Prynne appeared more lady-like, m the antique inter- 
pretation of the term, than as she issued from the prison Those wlio had 
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before known her, and had expected to behold her dimmed and obscured 
by a disastrous cloud, were astonished, and even startled, to perceive how 
her beauty shone out, and made a halo of the misfortune and ignominy 
in which she was enveloped It may be true, that, to a sensitive observer, 
there was something exquisitely painful in it Her attiic, which, indeed, 
she had wi ought for the occasion, m prison, and had modelled much after 
her own fancy, seemed to express the attitude of her spirit, the desperate 
recklessness of her mood, by its wnld and pictuiesque peculiarity But the 
pouit which drew^ all eyes, and, as it w'eie, tiansfigured the wearci, so 
that both men and wmmen, w'ho had been familiarly acquainted wath 
Hestei Prynne, were now' impressed as if they beheld her for the first 
time, was that Scarlet Letter, so fantastically embroideied and il- 
luminated upon her bosom It had the efiect of a spell, taking hei out 
of the oidinaiy relations wath humanity, and enclosing her in a sphere by 
herself 

‘^She hath good skill at hei needle, that’s certain,” lemarked one of her 
female spectators, “but did ever a w'oman, befoie this brazen huzry, con- 
trive such a way of showang it' Why, gossips, w'hat is it but to laugh in 
the faces of our godly magistrates, and make a pride out of what they, 
worthy gentlemen, meant for a punishment?” 

“It w'ere w'ell,” muttered the most iion-visaged of the old dames, “if 
we stripped Madam Hester’s iich gowm off her dainty shoulders, and as 
for the red letter, wdiich she hath stitched so curiously, I’ll bestow' a rag 
of mine oivn rheumatic flannel, to make a fitter one ' ” 

“Oh, peace, neighbors, peace'” wdiispered their youngest companion, 
“do not let her hear you' Not a stitch in that embroidered letter, but she 
has felt it in her heart ” 

The grim beadle now made a gesture wnth his staff 
“Make w'ay, good people, make w'ay, m the King’s name ' ” cried he 
“Open a passage, and, I promise ye, Mistress Prynne shall be set wdiere 
man, w'oman, and child may have a fan sight of her brave apparel, from 
this time till an hour past meridian A blessing on the righteous Colon}’ 
of the Massachusetts, where iniquity is dragged out into the sunshine' 
Come along, Madam Hester, and show your scarlet letter in the market- 
place' ” 

A lane was forthwith opened through the crowd of spectators Preceded 
by the beadle, and attended by an irregular procession of stern-bi ow’ed 
men and unkindly visaged women, Hester Prynne set forth tow’ards the 
place appointed for her punishment A crow’d of eager and curious school- 
boys, understanding little of the matter in hand, except that it gave them 
a half-holiday, ran before her progress, turning their heads continually to 
stare into her face, and at the winking baby m hei arms, and at the ig- 
noimnious letter on her breast It was no great distance, in those days, 
irom the prison-door to the market-place Measured by the prisoner’s ex- 
perience, however, it might be reckoned a journey of some length, for, 
augnty as her demeanor was, she perchance underwent an agony from 
every footstep of those that thronged to see her, as if her heart had been 
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flung into the street for them all to spurn and trample upon. In our na- 
ture, however, there is a provision, alike marvellous and merciful, that 
the sufferer should never know the intensity of what he endures by its 
present torture, but chiefly by the pang that rankles after it With almost 
a serene deportment, therefore, Hester Prynne passed through this por- 
tion of her ordeal, and came to a sort of scaffold, at the western extiemity 
of the market-place It stood nearly beneath the eaves of Boston’s earliest 
church, and appeared to be a fixture there 

In fact, this scaffold constituted a portion of a penal machine, which 
now, for two or three generations past, has been merely historical and 
traditionary among us, but was held, m the old time, to be as effectual an 
agent, in the promotion of good citizenship, as ever was the guillotine 
among the terrorists of France It was, m short, the platform of the pil- 
loiy, and above it rose the framework of that instrument of discipline, so 
fashioned as to confine the human head in its tight grasp, and thus hold- 
ing it up to the public gaze The very ideal of ignominy was embodied and 
made manifest m this contrivance of wood and iron There can be no out- 
rage, methinks, against our common nature, whatever be the delinquen- 
cies of the individual, no outrage more flagrant than to forbid the cul- 
prit to hide his face for shame, as it was the essence of this punishment to 
do In Hester Prynne’s instance, howevei, as not unfrequently m othei 
cases, her sentence bore, that she should stand a certain time upon the 
platform, but without undergoing that gripe about the neck and confine- 
ment of the head, the proneness to which was the most devilish charac- 
teristic of this ugly engine Knowing well her part, she ascended a flight 
of wooden steps, and was thus displayed to the surrounding multitude, at 
about the height of a man’s shoulders above the street 

Had there been a Papist among the crowd of Puritans, he might have 
seen in this beautiful woman, so picturesque m her attire and mien, and 
with the infant at her bosom, an object to remind him of the image of Di- 
vine Maternity, which so many illustrious painters have vied with one an- 
other to represent, something which should remind him, indeed, but only 
by contrast, of that sacred image of sinless motherhood, whose infant was 
to redeem the world Here, there was the taint of deepest sm in the most 
sacred quality of human life, working such effect, that the world was only 
the darker for this woman’s beauty, and the more lost for the infant that 
she had home 

The scene was not without a mixture of awe, such as must always in- 
vest the spectacle of guilt and shame in a fellow-creature, before society 
shall have grown corrupt enough to smile, instead of shuddering, at it. 
The witnesses of Hester Prynne’s disgrace had not yet passed beyond their 
simplicity They were'stern enough to look upon her death, had that been 
the sentence, without a murmur at its severity, but had none of the heart- 
lessness of another social state, which would find only a theme for jest in 
an exhibition like the present Even had there been a disposition to turn 
the matter into ridicule, it must have been repressed and overpowered by 
the solemn presence of men no less dignified than the Governor, and sev- 
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eral of his counsellors, a judge, a general and the mmisteis of the town > all 
of whom sat or stood in a balcony of the meeting-house, looking down 
upon the platform When such personages could constitute a part of the 
spectacle, without risking the majesty or revcience of lank and office, it 
was safely to be inferred that the infliction of a legal sentence would have 
an earnest and effectual meaning Accordingly, the crowd ivas sombre and 
grave The unhappy culpiit sustained herself as best a woman might, 
under the heavy weight of a thousand unrelenting eyes, all fastened 
upon her, and concentrated at hei bosom It w'as almost intolerable to be 
borne Of an impulsive and passionate nature, she had fortified herself to 
encounter the stings and venomous stabs of public contumely, wreaking 
itself in every vaiiety of insult, but there w'as a quality so much more 
terrible in the solemn mood of the popular mind, that she longed rather to 
behold all those rigid countenances contorted with scornful merriment, 
and herself the object Had a loar of laughter burst from the multitude, 
each man, each woman, each little shrill-voiced child, contributing their 
individual parts, Hester Prynne might have repaid them all with a bit- 
ter and disdainful smile But, undei the leaden infliction w'hich it was her 
doom to endure, she felt, at moments, as if she must needs shriek out with 
the full power of her lungs, and cast herself from the scaffold down upon 
the ground, or else go mad at once 

Yet there were intervals when the w'hole scene, m which she was the 
most conspicuous object, seemed to vanish from her eyes, or, at least, 
glimmered indistinctly before them, like a mass of imperfect!}’’ shaped and 
spectral images Her mind, and especially her memory, was preternatural- 
ly active, and kept bringing up other scenes than this roughly hewn street 
ut a little town, on the edge of the Western wilderness, other faces than 
were lowering upon her from beneath the brims of those steeple-crowmed 
hats Reminiscences the most trifling and immaterial, passages of infancy 
and school-days, sports, childish quarrels, and the little domestic traits of 
her maiden years, came swarming back upon her, intermingled with rec- 
ollections of whatever was gravest in her subsequent life, one picture pre- 
cisely as vivid as another , as if all wiere of similar importance, or all alike 
a play Possibly, it was an instinctive device of her spirit, to relieve itself, i 
by the exhibition of these phantasmagoric forms, from the cruel weight ' 
and hardness of the reality 

Be that as it might, the scaffold of the pillory was a point of view that 
Tevealed to Hester Prynne the entire track along W’hich she had been 
treading since her happy infancy Standing on that miserable eminence, 
she saw again her native village, in Old England, and her paternal home, 
a decayed house of gray stone, with a poverty-stricken aspect, but retain- 
ing a half-obliterated shield of arms over the portal, m token of antique 
g^tihty She saw her father’s face, with its bald brow, and reverend 
j flowed over the old-fashioned Elizabethan ruff, her 

mother s, too, with the look of heedful and anxious love which it ahvays 
} remembrance, and which, even since her death, had so often 

aict the impediment of a gentle remonstrance in her daughter’s pathway 
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She saT^ her own face, glowing with girlish beauty, and illuminating all 
the interior of the dusky mirroi in Mhich she had been nont to ga^e at it. 
There she beheld another countenance, of a man ^^ell stricken in yeais, a 
pale, thin, scliolar-hke \ isage, ith e)'es dim and bleared by the lamplight 
Uiat had ser\ ed tliem to pore o\ er many pondeious books Yet those ‘^ame 
bleared optics had a stiange, penetrating poner, when it was then ownei’s 
purpose to read the human soul This figure of the study and the cloister, 
as Hester Prynne's womanly fancy failed not to recall, was slightly de- 
formed, wiUi the left shoulder a trifle higher than the right Next rose be- 
fore her, in memory s picture-galler}’’, the intricate and nariow Ihorough- 
faies, the tall, gray houses, the huge aithedrals, and the public edifices, 
ancient m dale and quaint m architcctuic, of a Continental city, where 
a new' life had awaited her, still in connection w ith the misshapen scholar, 
a new life, but feeding itself on time-woin materials like a tuft of green 
moss on a crumbling wall Lastly, m lieu of these shifting scenes, came 
back the rude market-place of the Puritan settlement, wath all the towns- 
people assembled and le\elling their stern regards at Hester Prynnc, 

} es, at herself, who stood on the scaftold of tlie pillory, an infant on her 
arm, and the letter A, in scarlet, fantastically embroidered with gold- 
thread, upon her bosom! 

Could it be true? She clutched the child so fiercely to her breast, that 
it sent forth a cry, she turned her eyes downward at the scarlet letter, and 
even touched it with her finger, to assure herself that the infant and the 
shame were real Yes' these w’cre her realities, all else had vanished' 


III 

The Recognition 

From this intense consciousness of being the object of seveie and univei- 
sal observation, the w'earer of the scarlet letter was at length lelieved, by 
discerning, on the outskirts of the ciowd, a figure w'hich irresistibly took 
possession of her thoughts An Indian, m his native garb, was standing 
there, but the red men were not so infrequent visitors of the English set- 
tlements, that one of them would have atti acted any notice fiom Hester 
Prynne at such a time, much less w'ould he have excluded all othei ob- 
jects and ideals from her mind By tlie Indian’s side, and evidently sus- 
taining a companionship wath him, stood a w'hite man, clad in a strange 
disarray of civilized and savage costume 
He was small in stature, with a furiwed visage, W'hicli, as yet, could 
hardly be termed aged There was a remarkable intelligence in his fea- 
tures, as of a person who had so cultivated his mental part that it could 
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not fail to mould the physical to itself, and become manifest by unmistak- 
able tokens Although, by a seemingly careless arrangement of his heteio- 
geneous garb, he had endeavored to conceal or abate the peculiarity, it 
was sufficiently evident to Hester Prynne that one of this man’s shoulders 
rose higher than the other Again, at the fiist instant of perceiving that 
thin visage, and the slight deformity of the figure, she pressed her infant 
to her bosom with so convulsive a force that the poor babe uttered another 
cry of pain But the mother did not seem to hear it 

At his arrival m the market-place, and some time before she saw him, 
the stranger had bent his eyes on Hester Prynne It was carelessly, at first, 
like a man chiefly accustomed to look inward, and to whom exteinal mat- 
ters are of little value and import, unless they bear relation to something 
within his mind Very soon, however, his look became keen and penetra- 
tive A writhing horror twisted itself across his features, like a snake glid- 
ing swiftly over them, and making one little pause, with all its wreathed 
intervolutions m open sight His face darkened with some powerful emo- 
tion, which, nevertheless, he so instantaneously controlled by an effort of 
his will, that, save at a single moment, its expression might have passed 
foi calmness After a brief space, the convulsion giew almost impercep- 
tible, and finally subsided into the depths of his nature When he found 
the eyes of Hester Prynne fastened on his own, and saw that she appeared 
to recognize him, he slowly and calmly laised his finger, made a gesture 
with It in the air, and laid it on his lips 
Then, touching the shoulder of a townsman who stood next to him, he 
addressed him, in a formal and courteous manner 
“I pray you, good Sir,” said he, “who is this woman? and wherefore 
IS she here set up to public shamed” 

“You must needs be a stranger m this region, friend,” answered the 
townsman, looking curiously at the questioner and his savage companion, 
“else you would surely have heard of Mistress Hester Prynne, and her 
evil doings She hath raised a great scandal, I promise you, in godly Mas- 
ter Dimmesdale’s church ” 

“You say truly,” replied the other “I am a stranger, and have been a 
wanderer, sorely against my will I have met with grievous mishaps by 
sea and land, and have been long held in bonds among the heathen-folk, 
to the southward, and am now brought hither by this Indian to be re- 
^emed out of my captivity Will it please you, therefore, to tell me of 
Hester Prynne’s, have I her name rightly^ of this woman’s offences, 
and what has brought her to yonder scaffold?” 

* methmks it must gladden your heart, after your 

troubles and sojourn m the wilderness,” said the townsman, “to find your- 
^ where iniquity is searched out, and punished in 
tne sight of rulers and people, as here m our godly New England Yonder 
^ust know, was the wife of a certain learned man, Eng- 
is y birth, but who had long dwelt in Amsterdam, whence, some good 
ime agone, he was minded to cross over and cast in his lot with us of the 
assachusetts To this purpose, he sent his wife before him, remaining 
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himself to look after some necessary affairs Mairy, good Sir, in some two 
years, or less, that the woman has been a dweller heie m Boston, no tid- 
ings have come of this learned gentleman. Master Prynne, and his young 
wife, look you, being left to hei own misguidance” 

‘‘Ah’ aha' — I conceive you,” said the stranger with a bittei smile 

“So learned a man as you spealc of should have learned this too m his 
books And who, by your favor. Sir, may be the father of yonder babe 
it IS some three or foui months old, I should judge which Mistress 
Prynne is holding in her arms?” 

“Of a truth, friend, that matter lemameth a riddle, and the Daniel 
who shall expound it is yet a-wantmg,” answered the townsman “Madam 
Hester absolutely refuseth to speak, and the magistrates have laid their 
heads together m vain Peradventure tlie guilty one stands looking on at 
this sad spectacle, unknovm of man, and forgetting that God sees him.” 

“The leained man,” observed the stranger, with another smile, “should 
come himself, to look into the mystery ” 

“It behooves him well, if he be still in life,” responded the townsman 
“Now, good Sir, our Massachusetts magistracy, bethinking themselves 
that this woman is youthful and fair, and doubtless was strongly tempted 
to her fall, and that, moreovei , as is most likely, her husband may be at 
the bottom of the ’sea, they have not been bold to put in foice the ex- 
tremity of our righteous law against her The penalty theieof is death 
But m their great mercy and tenderness of heart, they have doomed Mis- 
tress Prynne to stand only a space of three hours on the platform of the 
pilloiy, and then and thereafter, for the remainder of her natural life, to 
wear a mark of shame upon her bosom.” 

“A wise sentence'” remarked the stranger, gravely bowing his head 
“Thus she will be a living sermon against sm, until the ignominious letter 
be engraved upon her tombstone It irks me, nevertheless, that the part- 
ner of her iniquity should not, at least, stand on the scaffold by her side 
But he will be known' he will be known ' he will be known ' ” 

He bowed courteously to the communicative townsman, and, whisper- 
ing a few words to his Indian attendant, they both made their way 
through the crowd 

"V^diile this passed, Hester Piynne had been standing on hei pedestal, 
still with a fixed gaze towards the stranger, so fixed a gaze, that, at mo- 
ments of intense absorption, all other objects in the visible world seemed 
to vanish, leaving only him and her Such an interview, perhaps, would 
have been more terrible than even to meet him as she now did, with the 
hot, mid-day sun burning down upon her face, and lighting up its shame , 
with the scarlet token of infamy on her breast, with the sm-boin infant in 
her arms, with a whole people, drawn forth, as to a festival, staring at the 
features that should have been seen only in the quiet gleam of the fireside, 
m the happy shadow of a home, or beneath a matronly veil, at church 
Dreadful as it was, she was conscious of a shelter in the presence of these 
thousand witnesses It was better to stand thus, with so many betwixt him 
and her, than to greet him, face to face, they two alone. She fled for ref- 
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uge, as it were, to the public exposure, and dreaded the moment when its 
protection should be withdrawn from her Involved in these thoughts, she 
scarcely heard a voice behind her, until it had repeated her name more 
than once, in a loud and solemn tone, audible to the whole multitude 
'‘Hearken unto me, Hester Prynne ^ ” said the voice. 

It has already been noticed, that directly over the platform on which 
Hester Prynne stood was a kind of balcony, or open gallery, appended to 
the meeting-house It was the place whence proclamations were wont to 
be made, amidst an assemblage of the magistracy, with all the ceremonial 
that attended such public observances m those days Here, to witness the 
scene which we are describing, sat Governor Bellingham himself, with 
four sergeants about his chair, bearing halberds, as a guard of honor He 
wore a dark feather in his hat, a border of embroidery on his cloak, and a 
black velvet tunic beneath , a gentleman advanced in years, wuth a hard 
experience written m his wrinkles He W'as not ill fitted to be the head and 
representative of a community, wrhich owed its origin and progress, and 
its present state of development, not to the impulses of youth, but to the 
stem and tempered energies of manhood, and the sombre sagacity of age, 
accomplishing so much, precisely because it imagined and hoped so little 
The other eminent characters, by whom the chief ruler was suriounded, 
were distinguished by a dignity of mien, belonging to a period w^hen the 
foims of authority were felt to possess the sacredness of Divine institu- 
tions They were, doubtless, good men, just, and sage But, out of the 
whole human family, it would not have been easy to select the same num- 
ber of wise and virtuous persons, who should be less capable of sitting in 
judgment on an erring woman’s heart, and disentangling its mesh of good 
and evil, than the sages of rigid aspect towards whom Hester Pr3mne now 
turned her face She seemed conscious, indeed, that whatever sympathy 
she might expect lay m the larger and warmer heart of the multitude, for, 
as she lifted her eyes towards the balcony, the unhappy woman grew pale 
and trembled 

The voice which had called her attention was that of the reverend and 
famous John Wilson, the eldest clergyman of Boston, a great scholar, like 
most of his contemporaries in the profession, and withal a man of kind 
and genial spirit This last attribute, however, had been less carefully de- 
veloped than his intellectual gifts, and was, in truth, rather a matter of 
shame than self-congratulation with him There he stood, with a border 
of grizzled locks beneath his skull-cap, while his gray eyes, accustomed 
to the shaded light of his study, were winking, like those of Hester’s in- 
fant, in the unadulterated sunshme He looked like the darkly engraved 
portraits which we see prefixed to old volume of sermons, and had no 
more right than one of those portraits would have to step forth, as he now 
aid, and meddle with a question of human guilt, passion, and anguish 
Hester Prynne,” said the clergyman, “I have striven with my young 
rother here, under whose preaching of the word you have been privileged 
° Wilson laid his hand on the shoulder of a pale young 

man beside him, ‘T have sought, I say, to persuade this godly youth, 
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that he should deal ^Mth you, here m the face of Hea\ en and before these 
wise and upiight rulers, and in hearing of all the people, as touching the 
vileness and blackness of your sin. Knowing your natural temper better 
than I, he could the better judge what arguments to use, whether of ten^ 
derness or terror such as might prevail o\ er your haidncss and obstinacy, 
insomuch tliat you should no longer hide the name of him who tempted 
3’ou to this grievous fall. But he opposes to me (w ith a 3 oung man s o\ er- 
softness^ albeit wise bc3*ond his 3'ears) that it were wronging the \ery na- 
ture of woman to force her to laj*^ open her heart s secrets in '^uch broad 
daylight, and in presence of so great a multitude Trul3% as T sought to 
conMnee him, the shame la3’ in the commission of the sin, and not in the 
showing of it forth What sa3'’3'ou to it, once again, Brother Dimmesdalc? 
Must it be thou, or I. that shall deal with this poor sinner s souP * 

There was a murmur among the dignified and re\erend occupants of the 
balcoin', and Go\ernor Bellingham ga\e c\pression to its purport, speak- 
ing in an aiithoritatuc %oice, although tempered with respect towards the 
3’outhful clergj'man whom he addiessed 

^‘Good Master Dimmesdalc,” said he, “the responsibility of this wom- 
an’s soul lies greath w ith 3'ou It behooves 3'ou, therefore, to c\hort her to 
repentance, and to confession, as a proof and consequence tliercof ’’ 

The directness of this appeal drew the eyes of the whole crowd upon 
the Reiercnd iNIr Dimmesdalc, a 3 oung clergjmian, who had come from 
one of the great English universities, bringing all the learning of the age 
into our wild forest-land His eloquence and religious fen or had alread3'’ 
given the earnest of high eminence in his profession He was a person of 
very striking aspect, with a white, loft3\ and impending brow' large, 
brown, melanchol3'’ e3'es, and a mouth which, unless when he foiLibl3’’ 
compressed it, was apt to be tremulous, expressing both ncivous sensibil- 
it3’’ and a vast power of self-re‘:traint Notwithstanding his high native 
gifts and scholar-like attainments, there was an air about this 3'oung min- 
ister, an apprehensive, a startled, a half-frightcned look, as of a being 
who felt himself quite astia3'’ and at a loss in the pathvva3' of human exis- 
tence, and could onl3’’ be at ease in some seclusion of his owai Therefore, 
so far as his duties would permit, he trod in the shadow 3'- bj'-paths, and 
- thus kept himself simple and childlike, coming forth, when occasion was, 
with a freshness, and fragrance, and dewy purity of thought, which, as 
many people said, affected them like the speech of an angel 

Such w'as the young man wdiom the Rev'ciend IMr 'IVilson and the Gov''- 
ernor had introduced so openly to the public notice, bidding him speak, m 
the hearing of all men, to that mystery of a woman’s soul, so sacred even 
in its pollution The trying nature of his position drove the blood fiom 
his cheek, and made his lips tremulous 

“Spealc to the woman, my brother,” said Mr Wilson “It is of moment 
to her soul, and therefore, as the worshipful Governor says, momentous to 
thine own, in whose charge hers is Exhort her to confess the truth ' ” 

The Reverend Mr Dimmesdale bent his head, m silent prayer, as it 
seemed, and then came forward ' 
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“Hester Prynne,” said he, leaning over the balcony and looking down 
steadfastly into her eyes, “thou hearest what this good man says, and 
seest the accountability under which I labor If thou feelcst it to be for 
thy soul’s peace, and that thy earthly punishment will thereby be made 
more effectual to salvation, I chaige thee to speak out the name of thy 
fellow-sinner and fellow-sufferer’ Be not silent fiom any mistaken pity 
and tenderness for him, foi, believe me, Hester, though he were to step 
down from a high place, and stand there beside thee, on thy pedestal of 
shame, yet better were it so, than to hide a guilty heart through life What 
can thy silence do foi him, except it tempt him yea, compel him, as it 
were to add hypocrisy to sm? Heaven hath granted thee an open ignom- 
iny, that thereby thou mayest uork out an open triumph over the evil 
within thee, and the soiiow without Take heed how thou dcniest to him 
who, perchance, hath not the courage to grasp it for himself -the bit- 
ter, but wholesome, cup that is now presented to thy lips ! ” 

The young pastoi’s voice W'as tremulously Sveet, rich, deep, and bro- 
ken The feeling that it so evidently manifested, rather than the direct 
purport of the words, caused it to vibiate within all hearts, and brought 
the listeners into one accord of S3nnpathy Even the poor baby, at Hes- 
ter’s bosom, was affected by the same influence, for it directed its hitherto 
vacant gaze towards Mi Dimmesdale, and held up its little arms, vith a 
half-pleased, half-plamtive murmur So powerful seemed the minister’s 
appeal that the people could not believe but that Hester Pryime w^ould 
speak out the guilty name, or else that the guilty one himself, in what- 
ever high or lowly place he stood, would be drawm foi th by an inw'ard and 
inevitable necessity, and compelled to ascend the scaffold 
Hester shook her head 

“Woman, transgress not beyond the limits of Heaven’s mercy!” cried 
the Reverend Mr Wilson, more harshly than before “That little babe 
hath been gifted with a voice, to second and confirm the counsel w'hich 
thou hast heard Speak out the name’ That, and thy repentance, may 
avail to take the scarlet letter off thy breast ” 

“Never’” replied Hester Prynne, looking, not at Mr Wilson, but into 
the deep and troubled eyes of the younger clergyman “It is too deeply 
branded Ye cannot take it off And would that I might endure his agony, 
as well as mine’” 

“Speak, woman’” said another voice, coldly and sternly, proceeding 
from the crowd about the scaffold “Speak, and give your child a father’ ” 
“I Will not spealc'” answered Hester, turning pale as death, but re- 
sponding to this voice, which she too surely recognized “And my child 
must seek a heavenly Father , she shall never know an earthly one! ” 

She will not speak’” murmured Mr Dimmesdale, who, leaning over 
the balcony, with his hand upon his heart, had awaited the result of his 
appeal He now drew bade, with a long respiration “Wondrous strength 
and generosity of a woman’s heart’ She will not speale ’ ” 

Discerning the impracticable state of the poor culprit’s mmd, the elder 
elergyman, who had carefully prepared himself for the occasion, ad- 
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dressed to the multitude a discourse on sin, in all its branches, but with 
continual reference to the ignominious letter. So foicibly did he dwell 
upon this symbol, for the houi or more during which his periods vere 
rolling ovei the people's heads, that it assumed new terrors in their imag- 
ination, and seemed to derive its scarlet hue from the flames of the in- 
fernal pit Hester Prynne, meanwhile, kept her place upon the pedestal 
of shame, "with glazed e3^es, and an air of neary indifference She had 
borne, that morning, all that natuie could endure, and as hei tempera- 
ment was not of the order that escapes from too intense suffering by a 
swoon, her spiiit could only shelter itself beneath a stony crust of insen- 
sibility, while the faculties of animal life remained entire In this state, 
the \ oice of the preacher thundered lemorselessly, but unavailingly, upon 
her ears The infant, during the lattei portion of her ordeal, pierced the 
air with its wailings and screams, she strove to hush it, mechanicalty, but 
seemed scarcely to sympathize with its tiouble With the same haid de- 
meanor, she was led back to pi ison, and vanished from the public gaze 
within its iron-damped portal It was whispered, by those who peered 
after hei, that the scarlet letter threw a lurid gleam along the dark pas- 
sage-way of the interior 


rv 

The Interview 

After her return to the prison, Hester Prynne was found to be in a state 
of nervous excitement' that demanded constant watchfulness lest she 
should perpetrate violence on herself, or do some half-frenzied mischief 
to the poor babe As night approached, it proving impossible to quell her 
insubordination by rebuke or threats of punishment. Master Blackett, the 
jailer, thought fit to introduce a physician He described him as a man of 
skill in all Christian modes of physical science, and likewise familiar with 
whatever the savage people could teach, m respect to medicinal herbs and 
roots that grew in the' forest To say the truth, there was much need of 
professional assistance, not merely foi Hester herself, but still more ur- 
gently for the child, who, drawing its sustenance from the maternal 
bosom, seemed to have drank in with it all the turmoil, the anguish and 
despair, which pervaded the mother’s system It now writhed in con\ml- 
sions of pain, and was a forcible type in its little frame, of the moral 
agony which Hester Prynne had borne throughout the day 

Closely following the jailer into the dismal apartment appeared that 
individual, of singular aspect, whose presence in the crowd had been of 
such deep interest to the wearer of the scarlet letter He was lodged in 
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the prison, not as suspected of any offence, but as the most convenient 
and suitable mode of disposing of him, until the magistiates should have 
conferred with the Indian sagamores respecting his ransom His name as 
announced as Roger Chillingworth The jailer, after ushering him into the 
room, remained a moment, marvelling at the comparative quiet that fol- 
lowed his entrance, foi Hester Prynne had immediately become as still as 
death, although the child continued to moan 

'Trithee, fiiend, leave me alone with my patient,” said the practition- 
er “Trust me, good jailer, you shall briefly have peace in your house, 
and, I promise you. Mistress Piynne shall hereafter be more amenable to 
just authority than you may have found her heretofore ” 

“Nay, if your worship can accomplish that,” answered Master Brack- 
ett, “I shall own you for a man of skill indeed 1 Verily, the woman hath 
been like a possessed one, and there lacks little, that I should take in 
hand to drive Satan out of hei with stripes ” 

The stranger had entered the room with the characteristic quietude of 
the profession to which he announced himself as belonging Nor did his 
demeanor change, when the witlidrawal of the prison-keeper left him face 
to face mth the woman, whose absorbed notice of him, in the crowd, had 
intimated so close a relation between himself and her His first care was 
given to the cliild, whose cries, indeed, as she lay writhing on the trundle- 
bed, made it of peremptory necessity to postpone all other business to the 
task of soothing her He examined the infant carefully, and then proceed- 
ed to unclasp a leathern case, which he took from beneath his dress It ap- 
peared) ^o contain medical preparations, one of winch he mingled with a 
cup of w^ater 

“My old studies in alchemy,” observed he, “and my sojourn, for above 
a year past, among a people well versed in the kindly properties of sim- 
ples, have made a better physician of me than many that claim the medi- 
cal degree Here, woman' The child is yours, she is none of mine, 
neither will she recognize my voice or aspect as a father’s Administer tins 
draught, therefore, with thine own hand ” 

Hester repelled the offered medicine, at the same time gazing with 
strongly marked apprehension into Ins face. 

“Wouldst thou avenge thyself on the innocent babe?” whispered she. 
^'Joohsh woman' ” responded the physician, half coldly, half soothing- 
ly “What should ail me, to harm this misbegotten and miserable babe^ 
The medicine is potent for good, and were it my child, yea, mine own, 
as well as thine ' I could do no better for it ” 

As she still hesitated, being, in fact, in no reasonable state of mind, he 
took the infant in his arms, and himself administered the draught It soon 
poved its efficacy, and redeemed the leech’s pledge The moans of the 
Mtle patient subsided, its convulsive tossings gradually ceased, and, in a 
ew moments, as is the custom of young children after relief from pain, it 
piuc into a profound and dewy slumber. The physician, as he had a fair 
igM to be termed, next bestowed his attention on the mother With calm 
and intent scrutiny, he felt her pulse, looked into her eyes, a gaze that 
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made her heart shrink and shudder, because so familiar, and yet so 
strange and cold, and, finally, satisfied with his investigation, proceeded 
to mingle another draught 

“I know not Lethe nor Nepenthe,” remarked he, “but I have learned 
many new secrets in the wilderness, and here is one of them, a recipe 
that an Indian taught me, in requital of some lessons of my own, that 
were as old as Paracelsus iDrink it> It may be less soothing than a sinless 
conscience That I cannot give thee But it will calm the swell and heav- 
ing of thy passion, like oil thrown on the waves of a tempestuous sea ” 

He presented the cup to Hester, who received it with a slow, earnest 
look into his face, not precisely a look of fear, yet full of doubt and ques- 
tioning, as to what his purposes might be She looked also at her slumber- 
ing child 

“I have thought of death,” said she, “have wished for it, would 
even have prayed for it, were it fit that such as I should pray for anything 
Yet, if death be in this cup, I bid thee think again, ere thou beholdest me 
quaff it See ' It is even now at my lips ” 

“Drink, then,” replied he, still with the same cold composure “Dost 
thou know me so little, Hester Pr3mne? Are my purposes wont to be so 
shallow? Even if I imagine a scheme of vengeance, what could I do better 
for my object than to let thee live, than to give thee medicines against 
all harm and peril of life, so that this burning shame may still blaze 
upon thy bosom?” As he spoke, he laid his long forefinger on the scarlet 
letter, which forthwith seemed to scorch into Hester’s breast, as if it had 
been led-hot He noticed her involuntary gesture, and smiled “Live, 
therefore, and bear about thy doom with thee, m the eyes of men and 
women, in the eyes of him whom thou didst call thy husband, in the 
eyes of yonder child' And, that thou mayest live, take off this draught ’ 

Without further expostulation or delay, Hester Prynne drained the 
cup, and, at the motion of the man of skill, seated herself on the bed 
where the child was sleeping, while he drew the only chair which the room 
afforded, and took his own seat beside her She could not but tremble at 
these preparations, for she felt that having now done all that humanity, 
or principle, or, if so it were, a refined cruelty, impelled him to do, for the 
relief of physical suffering he was next -to treat with her as the man 
whom she had most deeply and irreparably injured 

“Hester,” said he, “I ask not wherefore, nor how, thou hast fallen into 
the pit, or say, rather, thou hast ascended to the pedestal of infamy, on 
which I found thee The reason is not far to seek It was my folly, and thy 
weakness I, a man of thought, the book-worm of great libraries, a 
man already m decay, having given my best years to feed the hungry 
dream of knowledge, what had I to do with youth and beauty like thine 
own i Misshapen from my birth-hour, how could I delude myself with the 
idea that intellectual gifts might veil physical deformity m a young girl’s 
fantasy' Men call me wise If sages were ever wise m their own behoof, I 
might h^e foreseen all this I might have known that, as I came out of 
the vast and dismal forest, and entered this settlement of Christian men. 
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the veiy first object to meet my eyes would be thyself, Hester Prynne, 
standing up, a statue of ignominy, befoie the people Nay, from the mo- 
ment when we came do^vn the old church steps together, a married pair, 
I might have beheld the bale-fire of that scarlet letter bla/ing at the end 
of our path'” 

“Thou Imowest,” said Hestei, foi, depressed as she was, she could 
not endure this last quiet stab at the token of her shame, “thou know- 
est that I was fiank with thee I felt no love, nor feigned any ” 

“True,” replied he “It was my folly' I ha\e said it But, up to that 
epoch of my life, I had lived in vain The world had been so cheerless' 
My heart was a habitation laige enough for many guests, but lonely and 
chill, and vnthout a household fire I longed to kindle one' It seemed not 
so wild a dieam, old as I was, and sombre as I was, and misshapen as I 
was, that the simple bliss, which is scattered far and -wide, for all man- 
kind to gather up, might yet be mine And so, Hester, I drew thee into 
my heart, into its inneimost chamber, and sought to warm thee by the 
waimth w'hich thy presence made there' ” 

“I have greatlj^ wronged thee,” murmured Hester 
“We have wronged each other,” answ'ered he “!Mme was the first 
wrong, when I betrayed thy budding youth into a false and unnatural 
relation wnth my decay Therefore, as a man who has not thought and 
philosophized in vain, I seek no vengeance, plot no evil against thee Be- 
tween thee and me, the scale hangs fairly balanced But, Ilestcr, the man 
lives "^ho has wTonged us both ' Who is he^” 

‘ Ask me not'” replied Hester Prynne, looking firmly into his face. 
“That thou shalt never know'' ” 

“Never, sayest thou^” rejoined he, with a smile of dark and self-relying 
intelligence “Never know him' Believe me, Hester, there are few things, 
whether in the outward world, or, to a certain depth, in the invisible 
sphere of thought, few things hidden from the man who devotes himself 
earnestly and unreservedly to the solution of a mystery Thou mayest 
cover up thy secret from the prying multitude Thou mayest conceal it, 
too, from the ministers and magistrates, even as thou didst this day, when 
they sought to W'rench the name out of thy heart, and gi\ e thee a partner 
on thy pedestal But, as for me, I come to the inquest wuth other senses 
than they possess I shall seek this man, as I have sought truth in books , 
as I have sought gold in alchemy There is a sympathy that will make me 
conscious of him I shall see him tremble I shall feel myself shudder, sud- 
denly and unawares Sooner or later, he must needs be mine ' ” 

The eyes of the wrinkled scholar glowed so intensely upon hei, that 
Hester Prynne clasped her hands over her heart, dreading lest he should 
read the secret there at once 

7 reveal his name? Not the less he is mine,” resumed he, 

with a look of confidence, as if destiny w'ere at one with him “He bears 
no letter of infamy wrought into his garment, as thou dost, but I shall 
heart Yet fear not for him' Think not that I shall interfere 
vith Heaven’s own method of retribution, or, to my own loss, betray him 
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to the gripe of human law Neither do thou imagine that I shall contrive 
aught against his life, no, nor against his fame, if, as I judge, he be a man 
of fan repute Let him live ' Let him hide himself m outward honor, if he 
may ' Not the less he shall be mine f ” 

‘‘Thy acts are like mercy,” said Hester, bewildered and appalled “But 
thy words interpret thee as a terror' ” 

“One thing, thou that wast my wife, I would enjom upon thee,” con- 
tinued the scholar “Thou hast kept the secret of thy paramour Keep, 
likewise, mine ' There are none in this land that know me Breathe not, to 
any human soul, that thou didst ever call me husband ' Here, on this wild 
outskitt of the earth, I shall pitch my tent, for, elsewhere a wanderer, and 
“isolated from human interests, I find here a woman, a man, a child, 
amongst whom and myself there exist the closest ligaments No matter 
whether of love or hate, no matter whether of right or wrong' Thou and 
thine, Hester Piynne, tielong to me My home is where thou art, and 
where he is But betray me not ' ” 

“Wherefore dost thou desire it^” inquired Hester, shrinking, she hardly 
knew why, from this secret bond “Why not announce thyself openly 
and cast me off at once^” 

“It may be,” he replied, “because I will not encounter the dishonor that 
besmirches tlm husband of a faithless woman It may be for other reasons 
Enough, it 1^ my purpose to live and die unknown Let, therefore, thy 
husband be to the world as one already dead, and of whom no tidings 
shall ever come Recognize me not, by word, by sign, by look ' Breathe 
not the secret, above all, to the man thou wottest of Shouldst thou fail 
me in this, beware' His fame, his position, his life, will be in my hands. 
Beware'” 

/ 

“I will keep thy secret, as I have his,” said Hester 

“Swear it' ” rejoined he 

And she took the oath 

“And now. Mistress Prynne,” said old Roger Chillingworth, as he was 
hereafter to be named, “I leave thee alone, alone with thy infant, and the 
scarlet letter' How is it, Hester? Doth thy sentence bind thee to wear the 
token in thy sleep? Art thou not afraid of nightmares and hideous 
dreams?” 

“Why dost thou smile so alf me?” inquired Hester, troubled at the ex- 
pression of his eyes “Art thou like the Black Man that haunts the forest 
round about us? Hast thou enticed me into a bond that will prove the rum 
of 'my soul?” 

“Not thy soul,” he answered, with another smile, “No, not thine ' ” 
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HrsTER AT Her Needle 

Hester Prynne’s term of confinement y«is now at an end Her prison- 
door was thrown open, and she came forth into the sunshine, which, fall- 
ing on all alike, seemed, to her sick and morbid heart, as if meant for no 
other purpose than to reveal the scarlet letter on her breast Pei haps there 
was a more real torture m her fust unattended footsteps from the thresh- 
old of the piison, than e\en in the procession and spectacle that ha\e been 
described, where she was made tlic common infamy, at which all mankind 
w^as summoned to point its finger Then, she was supported by an un- 
natural tension of the nerves, and by all the combative energy of her char- 
acter, wdiich enabled her to convert the scene into a kind of lurid triumph 
It w'as, moreover, a sepaiate and insulated event, to occur but once in her 
lifetime, and to meet which, therefore, reckless of ccononi}'', she might call 
up the vital strength that would have sufficed for many quiet years Ihe 
very lav/ that condemned her a giant of stern features, but w ith vigor to 
support, as w^ell as to annihilate, m his iron arm liad held her up, 
through the terrible ordeal of her ignominy But now, with this unat- 
tended w^alk from her prison-door, began the daily cu^'tom and she must 
either sustain and carry it forward by the ordinary resources of her na- 
ture, or sink beneatli it She could no longer borrow’ from the future to 
help her through the present grief To-morrow would bring its own trial 
with It, so would the next day, and so w’ould the next, each its own trial, 
and yet the very same that W'as now' so unutterably grie\'ous to be borne 
The days of the far-off future would toil omvard, still with the same bur- 
den for her to take up, and bear along with her, but never to fling down, 
for the accumulating days, and added years, would pile up their misery 
upon the heap of shame Throughout them all, giving up her indi\ iduality, 
she would become the general symbol at which the preacher and moralist 
might point, and in winch they might vivify and embody their images of ^ 
woman’s frailty and sinful passion Thus the young and pure would be 
taught to look at her, wnth the scarlet letter flaming on her breast, at 
her, the child of honorable parents, at her, the mother of a babe, that 
would hereafter be a W’oman, at her, wdio had once been innocent, as 
the figure, the body, the reality of sm And over her grave, the infamy 
that she must carry thither would be her only monument 
It may seem marvellous, that, with the W’orld before her, kept by no 
restrictive clause of her condemnation within the limits of the Puritan 
settlement, so remote and so obscure, free to return to her birthplace, or 
0 any other European land, and there hide her charapter and identity 
under a new exterior, as completely as if emerging into another state of 
eing, and having also the passes of the dark, inscrutable forest open to 
' er, where the wildness of her nature might assimilate itself wuth a people 
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whose customs and life were alien from the law that had condemned her. 
It ma}^ seem marvellous that this woman should still call that place her 
home, where, and where only, she must needs be the type of shame But 
there is' a fatality, a feeling so 11 resistible and inevitable that it has the 
force of doom,Vhich almost invariably compels human beings to linger 
around and haunt, ghostlike, the spot wheie some great and marked 
event has given the color to then lifetime, and still the more irresistibly, 
the darker the tinge that saddens it Her sm, hei ignominy, weie the roots 
which she had struck into the soil It was as if a new biith, with stionger 
assimilations than the first, had converted the forest-land, stijl so uncon- 
genial to every other pilgrim and wanderer, into Hester Prynne’s wild and 
dreary, but life-long home All otliei scenes of earth even that village of 
rural England, wheie happy infancy and stainless maidenhood seemed 
yet to be m her mother’s keeping, like garments put off long ago were 
foreign to her, in comparison The chain that bound her here was of iron 
links, and galling to her inmost soul, but could nevei be broken 

It might be, too, doubtless it was so, although she hid the seciet from 
herself, and grew pale whenever it struggled out of her heart, like a ser- 
pent from its hole, it might be that another feeling kept her within the 
scene and pathway that had been so fatal There dwelt, there trode the 
feet of one with whom she deemed herself connected in a union, that, un- 
recognized on earth, would bring them together before the bar of final 
judgment, and make that their marriage-altar, for a joint futurity of end- 
less retribution Over and over again, the tempter of souls had thrust this 
idea upon Hester’s contemplation, and laughed at the passionate and des- 
perate joy with which she seized, and then strove to cast it from her She 
barely looked the idea in the face, and hastened to bar it m its dungeon 
\Vliat she compelled herself to believe what, finally, she reasoned upon, 
as her motive for continuing a resident of New England was half a 
truth, and half a self-delusion Here, she said to herself, had been the 
scene of her guilt, and here should be the scene of her eaithly punish- 
ment, and so, perchance, the torture of her daily shame would at length 
puige her soul, and work out anothei purity than that which she had lost, 
more samt-like, because the result of martyrdom 

Hester Prynne, therefore, did not flee On the outskirts of the town, 
within the verge of the peninsula, but not in close vicinity to any other 
habitation, there was a small thatched cottage It had been built by an 
earlier settler, and abandoned, because the soil about it was too sterile foi 
cultivation, while its comparative remoteness put it out of the sphere of 
that social activity which already marked the habits of the emigrants It 
stood on the shore, looking across a basin of the sea at the forest-covered 
hills, towards the west A clump of scrubby trees, such as alone grew on 
the pemsula, did not so much conceal the cottage from view, as seem to 
denote that here was some object which would fain have been, or at least 
ought to be, concealed In this little, lonesome dwelling, with some slender 
means that she possessed, and by the license of the magistrates, who still 
kept an inquisitorial watch over her, Hester established herself, with her 



132 THE WORKS OF HAWTHORNE 

infant child A mystic shadow of suspicion immediately attached itself to 
the spot Children, too young to comprehend wherefore this woman 
should be shut out from the sphere of human chanties, would cieep nigh 
enough to behold her plying her needle at the cottage-window, of stand- 
ing at the doorway, or laboring m her little garden, or conning forth along 
the pathway that led townward, and discerning the scarlet letter on her 
breast, would scamper off with a strange, contagious fear 

Lonely as was Hester’s situation, and without a friend on earth who 
dared to show himself, she, however, incurred no iisk of want She pos- 
sessed an art that sufficed, even m a land that afforded comparatively 
little scope for its exercise, to supply food for her thriving infant and her- 
self It' was the art then, as now, almost the only one within a woman’s 
grasp of needlework She bore on her breast, m the curiously embroi- 
dered letter, a specimen of her delicate and imaginative skill, of which the 
dames of a court might gladly have availed themselves, to add the richer 
and more spiritual adornment of human ingenuity to their fabrics of silk 
and gold Here, indeed, m the sable simplicity that generally character- 
ized the Puritanic modes of dress, there might be an infrequent call for 
the finer productions of her handiwork Yet the taste of the age, demand- 
ing whatever was elaborate m compositions of this kind, did not fail to 
extend its influence ovei our stern progenitors who had cast behind them 
so many fashions which it might seem harder to dispense with Public 
ceremonies, such as ordinations, the installation of magistrates, and all 
that could give majesty to the forms m which a new government mani- 
fested itself to the people, were, as a matter of policy, marked by a stately 
and well-conducted ceremonial, and a sombre, but yet a studied mag- 
nificence Deep ruffs, painfully wrought bands, and gorgeously embroid- 
ered gloves, were all deemed necessary to the official state of men assum- 
ing the leins of power, and were readily allowed to individuals dignified 
by rank or wealth, even while sumptuary laws forbade these and similar 
extravagances to the plebeian ordei In the array of funerals, too, 
whether for the apparel of the dead body, or to t3T)ify, by manifold em- 
blematic devices of sable cloth and snowy lawn^ the sorrow of the sur- 
vivors, there was a frequent and characteristic demand for such labor as 
Hester Prynne could supply Baby-linen for babies then wore robes of 
state afforded still another possibility of toil and emolument 

By degrees, nor very slowly, her handiwork became what would now be 
termed the fashion Whether from commiseration for a woman of so mis- 
erable a destiny, or from the morbid curiosity that gives a fictitious value 
j even to common or worthless things , or by whatever other intangible cir- 
cumstance was then, as now sufficient to bestow, on some persons, what 
others might seek m vain, or because Hester really filled a gap which 
must otherwise have remained vacant , it is certain that she had ready and 
employment for as many hours as she saw fit to occupy 
wi her needle Vanity, it may be, chose to mortify itself, by putting on, 
Iw pomp and state, the garments that had been wrought 

y er sinful hands Her needlework was seen on the ruff of the Governor, ^ 
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military men wore it on their scarfs, and the mmister on his band, it 
decked the baby’s little cap , it was shut up to be mildewed and moulder 
away, m the coffins of the dead But it is not recorded that, in a single in- 
stance, her skill was called in aid to embroider the white veil which was 
to cover the pure blushes of a bride The exception indicated the ever-re- 
lentless rigor with which society frowned upon her sin 

Hester sought not to acquire anything beyond a subsistence, of the 
plainest and most ascetic description, for heiself, and a simple abundance 
for her child Her own dress was of the coarsest materials and the most 
sombre hue, with only that one ornament, the scarlet letter, which it 
was her doom to wear. The child’s attire, on the other hand, was distin- 
guished by a fanciful, or, we might rather say, a fantastic ingenuity, which 
served, indeed to heighten the airy charm that early began to develop it- 
self in the little girl, but which appeared to have also a deeper meaning 
We may speak further of it hereafter Except for that small expenditure 
in the decoration of her infant, Hester bestowed all her superfluous means 
m charity, on wretches less miserable than herself, and who not unfre- 
quently insulted the hand that fed them Much of the time, which she 
might readily have applied to the better efforts of her art, she employed 
in malcing coarse garments foi the poor It is probable that there was an 
idea of penance in this mode of occupation, and that she offered up a real 
sacrifice of enjoyment, in devoting so many hours to such rude handi- 
work She had in her nature a rich, voluptuous. Oriental chaiacteristic, 
a taste for the gorgeously beautiful, which, save in the exquisite produc- 
tions of her needle, found nothing else, m all the possibilities of her life, to 
exercise itself upon Women derive a pleasure, incomprehensible to the 
other sex, from the delicate toil of the needle To Hester Prynne it might 
have been a mode of expiessmg, and therefore soothing, the passion of 
her life Like all other joys, she rejected it as sm This morbid meddling of 
conscience wnth an immaterial matter betokened, it is to be feared, no 
genuine and steadfast penitence, but something doubtful, something that 
might be deeply wrong, beneath 

In this manner, Hester Prynne came to have a part to perform lU the 
world With hei native energy of character, and rare capacity, it could 
not entirely cast her off, although it had set a mark upon her, more intol- 
erable to a woman’s heart than that which branded the brow of Cam In 
all her intercourse with society, however, there was nothing that made her 
feel as if she belonged to it Every gesture, every word, and even the 
silence of those with whom, she came m contact, implied, and of ter ex- 
pressed, that she was banished, and as much alone as if she inhabited 
another sphere, or communicated with the common nature by other or- 
gans and senses than the rest of human kind She stood apart from moral 
interests, yet close beside them, like a ghost that re\asits the familiar 
fireside, and can no longer make itself seen or felt, no more smile with the 
household joy, nor mourn with the kindred sorrow, or, should it succeed 
m manifesting its forbidden S3mipathy, awakening only terror and hor- 
rible repugnance These emotions, m fact, and its bitterest scorn besides. 
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seemed to be the sole portion that she retained in the universal heart It 
was not an age of delicacy, and her position, although she understood it 
well, and was in little danger of forgetting it, was often brought before her 
vivid self-perception, like a new anguish, by the rudest touch upon the 
tenderest spot The poor, as we have already said, whom she sought out 
to be the objects of her bounty, often reviled the hand that was stretched 
forth to succor them Dames of elevated rank, lilvewise, whose doors she 
entered m the way of her occupation, were accustomed to distil drops of 
bitterness into her heart, sometimes through that alchemy of quiet malice, 
by vhich women can concoct a subtle poison from ordinary trifles, and 
sometimes, also, by a coarser expression, that fell upon the sufferer’s de- 
fenceless breast like a rough blow upon an ulcerated wound Hester had 
schooled herself long and well , she never responded to these attacks, save 
by a flush of crimson that rose irrepressibly over her pale cheek, and 
again subsided into the depths of her bosom She was patient, a martyr, 
indeed, but she forbore to pray for her enemies, lest, in spite of her for- 
giving aspirations, the words of the blessing should stubbornly twist 
themselves into a curse 

Continually, and m a thousand other ways, did she feel the innumer- 
able throbs of anguish that had been so cunningly contrived for her by 
the undying, the ever-active sentence of the Puritan tribunal Clergymen 
paused m the street to address words of exhortation, that brought a 
cro\td, with Its mingled grin and frown, around the poor, sinful woman 
If she entered a church, trusting to share the Sabbath smile of the Uni- 
versal Fathei , it was often her mishap to find herself the text of the dis- 
course She grew to have a diead of children, for they had imbibed from 
their parents a vague idea of something horrible m this dreary wmman, 
gliding silently through the town, with never any companion but one only 
child Therefore, first allowing her to pass, they pursued her at a distance 
w ith shrill cries, and the utterance of a w^ord that had no distinct purport 
to their own minds, but was none the less teirible to her, as proceeding 
from lips that babbled it unconsciously It seemed to argue so wide a dif- 
fusion of her shame, that all nature knew of it, it could have caused her 
no deeper pang, had the leaves of the trees W'hispered the dark story 
among themselves, had the summer breeze murmured about it, had 
the wintry blast shrieked it aloud' Another peculiar torture was felt m 
the gaze of a new' eye When strangers looked curiously at the scarlet let- 
ter, and none ever failed to do so, they branded it afresh into Hester’s 
^oul. so that oftentimes, she could scarcely refrain, yet always did re- 
frain from co\ ering the s3mibol walh her hand But then, again, an accus- 
tomed eje had likewise its owm anguish to inflict Its cool stare of famil- 
i irity was intolerable From first to last, m short, Hester Prynne had 
alwa\s this dreadful agony in feeling a human eye upon the token, the 
'^pot ne\er grew callous, it seemed, on the contrary, to grow more sensi- 
Ine with fjaily torture 

but sometimes, once in many days, or perchance m many months, she 

''•t- an c\e— a human eye upon the ignominious brand, that seemed to 
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give a momentary relief, as if half of her agony were shared The next 
instant, back it all rushed again, with still a deeper thiob of pain, for, m 
that brief interval, she had sinned anew Had Hester sinned alone? 

Her imagination was somewhat affected, and, had she been of a softer 
moral and intellectual fibre, would have been still more so, by the strange 
and solitary anguish of her life Walking to and fio, witli those lonely 
footsteps, m the little world with which she was outwardly connected, it 
now and then appeared to Hester, if altogether fancy, it was neverthe- 
less too potent to be resisted, she felt or fancied, then, that the scarlet 
letter had endowed her nith a new sense She shuddered to believe, yet 
could not help believing, that it gave her a sympathetic knowledge of tlie 
hidden sin in other hearts She was terroi -stricken by the revelations that 
were thus made What were they? Could they be other than the insidious 
whispers of the bad angel, who would fam have persuaded the struggling 
woman, as yet only half his victim, that the outward guise of purity was 
but a lie, and that, if truth were everywhere to be shown, a scarlet letter 
would blaze forth on many a bosom besides Hester Prynne’s? Or, must 
she receive those intimations so obscure, yet so distinct as truth? In 
all her miserable experience, there was nothing else so awful and so loath- 
some as this sense It perplexed, as well as shocked her, by the irreverent 
inopportuneness of the occasions that brought it into vivid action Some- 
times the red infamy upon her breast would give a sympathetic thiob, as 
she passed near a venerable minister or magistrate, the model of piety 
and justice, to whom that age of antique reverence looked up, as to a 
mortal man m fellowship with angels ‘^What evil thing is at hand?” 
would Hester say to herself Lifting her reluctant eyes, there would be 
nothing human within the scope of view, save the form of this earthly 
saint' Again, a mystic sisterhood would contumaciously assert itself, as 
she met the sanctified frown of some mation, who, according to the rumor 
of all tongues, had kept cold snow within her bosom throughout life That 
unsunned snow m the matron’s bosom, and the burning shame on Hestei 
Prynne’s, what had the two m common? Or, once more, the electric 
thrill would give her warning, “Behold, Hester, here is a companion ' ” 
and, looking up, she would detect the eyes of a young maiden glancing 
at the scarlet letter, shyly and aside, and quickly averted with a faint, 
chill crimson m her cheeks, as if her purity were somewhat sullied by 
that momentary glance 0 Fiend, whose talisman was that fatal symbol, 
-- wouldst thou leave nothing, whether in youth or age, for this poor sinner 
to revere? such loss of faith is ever one of the saddest results of sm Be 
it accepted as a proof that all was not corrupt m this poor victim of her 
own frailty, and man’s hard law, that Hester Prynne yet struggled to be- 
lieve that no fellow-mortal was guilty like herself 
The vulgar, who, m those dreary old times, were always contributing a 
grotesque horror to what interested their imaginations, had a story about 
the scarlet letter which we might readily work up into a terrific legend 
They averred, that the symbol was not mere scarlet cloth, tinged m an 
.earthly dye-pot, but was red-hot with infernal fire, and could be seen 
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glowing all alight, whenever Hester Prynne walked abroad m the night- 
time And we must needs say, it seared Hester’s bosom so deeply, that 
perhaps there was more truth in the rumoi than our modem incredulity 
may be inclined to admit 


I 


VI 

Pearl 

We have as yet hardly spoken of the infant, that little creature, whose 
innocent life had sprung, by the inscrutable decree of Providence, alovel}^ 
and immortal flower, out of the rank luxuriance of a guilt}'' passion How 
strange it seemed to the sad woman, as she watched the growth, and the 
beauty that became every day more brilliant, and the intelligence that 
threw its quivering sunshine over tlie tiny features of this child' Her 
Pearl' For so had Hester called her, not as a name expressive of her 
aspect, which had nothing of the calm, w^hite, ummpassioned lustre that 
would be indicated by the comparison But she named the infant “Pearl,” 
as being of great price, purchased with all she had, hei mother’s only 
treasure' How strange, indeed' Man had marked this w'oman’s sin by a 
scarlet letter, which had such potent and disastrous efficacy that no hu- 
man sympathy could reach her, save it weie sinful like herself God, as a 
direct consequence of the sm which man thus punished, had given her a 
lovely child, whose place was on that same dishonored bosom, to connect 
her parent for ever with the race and descent of. mortals, and to be finally 
a blessed soul in heaven' Yet these thoughts affected Hester Prynne less 
With hope than apprehension She knew that her deed had been evil; she 
could have no faith, therefore, that its result w’ould be good Day after 
day, she looked fearfully into the child’s expanding nature, ever dreading 
to detect some dark and wild peculiarity, that should correspond wnth 
the guiltiness to which she owed her being 

Certainly, there was no physical defect By its perfect shape, its vigor, 
and its natural dexterity in the use of all its untried limbs, the infant was 
worthy to have been brought forth in Eden, worthy to have been left 
there, to be the plaything of the angels, after the world’s first parents 
were driven out The child had a native grace which does not invariably 
coexist with faultless beauty, its attire, however simple, always im- 
pressed the beholder as if it were the very garb that precisely became it 
kttle Pearl was not clad in rustic weeds Her mother, with a 
morbid purpose, that may be better understood hereafter, had bought the 
richest tissues that could be procured, and allowed her imaginative fac- 
u y its full play m the arrangement and decoration of the dresses which 
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the child wore, before the public 03^6 So magnificent was the small figui e, 
-ft hen thus arrayed, and such was the splendor of Pearl’s own propci 
beaut}'-, shining through the gorgeous robes which might have extin- 
guished a paler loveliness, that there was an absolute ciicle of radiance 
around her, on the darksome cottage floor And yet a russet govn, toiii 
and soiled -with the child’s rude play, made a picture of hei just as per- 
fect Pearl’s aspect was imbued with a spell of infinite vaiiety, in this one 
child there were man}'- children, comprehending the full scope between 
the ■v\nld-flower prettiness of a peasant-baby, and the pomp, m little, of 
an infant princess Throughout all, however, there was a trait of passion, 
a certain depth of hue, which she never lost, and if, m any of her changes, 
she had grown fainter 01 paler, she would have ceased to be herself, it 
would have been no longer Pearl 

This outward mutability indicated, and did not more than fairly ex- 
press, the various properties of her mnei life Her nature appeared to pos- 
sess depth, too, as well as variety, but or else Hester’s fears deceived 
her it lacked reference and adaptation to the world into which she was 
born The child could not be made amenable to rules In giving her exist- 
ence, a great law had been broken, and the result was a being whose ele- 
ments were perhaps beautiful and brilliant, but all m disorder, or with an 
order peculiar to themselves, amidst which the point of variety and ar- 
rangement was difficult or impossible to be discovered Hester could only 
account for the child’s character and even then most vaguely and im- 
perfectly by recalling what she herself had been, during that momen- 
tous period while Pearl was imbibing her soul from the spiritual world, 
and her bodily frame from its material of earth The mother’s impas- 
sioned state had been the medium through which were transmitted to the 
unborn infant the rays of its moral life, and, however white and clear 
originally, they had taken the deep stains of crimson and gold, the fiery 
lustre, the black shadow, and the untempeied light of the intervening 
substance Above all, the warfare of Hester’s spirit, at that epoch, was 
perpetuated in Pearl She could recognize her wild, desperate, defiant 
mood, the flightiness of her temper, and even some of the very cloud- 
shapes of gloom and despondency that had brooded in her heart They 
were now illuminated by the morning radiance of a young child’s dispo- 
sition, but later in the day of earthly existence might be prolific of the 
storm and whirlwind 

The discipline of the family, in those days, was of a far more rigid kind 
than now The frow, the harsh rebuke, the frequent application of the 
rod, enjoined by Scriptural authority, were used, not merely in the way 
of punishment for actual offences, but as a wholesome regimen for the 
growth and promotion of all childish virtues Hester Prynne, neverthe- 
less, the lonely mother of this one child, ran little risk of erring on the 
side of undue severity Mindful, however of her own errors and misfor- 
tunes, she early sought to impose a tender, but strict control over the 
infant immortality that was committed to her charge But the task was 
beyond her skill After testing both smiles and frowns, and proving that 
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neithei mode of treatiiient possessed any calculable influence, Hester was 
ultimately compelled to stand aside, and permit the child to be swayed by 
her own impulses Physical compulsion or lestramt was effectual, of 
course, while it lasted As to any other kind of discipline, whether ad- 
dressed to her mind or heart, little Pearl might or might not be within its 
reach, m accordance with the caprice that ruled the moment Her mother, 
while Pearl was yet an infant, grew acquainted with a certain peculiar 
look, that warned her when it would be labor thrown away to insist, per- 
suade, or plead It was a look so intelligent, yet inexplicable, so perverse, 
sometimes so malicious, but generally accompanied by a wild flow of 
spirits, that Hester could not help questioning, at such moments, whether 
Pearl were a human child She seemed rather an airy sprite, which, after 
playing its fantastic spoits for a little while upon the cottage floor, would 
flit away with a mocking smile Whenever that look appeared m her ivild, 
bright, deeply-black eyes, it invested her with a strange remoteness and 
intangibility, it was as if she were hovering m the air and might vanish, 
like a glimmering light that comes we know not whence, and goes we 
know not whither Beholding it, Hester was constrained to rush towards 
the child, to pursue the little elf in the flight which she invariably be- 
gan, to snatch her to her bosom, wnth a close pressure and earnest 
kisses, not so much from overflowing love, as to assure herself that 
Pearl was flesh and blood, and not utterly delusive But Pearl’s laugh, 
when she was caught, though full of mernment and music, made her 
mother more doubtful than before 

Heart-smitten at this bewildering and baffling spell, that so often came 
between herself and her sole treasure, whom she had bought so dear, and 
who was all her world, Hester sometimes burst into passionate tears. 
Then, perhaps, for there was no foreseeing how it might affect her, 
Pearl would frown, and clench her little fist, and harden her small feat- 
ures into a stern, unsympathizing look of discontent Not seldom, she 
would laugh anew, and louder than before, like a thing incapable and un- 
intelligent of human sorrow Or but this more rarely happened she 
would be convulsed with a rage of grief, and sob out her love for her 
mother in broken words, and seem intent on provmg that she had a heart, 
by breaking it Yet Hester was hardly safe m confiding herself to that 
gusty tenderness, it passed as suddenly as it came Brooding over all 
these matters, the mother felt like one who has evoked a spirit, but, by 
some irregularity in the process of conjuration, has failed to win the 
master-word that should control this new and incomprehensible intelli- 
gence Her only real comfort was when the child lay in the placidity of 
sleep Then she was sure of her, and tasted hours of quiet, delicious hap- 
piness, until perhaps with that perverse expression glimmering from 
beneath her opening lids little Pearl awoke > 

How soon with what strange rapidity, indeed' did Pearl arrive at 
an age that was capable of social intercourse, beyond the mother’s ever- 
leady smile and nonsense-words' And then what a happiness would it 

ave been could Hester Prynne have heard her clear, bird-like voice 
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mingling with the uproar of other childish voices, and have distinguished 
and unravelled her own darling’s tones, amid all the entangled outcry of 
a group of sportive children ' But this could never be Pearl was a born 
outcast of the infantile world An imp of evil, emblem and product of sm, 
she had no right among christened infants Nothing was moie reriiark- 
able than the instinct, as it seemed, with which the child comprehended 
her loneliness, the destiny that had diawn an inviolable circle round 
about her, the whole peculiarity, in short, of her position in respect to 
other children Never, since her release from prison, had Hester met the 
public gaze without her In all her walks about the town. Pearl, too, was 
there, first as the babe in arms, and afterwards as the little girl, small 
companion of her mother, holding a forefingei with hei whole grasp, and 
tripping along at the rate of three or four footsteps to one of Hestei ’s 
She saw the children of the settlement, on the grassy margin of the street, 
or at the domestic thiesholds, disporting themselves in such grim fashion 
as the Puritanic nuiture would permit, playing at going to chuich, per- 
chance , or at scourging Quakers , or talcing scalps m a sham-fight with 
the Indians, or scaring one another with freaks of imitative witchcraft 
Pearl saw, and gazed intently, but never sought to make acquaintance If 
spoken to, she would not speak again If the children gathered about her, 
as they sometimes did. Pearl would grow positively terrible in her puny 
wrath, snatching up stones to fling at them, with shrill, incoherent ex- 
clamations,' that made her mother tremble because they had so much the 
sound of a witch’s anathemas in some unknown tongue 

The truth was, that the little Puritans, being of the most intolerant 
brood that ever lived, had got a vague idea of something outlandish, un- 
earthly, or at variance with ordinary fashions, in the mother and child , 
and therefore scorned them in their hearts, and not unfrequently reviled 
them with their tongues Pearl felt the sentiment, and requited it with the 
bitterest hatred thkt can be supposed to rankle in a childish bosom These 
outbreaks of a fierce temper had a kind of value, and even comfort, for 
her mother, because there was at least an intelligible earnestness in the 
mood, instead of the fitful caprice that so often thwarted her in the child’s 
manifestations It appalled her, nevertheless, to discern here, again, a 
shadowy reflection of the evil that had existed in herself All this enmity 
and passion had Pearl inherited, by inalienable right, out of Hester’s 
heart Mother and daughter stood together in the same circle of seclusion 
fiom human society, and in the nature of the child seemed to be perpetu- 
ated those unquiet elements that had distracted Hester Prynne before 
Pearl’s birth, but had since begun to be soothed away by the softening 
influences of maternity 

At home, within and around her mother’s cottage. Pearl wanted not a 
wide and various circle of acquaintance The spell of life went forth 
from her ever-creative spirit, and communicated itself to a thousand ob- 
jects, as a torch kindles a flame wherever it may be applied The unlike- 
hest materials a stick, a bunch of rags, a flower were the puppets, of 
Pearl’s witchcraft, and, without undergoing any outward change, became 
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spiritually adapted to whatever drama occupied the stage of her inner 
world Her one baby-voice served a multitude of imaginary personages, 
old and young, to talk withal The pine-trees, aged, black, and solemn, 
and flinging groans and other melancholy utterances on the breeze, need- 
ed little transformation to figure as Puritan elders, the ugliest weeds of 
the garden were their children, whom Pearl smote down and uprooted, 
most unmercifully It was wonderful, the vast variety of forms into which 
she threw her intellect, with no continuity, indeed, but darting up and 
dancing, always in a state of preternatural activity, soon sinking down, 
as if exhausted by so rapid and feverish a tide of life, and succeeded by 
other shapes of a similar wild energy It was like nothing so much as the 
phantasmagoric play of the noithern lights In the mere exercise of the 
fancy, however, and the sportiveness of a growing mind, there might be 
little more than was observable m other children of bright faculties, ex- 
cept as Peail, m the deaith of human playmates, was thrown more upon 
the visionary throng which she created The singularity lay in the hostile 
feelings with which the child regarded all these offspring of her own heart 
and mind She never created a friend, but seemed always to be sowing 
broadcast the dragon’s teeth, whence sprung a harvest of armed enemies, 
against whom she rushed to battle It was inexpressibly sad then what 
depth of sorrow to a mother, who felt m her own heart the cause > to ob- 
serve, in one so young, this constant recognition of an adverse world, and 
so fierce a training of the energies that were to make good her cause in the 
contest that must ensue 

Gazing at Pearl, Hester Prynne often dropped her woik upon her 
knees, and cried out with an agony which she would fain have hidden, but 
which made utterance for itself, betwixt speech and a groan, “0 Father 
in Heaven, if Thou art still my Father, what is this being which I 
have brought into the world' ” And Pearl, overhearing the ejaculation, or 
aware, through some more subtile channel, of those throbs of anguish, 
would turn her vivid and beautiful little face upon her mother, smile 
with sprite-like intelligence, and resume her play 

One peculiarity of the child’s deportment remains yet to be told The 
very first thing which she had noticed m her life was w^hat^ not the 
mother’s smile, responding to it, as other babies do, by that faint, em- 
bryo smile of the little mouth, remembered so doubtfully afterwards, and 
with such fond discussion whether it were indeed a smile By no means' 
But that fiist object of which Pearl seemed tb become aware was shall 
we say it? the scarlet letter on Hester’s bosom' One day, as her mother 
stooped over the cradle, the infant’s eyes had been caught by the glim- 
mering of the gold embroidery about the letter, and, putting up her little 
hand, she grasped at it, smiling not doubtfully, but with a decided gleam, 
that gave her face the look of a much older child Then, gasping for 
breath, did Hester Prynne clutch the fatal token, instinctively endeavor^ 
ing to tear it away , so infinite was the torture inflicted by the intelligent 
touch of Pearl’s baby-hand Again, as if her mother’s agonized gesture 
were meant only to make sport for her, did little Pearl look into her eyes. 
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and smile' From that epoch, except when the child was asleep, Hester 
had never felt a moment’s safety, not a moment’s calm enjoyment of her 
Weeks, it is true, would sometimes elapse, during which Pearl’s gaze 
might never once be fixed upon the scarlet letter, but then, again, it 
would come at unawares, like the stroke of sudden death, and always 
with that peculiar smile, and odd expiession of the eyes 
Once, tins freakish, elfish cast came into the child’s eyes, while Hester 
was looking at her own image m them, as mothers are fond of doing, and, 
suddenly, for women m solitude, and with troubled hearts, are pestered 
with unaccountable delusions, she fancied that she beheld, not her own 
miniature portrait, but another face, in the small black miiror of Peail’s 
eye It was a face, fiend-like, full of smiling malice, yet bearing the semb- 
lance of features that she had known full v(^ell, though seldom with a 
smile, and never with malice in them It was as if an evil spirit possessed 
the child, and had just then peeped forth m mockery Many a time aftei - 
wards had Hester been tortured, though less vividly, by the same illusion 
In the afternoon of a certain summer’s day, after Pearl grew big 
enough to run about, she amused heiself with gathering handfuls of wild- 
floweis, and flinging them, one by one, at her mother’s bosom, dancing 
up and down, lili:e a little elf, whenever she hit the scarlet letter Hester’s 
first motion had been to cover her bosom with her clasped hands But, 
whether from pride 01 resignation, or a feeling that her penance might 
best be wrought out by this unutterable pain, she resisted the impulse, 
and sat erect, pale as death, looking sadly into little Pearl’s wild eyes 
Still came the battery of flowers, almost invariably hitting the mark, and 
covering the mother’s breast with hurts for which she could find no balm 
m this world, nor knew how to seek it in another At last, her shot being 
all expended, the child stood still and gazed at Hester, with that little, 
laughing image of a fiend peeping out or, whether it peeped or no, her 
mother so imagined it from the unsearchable abyss of her black eyes 
“Child, what art thou?” cued the mother 
“Oh, I am your little Pearl' ” answered the child 

But, while she said it. Pearl laughed, and began to dance up and down, 
with the humorsome gesticulation of a little imp, whose next freak might 
be to fly up the chimney 

“Art thou my child, m very truth?” asked Hester 
Nor did she put the question altogether idly, but, for the moment, with 
a portion of genuine earnestness, for, such was Pearl’s wonderful intelli- 
gence, that her mother half doubted whether she were not acquainted 
with the secret spell of her existence, and might not now reveal herself 
“Yes, I am little Pearl'” repeated the child, continuing her antics 
^ “Thou art not my child' Thou art no Pearl of mine' ” said the mother, 
half playfully, for it was often the case that a sportive impulse came over 
her, m the midst of her deepest suffering “Tell me, then, what thou art, 
and who sent thee hither ” 

“Tell me, mother' ” said the child, seriously, coming up to Hester, and 
piessmg herself close to her knees “Do thou tell me ' ” 
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“Thy Heavenly Father sent thee! ” ansucird Hector Trynnc 

But she said it with a hesitation that did not escape tlie acutr>iic% of 
ilie child Whether mo\ed only by her ordinary fical ishnes-. or hcraii'e 
an evil spirit piompted her, ‘^hc pul up her small forcfmgei, and touched 
the scarlet lettei 

“He did not send me!’’ cticd she, jioMlivel^ “I ha\< no Hravcnly 
Father'” 

“Hush, Peail, hush' Thou must not l.ilk cn'” nnsv.crcd the mother, 
suppiessing a groan ‘ He sent us all into this vorld. Ik ^ent c\tn me, thy 
mother 7'hen. much moic. thee! Oi, if not, thou strange .ind elii-^h child, 
whence didst thou come? ’ 

“Tell me' Tell me'” repeated Pearl no longer srnoady, hut laughing, 
and capering about the flooi “It is thou that must tell nn*' ” 

But I-Iestei could not resoKc the qiieiv. being herself in a di'>mal Inbv- 
rmth of doubt She remembered betwixt a smile .ind i' sluuldcr the 
talk of the neighboring townspeople, wlio, see) jjig \ainlv flstv\herc lor 
the child’s paternity, and obscr\mg some of her odrl attributes, iiad gi\cn 
out that poor little Pcail was a demon ofi>prmg, such as, ever since old 
Catholic times, had occasionally been seen on eirlh. through tiie agenrs 
of their mother’s sin, and to promote some foul .ind v.ickcd purpose 
Luther, according to the sc.ind.il of his monkish enemic.", was a br.it of 
that hellish breed nor was Pearl the only child to whom this inauspicious 
origin was assigned, among the New England Puritans 


vn 

Tun Goverkok’s Hall 

Hester Prynne went, one day, to the m.insion of Governor Bellingham, 
with a pair of gloves, wdiich she had fringed and embroidered to his order, 
and which were to be worn on some great occasion of state, for, though 
the chances of a popular election had caused this former ruler to descend 
a step or tw'o from the highest rank, he still held an honorable and influ- 
ential place among the colonial magistracy 

Another and far more important reason than the deli\ ery of a pair of 
embroidered gloves impelled Hester, at this time, to seek an interview 
With a personage of so much power and activity in the affairs of the settle- 
reached her ears, that there was a design on the part of some 
of the leading inhabitants, cherishing the more rigid order of principles in 
tR government, to deprive her of her child On the supposition 

at Pearl, p already hinted, was of demon origin, these good people not 
unreasonably argued that a Christian interest in the mother’s soul re 
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quired them to remove such a stumbling-block from her path If the child, 
on the other hand, were really capable of moial and religious growth, and 
possessed the elements of ultimate salvation, then, surely, it \vould enjoy 
all the fairer prospect of these advantages by being transfeired to wnser 
and better guaidianship than Hester Prynne’s Among those who pro- 
moted the design, Go\ernor Bellingham was said to be one of the most 
busy It may appear singular, and indeed not a little ludicrous, that an 
affair of this kind, which, in later days, would have been leferred to no 
higher jurisdiction than that of the selectmen of the town, should then 
have been a question publicly discussed, and on which statesmen of emi- 
nence took sides At tliat epoch of pristine simplicity, how'ever, matters of 
even slighter public interest, and of far less intrinsic w'eight, than the w'el- 
fare of Hester and her child, were strangely mixed up wnth the delibera 
tions of legislators and acts of state The period W'as hardly, if at all, car 
her than that of our story, w'hen a dispute concerning the right of prop- 
erly in a pig not onh’’ caused a fierce and bitter contest in the legislative 
body of the colon}’', but resulted m an important modification of the 
framework itself of the legislature 

Full of concern, therefoie, but so conscious of her owm right that it 
seemed scarcel}’’ an unequal match betw’een the public, on the one side, 
and a lonely w’oman, backed by the sympathies of nature, on the other, 
Hestei Prynne set forth from her sol^taiy cottage Little Pearl, of course, 
W’as her companion She w’as now of an age to run lightly along by her 
mother’s side, and, constantly in motion, from morn till sunset, could 
have accomplished a much longer journey than that before hei Often, 
nevertheless, more from caprice than necessity, she demanded to be tal;en 
up m arms, but w'as soon as impenous to be set down again, and frisked 
onw’ard before Hester on the grass}’^ pathw’ay, with many a harmless trip 
and tumble We have spoken of Pearl’s rich and luxainant beaut}’-, a 
beauty that shone with deep and vivid tints, a bright complexion, eyes 
possessing intensity both of depth and glow’, and hair already of a deep, 
glossy brown, and w'hich, m after years, would be nearly akin to black 
There w’as fire in her and throughout her, she seemed the ‘unpremeditated 
offshoot of a passionate moment Her mother, m contriving the child’s 
garb, had allow’ed the gorgeous tendencies of her imagination their full 
play, arraying her in a crimson velvet tunic, of a peculiar cut, abundant- 
ly embroidered w’lth fantasies and flourishes of gold-thread So much 
strength of coloring, which must have given a wan and pallid aspect to 
cheeks of a fainter bloom, was admirably adapted to Pearl’s beauty, and 
made her the very brightest little jet of flame that ever danced upon the 
earth 

But it was a remarkable attribute of this garb, and, indeed, of the 
child’s whole appearance, that it irresistibly and inevitably reminded the 
beholder of the token which Hester Prynne was doomed to wear upon her 
bosom It was the scarlet letter m another form, the scarlet letter en- 
dowed with life I The mother herself as if the red ignominy were so 
deeply scorched into her brain that all her conceptions assumed its form 
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lidd carefully wrought out the similitude, lavishing many hours of 
morbid ingenuity, to cieate an analogy between the object of her affection 
and the emblem of her guilt and toituie But, in tiuth, Pearl was the one, 
as well as the other, and only m consequence of that identity had Hester 
contiived so perfectly to represent the scarlet letter in her appearance 
As the two wayfareis came within the piecmcts of the town, the chil- 
dren of the Puritans looked up fiom their play, or what passed for play 
with those sombre little ui chins, and spake gravely one to another 
“Behold, verily, theie is the woman of the scarlet letter, and, of a 
truth, moreover, theie is the likeness of the scarlet letter running along 
by her side ' Come, therefoie, and let us fling mud at them ' ” 

But Pearl, who ivas a dauntless child, aftei frowning, stamping her 
foot, and shaking hei little hand with a variety of threatening gestures, 
suddenly made a lush at the knot of her enemies, and put them all to 
flight She resembled, in her fierce pursuit of them, an infant pestilence, 
the scarlet fever, or some such half-fledged angel of judgment, wdiose 
mission was to punish the sms of the using generation She screamed and 
shouted, too, with a terrific volume of sound, w’hich, doubtless, caused the 
hearts of the fugitives to quake within them The victor}^ accomplished. 
Pearl returned quietly to her mother, and looked up, smiling, into her 
face 

Without further adventure, they reached the dwelling of Governor 
Bellingham This w'as a large wmoden house, built in a fashion of w'hich 
theie are specimens still extant m the streets of our older towms, now 
moss-grown, crumbling to decay, and melancholy at heart with the many 
sorrowful or joyful occurrences, remembered or forgotten, that have hap- 
pened, and passed away, within their dusky chambers Then, how^ever, 
there was the freshness of the passing year on its exterior, and the cheer- 
fulness, gleaming forth from the sunny wundow^s, of a human habitation, 
into which death had never entered It had, indeed, a very cheery aspect , 
the walls being overspread wuth a kind of stucco, m which fragments of 
broken glass were plentifully intermixed , so that, when the sunshine fell 
aslant-wise over the front of the edifice, it glittered and sparkled as if 
diamonds had been flung against it by the double handful The brilliancy 
might have befitted Aladdin’s palace, rather than the mansion of a grave 
old Puritan ruler It was further decorated with strange and seemingly 
cabalistic figures and diagrams, suitable to the quaint taste of the age, 
which had been drawn m the stucco when newly laid on, and had now 
gro^ hard and durable, for the admiration of after times 

Pearl, looking at this bright wonder of a house, began to caper and 
dance, and imperatively required that the whole breadth of sunshine 
stiould be stripped off its front, and given her to play with 

No, my little Pearl i ” said her mother “Thou must gather thine own 
sunshine I have none to give thee > ” 

^PPi^^ched the door , which was of an arched form, and flanked 
on each side by a narrow tower or projection of the edifice, m both of 
1C were lattice-windows, with wooden shutters to close over them at 
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need Lifting the iron hammer that hung at the portal, Hester Prynne 
gave a summons, which was answered by one of the Governor s bond- 
servants, a free-boin Englishman, but now a seven years’ slave During 
that term he was to be the property of his master, and as much a commod- 
ity of bargain and sale as an ox, or a jomt-stool The serf wore the blue 
coat, which was the customary garb of serving-men of that period, and 
long before, m the old hereditary halls of England 

‘Ts the worshipful Governor Bellingham within?” inquiied Hester 

“Yea, forsooth,” replied the bond-servant, staring with wide-open eyes 
at the scarlet letter, which, being a new-comer m the country, he had 
never before seen “Yea, his honorable worship is within But he hath a 
godly minister or two with him, and likewise a leech Ye may not see his 
V 01 ship now ” 

“Nevertheless, I will enter,” replied Hester Prynne, and the bond- 
servant, pel haps judging from the decision of her air, and the glittering 
sjmibol m her bosom, that she was a great lady m the land, offered no 
opposition 

So the mother and little Pearl were admitted into the hall of entrance 
With many variations, suggested by the nature of his building-materials, 
diversity of climate, and a different mode of social life. Governor Belling- 
ham had planned his new habitation after the residences of gentlemen of 
fair estate m his native land Here, then, was a wide and reasonably lofty 
hall, extending through the whole depth of the house, and forming a 
medium of general communication, more or less diiectly, with all the 
other apartments At one extremity, this spacious room was lighted by 
the windows of the two towers, which formed a small recess on either side 
of the portal At the other end, though partly muffled by a curtam, it was 
more powerfully illuminated by one of those embowed hall-windows 
which we read of m old books, and which was provided \\uth a deep and 
cushioned seat Here, on the cushion, lay a folio tome, probably of the 
Chronicles of England, or other such substantial literature, even as, in 
our own days,' we scatter gilded volumes on the centre-table, to be turned 
over by the casual guest The furniture of the hall consisted of some pon- 
derous chairs, the backs of which were elaborately carved with wreaths of 
oaken flowers , and likewise a table m the same taste , the whole being of 
the Elizabethan age, or perhaps earliei, and heirlooms, transferred hither 
from the Governor’s paternal home On the table m token that the sen- 
timent of old English hospitality had not been left behind stood a large 
pewter tankard, at the bottom of which, had Hester or Pearl peeped into 
it, they might have seen the frothy remnant of a recent draught of ale 
On the wall hung a row of portraits, representing the forefathers of the 
Bellmgham lineage, some with armor on their breasts, and others with 
stately ruffs and robes of peace All were characterized by the sternness 
and severity which old portraits so invariably put on , as if they were the 
ghosts, rather than the pictures, of departed worthies, and were gazing 
with harsh and intolerant criticism at the pursuits and enjojmients of 
livmg men 
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At about the centre of the oaken panels, that lined the hall, r\as sus- 
pended a suit of mail, not, like the pictuies, an anccstial relic, but of the 
most modern date, foi it had been manufactured by a skilful armorer in 
London, the same year m which Governor Bellingham came over to New 
England There was a steel headpiece, a cuiras'^, a gorget, and greaves, 
with a pair of gauntlets and a sword hanging beneath, all, and especially 
the helmet and breastplate, so highly burnished as to glou with white 
radiance, and scattei an illumination cverywhete about upon the floor 
This bright panoply w'as not meant for mere idle show , but had been worn 
by the Governor on many a solemn muster and training field, and had 
glittered, moreover, at the head of a regiment in the Pequod w'ar For, 
though bied a lawyei, and accustomed to speak of Bacon, Coke, Noye, 
and Finch as his professional associates, tlic CMgencics of this new coun- 
try had transformed Governor Bellingham into a soldier as well as a 
statesman and ruler 

Little Peail who was as greatly plc.iscd with the gleaming armor as 
she had been wath the glittering fionlispicce of the house spent some 
time looking into the polished mirror of the breastplate 
“Mother,” cried she, “I see you here Look' Look! ” 

Hester looked, by way of humoring the child, and she saw that, owing 
to the peculiar effect of this convex mirror, the scarlet letter was repre- 
sented m exaggeiated and gigantic proportions, so as to be greatly the 
most prominent feature of her appeal ance In truth, she seemed absolute- 
ly hidden behind it Peail pointed upward, also, at a similar picture in 
the headpiece, smiling at her mothei, w'lth the elfish intelligence that was 
so familiar an expression on her small physiognomy That loolc of naughty 
merriment was likewise reflected m the mirror, wiUi so much breadth and 
intensity of effect, that it made Hester Prynne leel as if it could not be 
the image of her oivn child, but of an imp wdio was seeking to mould itself 
into Pearl’s shape 

“Come along, Pearl,” said she, drawing her aw'ay “Come and look into 
this fair garden It may be we shall see flow'ers there, more beautiful ones 
than we find in the woods ” 

Pearl, accordingly, ran to the bowMvindow’, at the farther end of the 
hall, and looked along the vista of a garden-walk, carpeted with closely 
shaven grass, and bordered with some rude and immature attempt at 
'"hrubbery But the proprietor appeared already to have relinquished, as 
hopeless, the effort to perpetuate on this side of the Atlantic, in a hard 
soil and amid the close struggle for subsistence, the native English taste 
for ornamental gardening Cabbages grew m plam sight, and a pumpkm- 
vine, rooted at some distance, had run across the intervening space, and 
deposited one of its gigantic products directly beneath the hall-window', 
as if to warn the Governor that this great lump of vegetable gold w^as as 
rich an ornament as New England earth would offer him There w^ere a 
ew rose-bushes, however, and a number of apple-trees, probably the 
descendants of those planted by the Reverend Mr Blackstone, the first 
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settler of the peninsula, that half-mythological peisonage, who rides 
through our early annals, seated on the back of a bull 

Pearl, seeing the rose-bushes, began to cry for a led rose, and would 
not be pacified 

“Hush, child, hushl” said hei mother, earnestly “Do not cry, dear 
little Pearl! I hear voices in the garden The Governor is coming, and 
gentlemen along with him*” 

In fact, adowm the vista of the garden avenue a number of peisons w^eie 
seen approaching tow^ards the house Pearl, in utter scorn of her mother’s 
attempt to quiet her, gave an eldritch scream, and then became silent, 
not fiom any notion of obedience, but because the quick and mobile 
curiosity of her disposition was excited by the appearance of these new' 
personages. 


Vi.ll 

The Elf-Child and the Minister 

I 

Governor Bellinghaiw, in a loose gown and easy cap, such as elderly 
gentlemen loved to endue themselves with, in their domestic privacy, 
walked foremost, and appeared to be showang off his estate, and expati- 
ating on his projected improvements The wide ciicumference of an elab- 
orate ruff, beneath his giay beard, in the antiquated fashion of King 
James’s reign, caused his head to look not a little like that of John the 
Baptist in a charger The impression made by his aspect, so rigid and 
severe, and frost-bitten with more than autumnal age, was hardly m 
keeping with the appliances of worldly enjoyment wherewith he had 
evidently done his utmost to surround himself But it is an error to sup- 
pose that our grave forefathers though accustomed to speak and think 
of human existence as a state merely of trial and warfaie, and though un- 
feignedly prepared to sacrifice goods and life at the behest of duty made 
it a matter of conscience to reject such means of comfort, or even luxury, 
as lay fairly within their grasp This creed w'as never taught, for instance, 
by the venerable pastor, John Wilson, w'hose beard, white as a snow-drift, 
was seen over Governor Bellingham’s shoulder, while its w'earer suggest- 
ed that pears and peaches imght yet be naturalized in the New England 
climate, and that purple grapes might possibly be compelled to flourish, 
against the sunny garden-wall The old clergyman, nurtured at the rich 
bosom of the English Church, had a long-established and legitimate taste 
for all good and comfortable things, and however stern he might show 
himself in the pulpit, or in his public leproof of such transgressions as 
that of Hester Prynne, still, the genial benevolence of his private life had 
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At about the centre of the oaken panels, that lined the hall, was sus- 
pended a suit of mail, not, like the pictures, an ancestral relic, but of the 
most modern date, for it had been manufactured by a skilful armorer in 
London, the same year m which Governor Bellingham came over to New 
England Theie was a steel headpiece, a cuiias'^, a gorget, and greaves, 
with a pair of gauntlets and a sword hanging beneath all, and especially 
the helmet and breastplate, so highly burnished as to glou vith iihitc 
ladiance, and scattei an illumination evetyuhcrc about upon the floor 
This bright panoply was not meant for mere idle show , but had been worn 
by the Goveinor on many a solemn muster and training field, and had 
glittered, moreover, at the head of a regiment in the Pcquod war. For, 
though bred a lawyer, and accustomed to speak of Bacon, Coke, Noye, 
and Finch as his piofessional associates, the exigencies of this new coun- 
try had transformed Governor Bellingham into a soldier as well as a 
statesman and ruler 

Little Pearl w'ho was as gieatly pleased with the gleaming armor as 
she had been wath the glitteiing frontispiece of the house spent some 
time looking into the polished minor of the breastplate 
“Mother,” cried she, “I see you here Look ! Look ! ” 

Hestei looked, by w'ay of humoring the child, and she saw that, owing 
to the peculiar effect of this convex mirror, the scarlet letter was repre- 
sented in exaggeiated and gigantic proportions, so as to lie greatly the 
most prominent feature of hei appearance In truth, she seemed absolute- 
ly hidden behind it Pearl pointed upward, also, at a similar picture in 
the headpiece, smiling at her mother, wuth the elfish intelligence that was 
so familiar an expression on her small physiognomy That look of naughty 
merriment w’as likewise reflected in the mirror, with so much breadth and 
intensity of effect, that it made Hester Prynne feel as if it could not be 
the image of her oivn child, but of an imp who was seeking to mould itself 
into Pearl’s shape 

“Come along. Pearl,” said she, drawing her away “Come and look into 
this fair garden It may be we shall see flow^ers there, more beautiful ones 
than we find in the woods ” 

Pearl, accordingly, ran to the bow'-wundow', at the farther end of the 
hall, and looked along the vista of a garden-walk, carpeted w ith closely 
shaven grass, and bordered with some rude and immature attempt at 
'"hrubbery But the proprietor appeared already to have relinquished, as 
hopeless, the effort to perpetuate on this side of the Atlantic, in a hard 
soil and amid the close struggle for subsistence, the native English taste 
for ornamental gardening Cabbages grew in plain sight, and a pumpkin- 
vine, rooted at some distance, had run across the intervening space, and 
deposited one of its gigantic products directly beneath the hall-window', 
as if to warn the Governor that this great lump of vegetable gold w^as as 
rich an ornament as New England earth would offer him There were a 
tew rose-bushes, however, and a number of apple-trees, probably the 
aescendants of those planted by the Reverend Mr Blarkstone, the first 

I ' 
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settler of the peninsula, that half-mythological personage, who rides 
through our early annals, seated on the back of a bull 

Pearl, seeing the rose-bushes, began to cry for a led rose, and would 
not be pacified 

“Hush, child, hush’” said her mother, earnestly “Do not cry, dear 
little Pearl’ I hear voices m the garden The Governor is coming, and 
gentlemen along with him’ ” 

In fact, adown the vista of the gaiden avenue a number of persons were 
seen approaching towaids the house Pearl, m utter scoin of her mother’s 
’ attempt to quiet her, gave an eldritch scream, and then became silent, 
not from any notion of obedience, but because the quick and mobile 
curiosity of her disposition was excited by the appearance of these new 
personages 


vm 

The Elf-Child and the Minister 

I 

Governor Bellingham, in a loose gown and easy cap, such as elderly 
gentlemen loved to endue themselves with, in their domestic privacy, 
walked foiemost, and appeared to be showing off his estate, and expati- 
ating on his projected improvements The wide circumference of an elab- 
orate ruff, beneath his giay beard, in the antiquated fashion of King 
James’s reign, caused his head to look not a little like that of John the 
Baptist in a chaiger The impression made by his aspect, so rigid and 
severe, and frost-bitten with more than autumnal age, was hardly m 
keeping with the appliances of worldly enjoyment wherewith he had 
evidently done his utmost to surround himself But it is an error to sup- 
pose that our grave forefathers though accustomed to speak and think 
of human existence as a state merely of trial and warfare, and though un- 
feignedly prepared to sacrifice goods and life at the behest of duty made 
it a matter of conscience to reject such means of comfort, or even luxury, 
as lay fairly within their grasp This creed was never taught, for instance, 
by the venerable pastor, John Wilson, whose beard, white as a snow-drift, 
was seen over Governor Bellingham’s shoulder, while its wearer suggest- 
ed that pears and peaches might yet be naturalized m the New England 
climate, and that purple grapes might possibly be compelled to flourish, 
against the sunny garden-wall The old clergyman, nurtured at the rich 
bosom of the English Church, had a long-established and legitimate taste 
for all good and comfortable things, and however stern he might show 
himself m the pulpit, or in his public reproof of such transgressions as 
that of Hester Prynne, still, the genial benevolence of his private life had 
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won him warmer affection than was accoided to any of his professional 
contemporaries 

Behind the Governor and Mr Wilson came two other guests one the 
Reverend Arthur Dimmesdale, ivhom the rcadci may remember as hav- 
ing taken a brief and reluctant part in the scene of Hester rr>nnc’s dis- 
grace, and, in close companionship with him, old Roger Chilhngworth, a 
person of great skill in physic, who, for two or three years past, had been 
settled m the town It was understood that this learned man was the phys- 
ician as w^ell as friend of the young minister, W'ho'^e health had severely 
suffered, of late, by his too unreserved self-sacrifice to the labors and 
duties of the pastoral relation 

The Governor, in advance of his visitors, ascended one or two steps, 
and, throwing open the lca\es of the great hall-window, found himself 
close to little Pearl The shadow' of the curtain fell on Hester Piynne, and 
partially concealed her 

“Wliat have w'e here?” said Governor Bellingham, looking with sur- 
prise at the scarlet little figure before him “I profess, I have never seen 
the like, since my days of vanity, m old King James's lime, when I was 
wont to esteem it a high favor to be admitted to a court mask! There used 
to be a swarm of these small apparitions, in holiday time, and we called 
them children of tire Lord of iSIisiulc But how gat such ,i guest into my 
hall?” 

“Ay, indeed!” cried good old jMr 'Wilson “What little bud of scarlet 
plumage may this be? iMethinks I have seen just such figures, when the 
sun has been shining through a richly painted window, and tracing out 
the golden and crimson images across the floor But that was in the old 
land Prithee, young one, who art thou, and what has ailed thy mother to 
Dedizen thee in this strange fashion? Art thou a Christian child, ha? 
Dost know' thy catechism? Or art thou one of tliosc naughty clfs or fair- 
ies, whom W'e thought to have left behind us, W’lth otlier relics of Papis- 
try, in merry old England?” 

“I am mother’s child,” answered the scarlet vision, “and my name is 
Pearl ! ” 

“Pearl? Ruby, rather' or Coral' or Red Rose, at tlie very least, 
judging from thy hue'” responded the old minister, putting forth, his 
hand in a vain attempt to pat little Pearl on the cheek “But w'here is 
this mother of thine? Ah' I see,” he added, and, turning to Governor 
Bellingham, whispered, “This is the salfsame child of w'hom we have held 
speech together , and behold here the unhappy woman, Hester Prynne, 
her mother' ” 

Sayest thou so?” cried the Governor “Nay, we might have judged 
that such a child’s mother must needs be a scailet woman, and a w'orthy 
type of her of Babylon' But she comes at a good time, and we will look 
mto this matter forthwith ” 

Governor Bellingham stepped through the window into the hall, fol- 
lowed by his three guests 

‘Hester Prynne,” said he, fixing his naturally stern regard on the 
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wearer of the scarlet letter, “there hath been much question concerning 
thee, of late The point hath been weightily discussed, whether we, that 
are of authority and mfluence, do well dischaige our consciences by 
trusting an immortal soul, such as there is m yonder child, to the guid- 
ance of one who hath stumbled and fallen, amid the pitfalls of this world 
Speak thou, the child’s own mother’ Were it not, thmkest thou, for thy 
little one’s temporal and eternal welfare that she be taken out of thy 
charge, and clad soberly, and disciplined strictly, and instructed m the 
truths of heaven and earth ^ What canst thou do for the child, in this 
kind?” 

“I can teach my little Pearl whvt I have learned from this ’ ” answered 
Hester Pr3mne, laying her finger on the red token 

“Woman, it is thy badge of shame’ ” replied the stern magistrate “It is 
because of the stain which that lettei indicates, that we would transfer 
thy child to other hands ” 

“Nevertheless,” said the mother, calmly, though growing more pale, 
“this badge hath taught me it daily teaches me it is teaching me at 
this moment lessons whereof my child may be the wiser and better, 
albeit they can profit nothing to myself ” 

“We will judge wanly,” said Bellingham, “and look well what we are 
about to do Good Master Wilson, I pray you, examine this Pearl since 
that IS her name, and see whether she hath had such Christian nurture 
as befits a child of her age ” 

The old minister seated himself in an arm-chair, and made an effort to 
draw Pearl betwixt his knees But the child, unaccustomed to the touch 
of familiarity of any but her mother, escaped through the open window, 
and stood on the upper step looking like a wild tropical bird, of rich 
plumage, ready to take flight into the upper air Mr Wilson, not a little 
astonished at this outbreak, for he was a grandfatherly sort of person- 
age, and usually a vast favorite with children, essayed, however, to pro- 
ceed with the examination 

“Pearl,” said he, with great solemnity, “thou must take heed to instruc- 
tion, that so, m due season, thou mayest wear in thy bosom the pearl of 
great price Canst thou tell me, my child, who made thee 

Now Pearl knew well enough who made her, for Hester Prynne, the 
daughter of a pious home, very soon after her talk with the child about 
her Heavenly Father, had begun to inform her of those truths which the 
human spirit, at whatever stage of immaturity, imbibes with such eager 
interest Pearl, therefore, so large were the attainments of her three years’ 
lifetime, could have borne a fair examination in the New England Primer, 
or the first column of the Westminster Catechisms, although unacquaint- 
ed with the outward form of either of those celebrated works But that 
perversity which all children have more or less of, and of which little 
Pearl had a tenfold portion, now, at the most inopportune moment, took 
thorough possession of her, and closed her lips, or impelled her to speak 
words amiss After putting her finger in her mouth, with many ungracious 
refusals to answer good Mr Wilson’s questions, the child finally an- 
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nounced that she had not been made at all, but had been plucked by her 
mother off the bush of wild loses that giew by the piison-door 

This fantasy was probably suggested by the near proximity of the 
Governor’s red roses, as Pearl stood outside of the window, together with 
her recollection of the prison rose-bush, which she had passed in coming 
hither 

' Old Roger Chillmgworth, with a smile on his face, whispered some- 
thing in the young clergyman’s eai Hester Prynne looked at the man of 
skill, and even then, widi her fate hanging in the balance, was startled to 
perceive what a change had come over his features, how much uglier 
they were, how his daik complexion seemed to have growm duskiei, and 
his figure more misshapen, since the days when she had familiarly 
known him She met his eyes for an instant, but was immediately con- 
strained to give all her attention to the scene now going forward 

“This IS awfuP” cried the Governoi, slowly recovering from the aston- 
ishment into which Pearl’s lesponse had thrown him “Here is a child of 
three years old, and she cannot tell who made her! Without question, she 
IS equally in the dark as to her soul, its present depravity, and future des- 
tiny' Methmks, gentlemen, we need inquire no further ” 

Hester caught hold of Pearl, and drew her forcibly into her arms, con- 
fronting the old Puiitan magistrate with almost a fierce expression Alone 
in the world, cast off by it, and with this sole treasure to keep her heart 
alive, she felt that she possessed indefeasible rights against the world, and 
was ready to defend them to the death 

“God gave me the child'” cried she “He gave her in requital of all 
things else, which ye had talien from me She is my happiness' she is 
my torture, none the less' Pearl keeps me here m life' Pearl punishes me 
too ' See ye not, she is the scarlet letter, only capable of being loved, and 
so endowed with a million-fold the power of retribution for my sin? Ye 
shall not take her' I will die first' ” 

“My poor woman,” said the not unkind old minister, “the child shall 
be well cared for ' far better than thou canst do it ” 

“God gave her into my keeping,” repeated Hester Prynne, raising her 
voice almost to a shriek “I will not give her up'” And here, by a sud- 
den impulse, she turned to the young clergyman, Mr Dimmesdale, at 
whom, up to this moment, she had seemed hardly so much as once to 
direct her eyes “Speak thou for me' ” cried she “Thou wast my pastor, 
and hadst charge of my soul, and knowest me better than these men can 
I will not lose the child' Speak for me' Thou knowest, foi thou hast 
sympathies whfch these men lack' thou knowest what is in my heart, 
and what are a mother’s rights, and how much the stronger they aie, when 
that mother has but her child and the scarlet letter' Look thou to it' I 
will not lose the child ' Look to it' ” 

At this wild and smgular appeal, which indicated that Hester Prynne’s 
situation had provoked her to little less than madness, the young minister 
at once came forward, pale, and holding his hand over his heart, as was 
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his custom whenever his pecuhaily nervous temperament was thrown into 
agitation He looked now moie careworn and emaciated than as we de- 
scribed him at the scene of Hester’s public ignominy, and whether it were 
his failing health, or whatever the cause might be, his large dark eyes had 
a world of pain in their troubled and melancholy depth 

‘‘There is tiuth m what she says,” began the minister, with a voice 
sweet, tremulous, but powerful, insomuch that the hall reechoed, and the 
hollow armor rang with it, “truth m what Hester says, and m the feel- 
ing which inspires her > God gave her the child, and gave her, too, an in- 
stinctive knowledge of its nature and lequirements, both seemingly so 
peculiar, which no other mortal being can possess And, moreover, is 
there not a quality of awful sacredness m the relation between this 
mother and this child?” 

“Ay' how IS that, good Master Dimmesdale?” interrupted the Gover- 
nor “Malce that plain, I pray you ' ” 

“It must be even so,” resumed the minister “For, if we deem it other- 
wise, do we not thereby say that the Heavenly Father, the Creator of all 
flesh, hath lightly lecognized a deed of sm, and made of no account the 
distinction between unhallowed lust and holy lovel* This child of its 
father’s guilt and its mother’s shame hath come from the hand of God, to 
work in many ways upon hei heart, who pleads so earnestly, and with 
such bitterness of spirit, the right to keep her It was meant for a blessing, 
for the one blessing of her life' It was meant, doubtless, as the mother 
herself hath told us, for a retribution too, a torture to be felt at many an 
unthought-of moment, a pang, a sting, an ever-recurrmg agony, in the 
midst of a troubled joy' Hath she not expressed this thought in the garb 
of the poor child, so forcibly reminding us of that red symbol which sears 
her bosom?” 

“Well said, again ' ” cried good Mr Wilson “I feared the woman had 
no better thought than to make a mountebank of her child' ” 

“Oh, not so' not so'” continued Mr Dimmesdale “She lecogmzes, 
believe me, the solemn miracle which God hath wrought, in the existence 
of that child And may she feel, too, what, methmks, is the very truth, 
that this boon was meant, above all things else, to ke6p the mothei’s 
soul alive, and to preserve her from blacker depths of sm into which Satan 
might else have sought to plunge her' Therefore it is good for this poor, 
sinful woman that she hath an infant immortality, a being capable of 
eternal joy or sorrow, confided to her care, to be trained up by her to 
righteousness, to remind her, at every moment, of hei fall, but yet to 
teach her, as it were by the Creator’s sacred pledge, that, if she bring the 
child to heaven, the child also will bring its parent thither ' Herein is the 
sinful mother happier than the sinful father For Hester Prynne’s sake, 
then, and no less for the poor child’s sake, let us leave them as Providence 
hath seen fit to place them ' ” 

“You speak, my friend, with a strange earnestness,” said old Roger 
Chilhngworth, smiling at him. 
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‘‘And there is, a weighty import m what my young brother hath spok- 
en,” added the Reveiend Mr Wilson “What say you, worshipful Master 
Bellingham? Hath he not pleaded well for the poor woman?” 

“Indeed hath he,” answered the magistrate, “and hath adduced such 
arguments, that we will even leave the mattei as it now stands, so long, at 
least, as there shall be no further scandal in the woman. Care must be 
had, nevertheless, to put the child to due and stated .examination m the 
catechism, at thy hands or Master Dimmesdale’s Moreover, at a proper 
season, the tithmg-men must take heed that she go both to school and to 
meeting ” 

The young minister, on ceasing to speak, had withdrawn a few steps 
from the group, and stood with his face partially concealed m the heavy 
folds of the wmdow-curtams , while the shadow of his figure, which the 
sunlight cast upon the floor, was tremulous with the vehemence of his 
appeal Pearl, that wild and flighty little elf, stole softly towards him, and 
taking his hand m the grasp of both her own, laid her cheek against it, a 
caress so tender, and withal so unobtrusive, that her mother, who was 
looking on, asked herself, “Is that my Pearl?” Yet she knew that there 
was love m the child’s heart, although it mostly revealed itself m passion, 
and hardly twice m her lifetime had been softened by such gentleness as 
now The minister, for, save the long-sought regards of woman, nothing 
is sweeter than these marks of childish preference, accorded spontaneous- 
ly by a spiritual instinct, and therefore seeming to imply m us something 
truly worthy to be loved, the minister looked round, laid his hand on 
the child’s head, hesitated an instant, and then kissed her brow Little 
Pearl’s unwonted mood of sentiment lasted no longer, she laughed, and 
went capering down the hall, so airily, that old Mr Wilson raised a ques- 
- tion whether even her tiptoes touched the floor 

“The little baggage hath witchcraft in her, I profess,” said he to Mr 
Dimmesdale “She needs no old woman’s broomstick to fly wnthal'” 

“A strange child' ’ remarked old Roger Chilhngwmrth “It is easy to 
see the mother’s part in her Would it be beyond a philosopher’s research, 
think ye, gentlemen, to analyze that child’s nature, and, from its make 
and mould, to give a shrewd guess at the father?” 

“Nay , it would be sinful, m such a question, to follow^ the clew of pro- 
fane philosophy,” said Mr Wilson “Better to fast and pray upon it, and 
still better, it may be, to leave the mystery as we find it, unless Prov- 
idence reveal it of its own accord Thereby, every good Christian man 
hath a title to show a father’s kindness towards the poor, deserted babe ” 

The affair being so satisfactorily concluded, Hester Prynne, with Pearl, 
departed from the house As they descended the steps, it is averred that 
the lattice of a chamber-window was thrown open, and forth into the 
sunny day was trust the face of Mistress Hibbins, Governor Bellingham’s 

itter-tempered sister, and the same who, a few years later, was executed 
as a witch 

Hisk hist'” said she, while her ill-omened physiognomy seemed to 
cast a shadow over the cheerful newness of the house “Wilt thou go with 
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US to-night? There will be a merr}^ company in the forest, and I wellnigh 
promised the Black Man that comely Hester Prynne should make one ” 

“IMake ni}'- excuse to him, so please you' ’’ answered Hester, wth a tri- 
umphant smile “I must tarry at home, and keep watch over my little 
Pearl Had they taken her from me, I would willingly have gone witli thee 
into the forest, and signed 1113^ name m the Black IMan’s book too, and 
that with mine own blood ' ” 

‘‘We shall have thee tliere anon ' ” said the witchlady, frowning, as she 
drew back her head 

But here if we suppose this interview betwixt iMistress Hibbins and 
Hester Prynne to be authentic, and not a parable was already an illus- 
tration of the young minister s aigument against sundeiing the relation of 
a fallen mother to the offspring of her frailty. Even thus early had the 
child saved her from Satan’s snare. 


IX 


The Leech 

Under the appellation of Roger Chillingworth, the readei will lemembei, 
was hidden another name, vliich its former wearer had resolved should 
never more be spoken It has been related howj in the crowd that wit- 
nessed Hester Prynne’s ignominious exposure, stood a man, elderly, 
travel-worn, who, just emerging from the perilous wilderness, beheld the 
woman, in whom he hoped to find embodied the warmth and cheerfulness 
of home, set up as a t3TDe of sin before the people ;;Her matronly fame was 
trodden under all men’s feet Infamy was babbling around her in the pub- 
lic market-place For her kindred, should the tidings evei reach them, and 
for the companions of hei unspotted life, there remained nothing but the 
contagion of her dishonor, which would not fail to be distributed in 
strict accordance and proportion ^ylth the intimacy and sacredness of 
their previous relationship Then why since the choice was with himself 
should the individual, whose connection with the fallen woman had 
been the most intimate and sacred of them all, come forward to vindicate 
his claim to an inheritance so little desiiable? He resolved not to be pil- * 
loried beside her on her pedestal of shame Unknown to all but Hester 
Prynne, and possessing the lock and key of her silence, he chose to with- 
diaw his name from the roll of mankind, and, as regarded his former ties 
and interests, to vanish out of life as completely as if he indeed lay at the 
bottom of the ocean, whither rumor had long ago consigned him This 
purpose once effected, new interests would immediately spring up, and 
likewise a new purpose, dark, it is true, if not guilty, but of force enough 
to engage the full strength of his faculties 
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In pursuance of this resolve, he took up his residence in the Puritan 
town, as Roger Chillingworth, witliout other introduction than the learn- 
ing and intelligence of which he possessed more than a common measure 
As his studies, at a previous period of his life, had made him extensively 
acquainted with the medical science of the day, it was as a physician that 
he presented himself, and as such was cordially received Skilful men, of 
the medical and chiruigical profession, were of rare occurrence in the 
colony They seldom, it would appeal, partook of the religious zeal that 
brought other emigrants across the Atlantic In their researches into the 
human frame, it may be that the higher and more subtile faculties of such 
men were materialized, and that they lost the spiritual view of existence 
amid the intricacies of that wondrous mechanism, which seemed to in- 
volve art enough to comprise all of life within itself At all events, the 
health of the good town of Boston, so far as medicine had aught to do 
with it, had hitherto lam m the guardianship of an aged deacon and 
apothecary, whose piety and godly deportment were stronger testimonials 
m his favor than any that he could have produced m the shape of a di- 
ploma The only surgeon was one who combined the occasional exercise of 
that noble art with the daily and habitual flourish of a razor To such a 
professional body Roger Chillingworth was a brilliant acquisition He 
soon manifested his familiarity with the ponderous and imposing machin- 
ery of antique physic, m which every remedy contained a multitude of 
far -fetched and heterogeneous ingredients, as elaborately compounded as 
if the proposed result had been the Elixii of Life In his Indian captivity, 
moreover, he had gained much knowledge of the propeities of native 
herbs and roots, nor did he conceal from his patients, that these simple 
medicines, Nature’s boon to the untutored savage, had quite as large a 
share of ins own confidence as the European pharmacopoeia, which so 
many learned doctors had spent centuries in elaborating 
This learned stranger was exemplary, as regarded, at least, the outward 
forms of a religious life, and, early after his arrival, had chosen for his 
spiritual guide the Reverend Mr Dimmesdale The young divine, whose 
scholar-hke renown still lived m Oxford, was considered by his more fei- 
vent admirers as little less than a heaven-ordained apostle, destined, 
should he live and labor for the ordinary term of life, to do as great deeds 
for the now feeble New England 'Church as the early Fathers had 
achieved for the infancy of the Chiistian faith About this period, how- 
ever, the health of Mr Dimmesdale had evidently begun to fail By those 
‘ best acquainted with his habits, the paleness of the young minister’s 
cheek was accounted for by his too earnest devotion to study, his scrupu- 
lous fulfilment of parochial duty, and, more than all, by the fasts and 
vigils of which he made a frequent practice, in order to keep the grossness 
of this earthly state from clogging and obscuring his spiritual lamp 
home declared, that, if Mr Dimmesdale were really going to die, it was 
cause enoi^h, that the world was not worthy to be any longer trodden by 
1,1 oimself, on the other hand, with characteristic humility 
avowed his belief, that, if Providence should see fit to remove him, it 
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would be because of his own unwortliiness to perform its humblest mis- 
sion here on earth With all tins diffeience of opinion as to the cause of 
his decline, there could be no question of the fact His form grew emaci- 
ated, his voice, though still rich and sweet, had a certain melancholy 
prophec}’’ of decay m it, he ivas often obseived, on any slight alarm or 
other sudden accident, to put his hand over his heait, with first a flush 
and then a paleness, indicative of pain 

Such was the 3mung clergjmian’s condition, and so imminent the pros- 
pect that his davming light would be extinguished, all untimel}'’, when 
Roger Chi 11 mgv or til made his advent to the tovn His first entr}'- on the 
scene, few people could tell v hence, dioppmg down, as it were, out of the 
sky, or starting from the netlier earth, had an aspect of mysler}’-, which 
vas easily heightened to the miraculous He vas nov known to be a man 
of skill, It vas observed that he gathered herbs, and the blossoms of wild- 
flovers, and dug up loots, and plucked ofl tvigs from the forest-trees, like 
one acquainted vith hidden \irtues in what was \alueless to common 
ej'es He ivas heard to spealc of Sir Kenelm Digby, and other famous men, 
w'hose scientific attainments were esteemed hardl}^ less than super- 
natural, as having been his correspondents or associates AWiy, wuth 
such lank in the leained w’orld, had he come hithei? What could he, 
w’hose sphere w’as in great cities, be seeking 111 the wulderness? In answer 
to this query, a rumor gained ground, and, however absurd, was enter- 
tained by some very sensible people, that Heaven had WTought an abso- 
lute miracle, by transporting an eminent Doctor of Physic, from a Ger- 
man university, bodily through the an, and setting him dowm at the door 
of Mr Dimmesdale’s study* Individuals of waser faith, indeed, who knew’- 
that Heaven promotes its purposes w’lthout aiming at the stage-effect of 
W’hat is called miraculous intei position, were inclined to see a providential 
hand m Roger Chilhngw’orth’s so oppoitune arrival 

The idea was countenanced bj’’ the strong interest wdiich the physician 
ever manifested in the young clergjmian, he attached himself to him as a 
parishioner, and sought to wan a fiiendl}’- legaid and confidence from his 
naturally reserved sensibility He expressed gieat alarm at his pastor’s 
'State of health, but was anxious to attempt the cure, and, if eail 3 ’' under- 
taken, seemed not despondent of a favoiable result The elders, the 
deacons, the- motherly dames, and the 3mung and fan maidens, of Mr 
Dimmesdale’s flock, were alike importunate that he should make trial of 
the physician’s frankly offeied skill Mr Dimmesdale gently lepelled 
their entreaties 

“I need no medicine,” said he ' 

But how could the young minister say so, w’hen, W'lth every successive 
Sabbath, his cheek was paler and thinner, and his voice more tremulous 
than before, when it had now become a constant habit, rather than a 
' casual gesture, to press his hand over his heart? Was he weaiy of his 
labors^ Did he wish to die? These questions were solemnly propounded 
to Mr Dimmesdale by the elder ministers of Boston and the deacons of 
his church, who, to use their own phrase, “dealt with him” on the sm of 
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rejecting the aid which Pi evidence so manifestly held out He listened in 
silence, and finally piomised to confer with the phj^sician 

“Were it God’s will,” said the Reverend Mr ]3immcsdalc, when, in ful- 
filment of this pledge, he requested old Roger Chillingworlh’s professional 
advice, “I could be nell content that my labors, and my sorrows, and my 
sms, and my pains, should shortly end with me, and what is earthly of 
them be buried m my giave, and the spiritual go w'lth me to my eternal 
state, rathei than that you should put your skill to the proof m my 
behalf ” 

“Ah,” replied Roger Chilhngworth, with that quietness which, whether 
imposed or natural, marked all his deportment, “it is thus that a young 
clergyman is apt to speak Youthful men, not having taken a deep root, 
give up their hold of life so easily’ And saintly men, who walk with God 
on earth, w'ould fain be away, to w'alk w'lth him on the golden pavements 
of the New Jerusalem ” 

“Nay,” lejomed the young minister, putting his hand to his heart, with 
a flush of pain flitting over his biow% “were I worthier to walk there, I 
could be better content to toil here ” 

“Good men ever interpret themselves too meanlyq” said the physician. 
In this mannei, the mysterious old Roger Chillingworth became the 
medical advisei of the Reverend Mr Dimmesdale As not only the disease 
interested the physician, but he w’as strongly mo\ed to look into the char- 
acter and qualities of the patient, these two men, so difierent in age, came 
gradually to spend much time together For the sake of the minister’s 
health, and to enable the leech to gather plants wath healing balm m 
them, they took long w^alks on the sea-shoie, or in the forest, mingling 
various talk with the plash and murmur of the weaves, and the solemn 
wmd-anthem among the tree-tops Often, likewise, one was the guest of 
the other, m his place of study and retirement There w as a fascination 
for the minister m the company of the man of science, m whom he rec- 
ognized an intellectual cultivation of no model ate depth or scope, to- 
gether with a range and freedom of ideas that he would have vainly 
looked foi among the members of his owm profession In truth, he was 
startled, if not shocked, to find this attribute m the pltysician Mr Dim- 
mesdale was a true priest, a true religionist, wuth the reverential sentiment 
largely developed, and an order of mind that impelled itself powei fully 
along the track of a creed, and wore its passage contmually deeper with 
ihe lapse of time In no state of society would he have been w'hat is called 
a man of liberal views , it would ahvays be essential to his peace to feel the 
pressure of a faith about him, supporting, w'hile it confined him wuthin its 
iron framework Not the less, however, though with a ti emulous enjoy- 
ment, did he feel the occasional relief of looking at the universe through 
u another kind of intellect than those with w'hich he habitu- 

ally held converse It was as if a window were thrown open, admitting a 
ireer atmosphere into the close and stifled study, where his life w^as wast- 
ing Itself away, amid lamplight, or obstructed day-beams, and the musty 
ragrance, be it sensual or moral, that exhales from books But the air was 
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too flesh and chill to be long breathed with comfort So the minister, and 
the physician with him, withdrew again witlim the limits of what their 
church defined as 01 thodox* 

Thus Roger Chillingworth scrutinized his patient carefully, both as he 
saw him in his ordinary life, keeping an accustomed pathway in the range 
of tlioughts familial to him, and as he appeared ^^hen tl^ro^^^l amidst 
other moral scenery, the novelty of which might call out something new 
to tlie surface of his character He deemed it essential, it would seem, to 
know the man before attempting to do him good Wherever theie is a 
heart and an mtellect, the diseases of the physical frame are tinged with 
the peculiarities of these In Arthur Dimmcsdale, thought and imagina- 
tion ivere so actn e, and sensibility so intense, that the bodily infirmity 
would be likely to have its groundw’ork there So Roger Chillingworth 
the man of skill, the kind and fiiendl}’’ physician strove to go deep into 
his patient s bosom, dch mg among his principles, prying into his recollec- 
tions, and probing ever3Thing with a cautious touch, like a treasure-seeker 
in a dark ca\ern Few' secrets can escape an investigator, wdio has oppor- 
tunitj’- and license to undertake such a quest, and skill to follow' it up A 
man burdened w'lth a secret should especially avoid the intimacy of his 
physician If the latter possess native sagacity', and a nameless something 
more, let us call it intuition, if he show' no intrusive egotism, 1101 dis- 
agreeably prominent characteristics of his ow'n, if he have the pow'er, 
which must be bom w'lth him, to bring his mind into such affinit}' w'lth his 
patient’s, that this last shall unaw'ares have spoken what he imagines him- 
self only to have thought, if such revelations be received w'lthout tumult, 
and acknowledged not so often by an uttered sympath}' as by silence, an 
inarticulate breath, and here and tliere a w'ord, to indicate that all is un- 
derstood, if to these qualifications of a confidant be joined the advantages 
afforded by his recognized character as a phj'sician, then, at some in- 
evitable moment, will the soul of the sufferer be dissolved, and flow' forth 
m a dark, but transparent stream, bringing all its mysteries into the day- 
light 

Roger Chillingworth possessed all, or most, of the attributes above 
enumerated Nevertheless, time w'ent on, a kind of intimacy, as we have 
said, grew up between these tw'o cultivated minds, which had as w'lde a 
field as the w'hole spheie of human thought and study, to meet upon, they 
discussed every topic of ethics and religion, of public affairs and private 
character, they talked much, on both sides, of matters that seemed per- 
sonal to themselves , and yet no secret, such as the physician fancied must 
exist there, ever stole out of the minister’s consciousness into his compan- 
ion’s ear The latter had his suspicions, indeed, that even the nature of 
Mr Dimmesdale’s bodily disease had never fairly been revealed to him 
It was a strange reserve! 

After a time, at a hint from Roger Chillingworth, the friends of Mr 
Dimmesdale effected an arrangement by which the two were lodged m the 
same house , so that every ebb and flow of the minister’s life-tide might 
pass under the eye of his anxious and attached physician There was much 
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]oy throughout the town when this greatly desirable object was attained 
It was held to be the best possible measure for the young clergyman’s wel- 
fare, unless, indeed, as often urged by such as felt authorized to do so, he 
had selected some one of the many blooming damsels, spiritually devoted 
to him, to become his devoted wife This latter step, however, there was 
no present prospect that Arthur Dimmesdale would be prevailed upon to 
talce, he i ejected all suggestions of the kind, as if priestly celibacy were 
one of his articles of church-discipline Doomed by his own choice, there- 
fore; as Mr Dimmesdale so evidently was, to eat his unsavory morsel al- 
ways at another’s board, and endure the life-long chill which must be his 
lot who seeks to warm himself only at another’s fireside, it truly seemed 
that this sagacious, experienced, benevolent old physician, with his con- 
cord of paternal and reverential love for the young pastor, was the very 
man of all mankind to be constantly within reach of his voice 

The new abode of the two friends was with a pious widow, of good so- 
cial rank, who dwelt m a house covering pretty nearly the site on which 
the venerable structure of King’s Chapel has since been built It had the 
graveyard, originally Isaac Johnson’s homefield, on one side, and so well 
adapted to call up serious reflections, suited to their respective employ- 
ments, in both minister and man of physic The motherly care of the good 
widow assigned to Mr Dimmesdale a front apartment, with a sunny ex- 
posure, and heavy wmdow-curtams, to create a noontide shadow, when 
desirable The walls were hung round with tapestry, said to be from the 
Gobelin looms, and at all events, representing the Scriptural story of Da- 
vid and Bathsheba, and Nathan the Prophet, in colors still unfaded, but 
Virhich made the fair woman of the scene almost as grimly picturesque as 
the woe-denouncing seer Here, the pale clergyman piled up his library, 
rich with parchment-bound folios of the Fathers, and the lore of Rabbis, 
and monkish erudition, of which the Protestant divines, even -while they 
vilified and decried that class of writeis, were yet constramed often to 
avail themselves On the other side of the house, old Roger Chillmgworth 
arranged his study and laboratory, not such as a modern man of science 
would reckon even tolerably complete, but provided with a distilling ap- 
paratus, and the means of compounding drugs and chemicals, which the 
practised alchemist knew well how to turn to purpose With such com- 
modiousness of situation, these two learned persons sat themselves down, 
each in his own domain, yet familiarly passing from one apartment to the 
other, and bestowing a mutual and not incurious inspection into one an- 
other’s business 

And the Reverend Arthur Dimmesdale’s best discerning friends, as we 
have mtimated, very reasonably imagined that the hand of Providence 
had done all this, for the purpose besought m so many public, and do- 
mestic, and secret prayers of restoring the young minister to health But 

It must now be said another portion of the community had latterly 
begun to take its own view of the relation betwixt Mr Dimmesdale and 
the mysterious old physician When an uninstructed multitude attempts 
to see with its eyes, it is exceedingly apt to be deceived When, however. 
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It forms its judgment, as it usually does, on the intuitions of its gieat and 
warm heart, the conclusions tlius attained are often so profound and so 
uneirmg, as to possess the character of truths supernaturally levealed. 
The people, m the case of which we speak, could justify its prejudice 
against Roger Chilhngworth by no fact or argument worthy of serious re- 
futation There w^as an aged handicraftsman, it is tiue, who had been a 
citizen of London at the period of Sir Thomas Overbury’s murder, now 
some thirty years agone, he testified to having seen the physician, under 
some otlier name, w’hich the narrator of the story had now forgotten, in 
company with Doctoi Foiman, the famous old conjurer, wLo w'as impli- 
cated in the affair of Overbur}^ Two or three individuals hinted, that the 
man of skill, during his Indian captivity, had enlarged his medical attain- 
ments by joining in the incantations of the savage priests, who were uni- 
versally acknowledged to be powerful enchanters, often performing seem- 
ingly miraculous cures by their skill in the black art A large number 
and many of these were persons of such sober sense and practical obser- 
vation that their opinions w'ould have been valuable in other matters 
affirmed that Roger Chillmgworth’s aspect had undergone a lemarkable 
change w'hile he had dwelt in towm, and especially since his abode with 
j\Ii Dimmesdale At first his expression had been calm, meditative, schol- 
ar-like Now^, there was something ugly and evil in his face, w'hich they 
had not previously noticed, and which grew^ still the more obvious to sight 
the oftener they looked upon him According to the vulgar idea, the fire in 
his laboratory had been brought from the lowei regions, and w’as fed with 
infernal fuel , and so, as might be expected, his visage was getting sooty 
with the smoke 

To sum up the matter, it grew to be a wndely diffused opinion, that the 
Reverend Arthur Dimmesdale, like many other personages of especial 
sanctity, in all ages of the Christian world, w'as haunted eithei by Satan 
himself, or Satan’s emissary, in the guise of old Rogei Chilhngworth This 
diabolical agent had the Divine permission, for a season, to burrow into 
the clergjmian’s intimacy, and plot against his soul No sensible man, it 
was confessed, could doubt on which side the victory would turn The 
people looked, with an unshaken hope, to see the mmistei come forth out 
of the conflict transfigured with the glory which he would unquestionably 
win Meanwhile, nevertheless, it was sad to think of the perchance mortal 
agony through which he must struggle towards his triumph 

Alas ' to judge from the gloom and terror in the depths of the poor min- 
ister’s eyes, the battle was a sore one, and the victory anything but secure. 
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Tttf Leech and His Patient 

Old Roger Chillmgworth, throughout life, had been calm in temperament, 
kindly, though not of warm affections, but ever, and in all his relations 
with the world, a^pure and upright man He had begun an investigation, 
as he imagined, with the severe and equal integrity of a judge, desirous 
only of truth, even as if the question involved no more than the air-drawn 
lines and figuies of a geometrical problem, instead of human passions, and 
wrongs inflicted on himself But, as he proceeded, a teriible fascination, a 
kind of fierce, though still calm, necessity seized the old man within its 
gripe, and never set him fiee again until he had done all its bidding He 
now dug into the poor clergjman’s heait, like a miner searching for gold, 
or, rather, like a sexton delving into a grave, possibly in quest of a jewel 
that had been buried on the dead man’s bosom, but likely to find nothing 
save mortality and corruption. Alas for his own soul, if these were what 
he sought' 

Sometimes a light glimmered out of the physician’s eyes, burning blue 
and ominous, like the leflection of a furnace, or, let us say, like one of 
those gleams of ghastly fire that darted from Bunyan’s awful doorway in 
the liill-side, and quivered on the pilgrim’s face The soil where this dark 
miner was working had perchance shown indications that encouraged him 

“This man,” said he, at one such moment, to himself, “pure as they 
deem him, all spiritual as he seems, hath inherited a strong animal na- 
ture from his father or his mother Let us dig a little further in the direc- 
tion of this vein'” 

Then, after long search into the minister’s dim interior, and turning 
over many precious materials, in the shape of high aspirations for the wel- 
fare of his race, warm love of souls, pure sentiments, natural piety, 
strengthened by thought and study, and illuminated by revelation, all 
of which invaluable gold was perhaps no better than rubbish to the seek- 
er, he would turn back discouraged, and begin his quest towards an- 
other point He groped along as stealthily, with as cautious a tread, and 
as wary an outlook, as a thief entering a chamber where a man lies only 
half asleep, oi , it may be, broad awake, with purpose to steal the very 
treasure which this man guards as the apple of his eye In spite of his 
premeditated carefulness, the floor would now and then creak, his gar- 
ments iiould rustle , the shadow of his presence, in a forbidden proximity, 
would he thrown across his victim In other words, Mr Dimniesdale, 
" lOsc sensibility of nerve often produced the effect of spiiitual intuition, 
would become vaguely aware that something mimical to his peace had 
thrust Itself mto relation with him But old Roger Chillmgworth, too, had 
perceptions that were almost intuitive, and when the minister threw his 
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startled eyes towards him, there the physician sat, his kind, watchful, 
sympathmng, but never intrusive friend 

Yet Ml Dimmesdale vould perhaps have seen this individual’s charac- 
ter more perfectly, if a certain morbidness, to which sick hearts aie liable, 
had not rendeied him suspicious of all mankind Trusting no man as his 
friend, he could not recognize his enemy when the latter actually ap- 
peared He therefore still kept up a familiar intercourse with him, daily 
receiving the old physician in his study, or visiting the laboratoiy, and^ 
for recreation’s sake, matching tlie piocesses by which weeds were con- 
verted into drugs of potency 

One daj^, leaning his forehead on his hand, and his elbow on the sill of 
the open window, that looked towards the graveyard, he talked with Rog- 
er Chillingworth, while the old man was examining a bundle of unsightly 
plants 

“YTiere,” asked he, wuth a look askance at them, for it was the clergy- 
man’s peculiarity that he seldom, nowadaj^s, looked straightforth at any 
object, "whether human or inanimate, “where, my kind doctor, did you 
gather those herbs, with such a dark, flabby leaf 

“Even m the graveyard heie at hand,” answered the physician contin- 
uing his employment “They are new to me I found them growing on a 
grave, "wdiich bore no tombstone, nor other memorial of the dead man, 
save these ugly veeds, that have taken upon themselves to keep him in 
remembrance They grew' out of his heart, and typify, it may be, some hid- 
eous secret that was buried with him, and w'hich he had done better to 
confess during his lifetime ” 

“Perchance,” said Mr Dimmesdale, “he earnestly desired it, but could 
not ” 

“And W'herefore?” rejoined the physician “Wherefore not, since all 
the powers of nature call so earnestly for the confession of sm, that these 
black weeds have sprung up out of a buried heart, to make manifest an 
unspoken crime?” 

“That, good Sir, is but a fantasy of yours,” replied the minister “There 
can be, if I forebode aright, no pow'er, short of the Divine mercy, to dis- 
close, whether by uttered words, or by type or emblem, the secrets that 
may be buried with a human heart The heart, making itself guilty of such- 
secrets, must perforce hold them, until the day when all hidden things 
shall be revealed Nor have I so read or intei preted Holy Writ, as to un- 
derstand that the disclosure of human thoughts and deeds, then to be 
made, is intended as a part of the retribution That, surely, were a shallow 
view of It No , these revelations, unless I greatly err, are meant merely to 
promote the intellectual satisfaction of all intelligent beings, who will 
stand waiting, on that day, to see the dark problem of this life made 
plain A knowledge of men’s hearts will be needful to the completest solu- 
tion of that problem^ And I conceive, moreover, that the hearts holding 
such miserable secrets as you speak of will yield them up, at that last day. 
not with reluctance, but with a joy unutterable 

“Then why not reveal them here?” asked Roger Chillingworth, glanc 
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mg quietly aside at the minister "Why should not the guilty ones sooner 
avail themselves of this unutteiablc solace?” 

"They mostly do,” said the clergyman, griping hard at his bieast as if 
afflicted with an importunate tlirob of pain "Many, many a poor soul 
hath given its confidence to me, not only on the death-bed, but while 
strong m life, and fan m reputation And evci, after such an outpouring, 
oh, what a relief have I witnessed m those sinful brethren! even as m one 
who at last draws free air, after long stifling with his own polluted breath. 
How can it be otherwise? Why should a WTetclied man, guilty, we wall 
say, of muider, prefer to keep the dead corpse buried m his own heart, 
rather than fling it foith at once, and let the uni\ crse take care of it' ” 

"Yet some men bury then secrets thus,” observed the calm physician 
"True, theie are such men,” answered jMr Dimmcsdale "But, not to 
suggest more obvious reasons, it may be that tliey arc kept silent b} the 
very constitution of their nature Or, can we not suppose it^ guilty as 
they may be, retaining, nevertheless, a zeal for God’s glory and man’s 
w^elfare, they shrink from displaying themselves black and filthy m the 
view of men, because, thenceforward, no good can be achieved by them, 
no evil of the past be redeemed by better service So, to their own unutter- 
able toiment, they go about among their fellow -creatures, looking pure as 
new-fallen snow while their hearts are all speckled and spotted wuth iniq- 
uity of which they cannot rid themselves ” 

"These men deceive themselves,” said Roger Chillingworth, wuth some- 
what more emphasis than usual, and making a slight gesture with his fore- 
finger "They fear to talce up the shame that iightfully belongs to them 
Their love for man, their zeal for God’s service, these holy impulses may 
or may not coexist m then hearts woth the evil inmates to winch their 
guilt has unbarred the door, and which must needs propagate a hellish 
breed within them But, if they seek to glorify God, let them not lift heav- 
enward their unclean hands! If they w^ould serve their fellowmen, let 
them do it by making manifest the powder and reality of conscience, in 
constraining them to penitential self-abasement! AVouldst tliou have me 
to believe, O wise and pious friend, that a false show can be better can 
be more for God’s gloiy, or man’s w'elfare than God’s ow'ii truth? Trust 
me, such men deceive themselves' ” 

It may be so,” said the young clergyman, indifferently, as waiving a 
discussion that he considered irrelevant or unreasonable He had a ready 
faculty, indeed, of escaping from any topic that agitated his too sensitive 
and nervous temperament "But, now, I would ask of my well-skilled phy- 
sician, whether, m good sooth, he deems me to have profited by his kindly 
care of this weak frame of mine?” 

Before Roger Chillingworth could answer, they heard the clear, wild 
laughter of a young child’s voice, proceeding from the adjacent burial- 
ground Looking instinctively from the open window, for it was sum- 
mer-time,- the minister beheld Hester Prynne and little Pearl passing 
along the footpath that traversed the enclosure Pearl looked as beautiful 
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as the day, but was m one of those moods of perverse merriment which, 
whenever they occurred, seemed to remove her entirely out of the sphere 
of sympathy or human contact She now skipped irreverently from one 
grave to another, until, coming to the broad, flat, armorial tombstone of 
a departed worthy, perhaps of Isaac Johnson himself, she began to 
dance upon it In reply to her mother’s command and entreaty that she 
would behave more decorously, little Pearl paused to gather the prickly 
burrs from a tall burdock which grew beside the tomb Taking a handful 
of these, she arranged them along the lines of the scarlet letter that dec- 
orated the maternal bosom, to which the burrs, as their nature was, tena- 
ciously adhered Hester did not pluck them off 

Roger Chillmgworth had by this time approached the window, and 
smiled grimly down 

“There is no law, nor leverence for authority, no regard for human or- 
dinances or opinions, right or wrong, mixed up with that child’s composi- 
tion,” remarked he, as much to himself as to his companion. “I saw her,, 
the other day, bespatter the Governor himself with water, at the cattle- 
trough m Spring Lane What, m Heaven’s name, is she? Is the imp alto- 
gether eviP Hath she affections^ Hath she any discoverable principle of 
being^” 

“None, save the freedom of a broken law,” answered Mr Dimmes- 
dale, m a quiet way, as if he had been discussing the point within himself. 
“Whether capable of good, I know not ” 

The child probably oveihead their voices, for, looking up to the win- 
dow, with a blight, but naughty smile of mirth and intelligence, she threw 
one of the prickly burrs at the Reverend Mr Dimmesdale The sensitive 
clergyman shrunk, with nervous dread, from the light missile Detectmg 
his emotion. Pearl clapped her little hands m the most extravagant ec- 
stasy Hester Pr3mne, likewise, had involuntarily looked up , and all these 
four persons, old and young, regarded one another m silence, till the child 
laughed aloud , and shouted, “Come away, mother > Come away, or yon- 
der old Black Man will catch youi He hath got hold of the minister al- 
ready Come away, mother, or he will catch you' But he cannot catch 
little Peail'” 

So she drew her mother away, skipping, dancing, and frisking fantas- 
tically, among the hillocks of the dead people, like a creature that had 
nothing in common with a bygone and buried generation, nor owned hei- 
self akin to it It was as if she had been made afresh, out of new elements, 
and must perforce be permitted to live her own life, and be a law unto 
herself, without her eccentricities being leckoned to her for a crime 

“There goes a woman,” resumed Roger Chillmgworth, after a pause, 
“who, be her demerits what they may, hath none of that mystery of hid- 
den sinfulness which you deem so grievous to be borne Is Hester Prynne 
the less miserable, thmk you, for that scarlet letter on her breast?” 

“I do verily believe it,” answered the clergyman “Nevertheless I can- 
not answer for her There was a look of pain in her face, which I would 



i64 the works of HAWTHORNE 

gladly have been spared the sight of But still, methinlvS, it must needs be 
better for the sufferer to be free to show his pain, as this poor voman lies 
ter IS, than to cover it all up m his heait ” 

There was another pause, and the physician began anew to examine 
and arrange the plants which he had gathered 

‘'You inquired of me, a little time agonc,” said he, at length, “my judg- 
ment as touching your health ” 

“I did,” answered the clergyman, “and would gladly learn it Speak 
frankly, I pray you, be it for life or death ” 

“Freely, then, and plainly,” said the physician, still busy with his 
plants, but keeping a w'aiy eye on hli Dimmesdalc, “the di:>ordcr is a 
strange one, not so much m itself, nor as outwardly manifested, m so 
far, at least, as the symptoms have been laid open to my observation 
Looking daily at you, my good Sir, and watching the tokens of your as- 
pect, now for months gone by, I should deem you a man sore sick, it may 
be, yet not so sick but that an instructed and watchful physician might 
well hope to cure 3mu But I know not what to say the disease is what 
I seem to knowg yet know it not ” 

“You speak in riddles, learned Sir,” said the pale minister, glancing 
aside out of the window 

“Then to speak more plainl}q” continued the phj'sician, “and I crave 
pardon, Sir, should it seem to requite pardon, for this needful plain- 
ness of my speech. Let me ask, as your friend, as one having charge, 
under Providence, of your life and physical well-being, hath all the 
operation of this disoider been fairly laid open and recounted to me^” 
“How can you question it?” asked the minister “Surely, it were child’s 
play to call in a physician, and then hide the sorel ” 

“You w^ould tell me, then, that I know' alP” said Roger Chilhngworth, 
deliberately, and fixing an eye, bright w ith intense and concentrated in- 
telligence, on the minister’s face “Be it so* But, again* He to whom only 
the outward and physical evil is laid open, knoweth, oftentimes, but half 
the evil which he is called upon to cure. A bodily disease, which we look 
upon as whole and entire within itself, may, after all, be but a symptom 
of some ailment in the spiritual part. Your pardon, once again, good Sir, 
if my speech give the shadow of offence. You, Sir, of all men wdiom I have 
known, are he whose body is the closest conjoined, and imbued, and iden- 
tified, so to speak, with the spirit whereof it is the instrument ” 

“Then I need ask no further,” said the clergyman, somew'hat hastily 
rising from his chair “You deal not, I take it, in medicine for the soul*” 
“Thus, a sickness,” continued Roger Chilhngw'orth, going on, in an un- 
altered tone, without heeding the interruption, but standing up, and 
confronting the emaciated and white-cheeked minister, with his low', dark, 
and misshapen figure, “a sickness, a sore place, if we may so call it, in 
your spirit, hath immediately its appropriate manifestation in your bodily 
hame Would you, therefore, that your physician heal the bodily evil? 

How may this be, unless you first lay open to him the wound or trouble in 
your soup” 
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“No' not to thee' not to an earthly physician'” cried Mr Dimmes- 
dale, passionately, and turning his eyes, full and bright, and with a kind 
of fierceness, on old Roger Chillingworth “Not to thee' But, if it be the 
soul’s disease, then do I commit myself to the one Physician of the soul ' 
He, if it stand with his good pleasure, can cure , or he can kill ' Let him do 
with me as, m his justice and wisdom, he shall see good But who art thou, 
that meddlest m this matter^ that dares thrust himself between the suf- 
ferer and his Cod'”’ 

With a frantic gesture he rushed out of the room 
“It is as well to have made this step,” said Roger Chillingworth to him- 
self, looking after the minister with a grave smile “There is nothing lost 
We shall be friends again anon But see, now, how passion takes hold 
upon this man, and hurrieth him out of himself ' As with one passion, so 
with another' He hath done a wild thing erenow, this pious Master 
Dimmesdale, in the hot passion of his heart ' ” 

It proved not difficult to reestablish the mtimacy of the two compan- 
ions, on the same footing and in the same degree as heretofore The young 
clergyman, after a few hours of privacy, was sensible that the disorder of 
his nerves had hurried him into an unseemly outbreak of temper, which 
there had been nothing to the physician’s words to excuse or paliate He 
marvelled, indeed, at the violence with which he had thrust back the kind 
old man, when merely proffering the advice which it was his duty to be- 
stow, and which the minister himself had expressly sought With these re- 
morseful feelings, he lost no time in making the amplest apologies, and 
besought his friend still to continue the care, which, if not successful m 
restoring him to health, had, in all probability, been the means of piolong- 
ing his feeble existence to that hour Roger Chillingworth readily as- 
sented, and went on with his medical supervision of the minister, doing 
his best for him, in all good faith, but always quitting the patient’s apart- 
ment, at the close of a professional interview, with a mysterious and puz- 
zled smile upon his lips This expression was invisible m Mr Dimmes- 
dale’s presence, but grew strongly evident as the physician crossed the 
threshold 

“A rare case'” he muttered “I must needs look deeper into it A 
strange sympathy betwixt soul and body' Were it only for the art’s sake, 
I must search this matter to the bottom' ” 

It came to pass, not long after the scene above recorded, that the Rev- 
erend Mr Dimmesdale, at noonday, and entirely unawares, fell into a 
deep, deep slumber, sitting m his chair, with a large black-letter volume 
open before him on the table It must have been a work of vast ability in 
the somniferous school of literature The profound depth of the minister’s 
repose was the more remarkable, inasmuch as he was one of those persons 
whose sleep, ordinarily, is as light, as fitful, and as easily scared away, as 
a small bird hopping on a twig To such an unwonted remoteness, how- 
ever, had his spirit now withdrawn into itself, that he stirred not in his 
chair when old Roger Chillingworth, without any extraordinary precau- 
tion, came into the room The physician advanced directly m front of his 
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patient, laid his hand upon Ins bosom, and thrust a^-idc the vestment that, 
hitherto, h.id alnays covcicd it even fiom the {iioft-sional ( y( 

Then, indeed, i\ir Dnnmesdvile shudden d, .ind slH'htl> stiricd 
After a brief pause, the ph> sicinn turned .iv.ay 

But nith nhat a nild look of nonder, jo\. aiul honor’ With v.hat a 
ghastly rapture, as it neie, too mighty to be c\pn ssi d only b\ the r>e and 
features, and thciefoic butslmg forth through the whole ugbuf of his 
figiue, and making itself even riotousK m.niiftNt by tin e tr.iva'Mnt ge,^• 
tuies with w'hich he threw up his arms towards the ccilmg, and stamped 
his foot upon the floor! Had .i man soen old Rogi'r (diilhns'worth, at that 
moinenC of his ecstasy, he would ha\e h,id no nevd to a.-k how Sat.au com- 
ports himself when a precious human sold is hwt to hfii.cn, and won into 
Ins kingdom 

But what distinguished the pluMcian's ecitasy from S ilan’s V(.i> the 
tiait of wonder m it! 


XT 

Tin In’tiuioi' oj \ lIi Mcr 

After the incident last described, the nuercotust bt'tween the elergynnn 
and the ph^’^sician, though cslernally the s imi , was le.dle of another ch.ir- 
acter than it had presiously iicen The inUlloct of Rogtr ('hdlmgv.orth 
had now a sufficiently plain path before it It was not, indeed, preciseU 
that which he had laid out for himself to tre.id (' dm, gentle , j) iSNir)nh ss 
as he appeared, there was yet, we fear a fiuiet depth of malice, hillurto 
latent, but active now, in this unfoiliin.ile old man, whieli led him to im- 
agine a more intimate levcngc than any mortal had c\er wre.il ed upon an 
enemy To make himself the one trusted fiicnd, to whom should be con- 
fided all the fear, the remorse, the agony, the ineftectu.al repentance, the 
backward rush of sinful thoughts, e\pellcd in vain' AH that guilts sorrow, 
hidden from the w'orld, whose gi cat heart w ould ha\ c pitied and forgis cn, 
to be revealed to him, the Pitiless, to him, the Unforgiving' All that dark 
treasure to be lavished on the very man, to whom nothing else could so 
adequately pay the debt of vengeance! 

The clergyman’s shy and sensitive reser\e had balked this scheme 
Roger Chilhngwmrth, howwer, wms inclined to be hardly, if at all, less 
satisfied wuth the aspect of affairs, which Providence using the aeenger 
and his victim for its owm purposes, and, perchance, pardoning where it 
seem^ most to punish had substituted for his black devices A rcvela- 
lon, he could almost say, had been granted to him It mattered little, for 
ms object, whether celestial, or fiom what other region By its aid, m all 
e subsequent lelations betwaxt him and Mr Dimmesdale, not merely 
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the external presence, but the very inmost soul, of the latter, seemed to 
be brought out before his eyes, so that he could see and comprehend its 
every movement He became, thenceforth, not a spectator only, but a chief 
actor, m the poor minister’s interior world He could play upon him as he 
chose Would he arouse him with a throb of agony? The victim was for- 
ever on the rack, it needed only to loiow the spring that controlled the 
engine, and the physician knew it well' Would he startle him with sudden 
fear? As at the waving of a magician’s wand, uprose a grisly phantom, 
upiose a thousand phantoms, m many shapes, of death, or more awful 
shame, all flocking round about the clergymRu, and pointing with their 
fingers at his breast' 

All this was accomplished with a subtlety so perfect that the minister, 
though he had constantly a dim perception of some evil influence watch- 
ing over him, could never gam a knowledge of its actual nature True, he 
looked doubtfully, fearfully, even, at times, with horror and the bitter- 
ness of hatred, at the deformed figure of the old physician His gestures, 
his gait, his grizzled beard, his slightest and most indifferent acts, the very 
fashion of his garments, were odious in the clergyman’s sight, a token im- 
plicitly to be relied on, of a deeper antipathy in the breast of the latter 
than he was willing to acloiowledge to himself For, as it was impossible 
to assign a reason for such distrust and abhorrence, so Mr Dimmesdale, ~ 
conscious that the poison of one morbid spot was infecting his heart’s en- 
tire substance, attributed all his presentiments to no other cause He took 
himself to task for his bad sympathies in reference to Roger Chilling- 
worth, disregarded the lesson that he should have drawn from them, and 
did his best to root them out Unable to accomplish this, he nevertheless 
as a matter of principle, continued his habits of social familiarity with the 
old mfm, and thius gave him constant opportunities for perfecting the pur- 
pose to which poor, forlorn creature that he was, and more wretched 
than his victim the avenger had devoted himself 

While thus suffering under bodily disease, and gnawed and tortured by 
some black trouble of the soul, and given over to the machinations of his 
deadliest enemy, the Reverend Mr Dimmesdale had achieved a brilliant 
popularity m his sacred office He won it, indeed, in great part, by his sor- 
lows His intellectual gifts, his moral perceptions, his power of experienc- 
ing and communicating emotion, were kept m a state of preternatural ac- 
tivity by the prick and anguish of his daily life His fame, though still on 
its upward slope, already overshadowed the soberer reputations of his 
fellow-clergymen, eminent as several of them were There were scholars 
among them, who had spent more years in acquirmg abstruse lore, con- 
nected with the divine profession, than Mr Dimmesdale had lived, and 
who might well, therefore, be more profoundly versed in such solid and 
valuable attamments than their youthful brother There were men too 
of a sturdier texture of mmd than his, and endowed with a- far greater 
share of shrewd, hard, iron, or granite understanding, which, duly min- 
gled with a fair proportion of doctrinal ingredient, constitutes a highly 
respectable, efficacious, and unanuable variety of the clerical species 
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There were otheis, again, line saintly fathers, whose faculties had been 
elaboiated by weary toil among their books, and by patient thought, and 
etlierealized, moreover, by spiritual communications with the better 
world, into which their purity of life had almost introduced these holy 
personages, with their garments of mortality still clinging to them All 
that they lacked was the gift that descended upon the chosen disciples at 
Pentecost, in tongues of flames, symbolizing, it would seem, not the 
power of speech in foreign and unknowm languages, but that of address- 
ing the whole human brotherhood m the heart s native language These 
fathers, otherwise so apostolic, lacked Heaven’s last and larest attesta- 
tion of their office, the Tongue of Flame They would have vainly sought 
had they ever dreamed of seeking to express the highest truths 
through the humblest medium of familiar w'ords and images Their voices 
came dowm, afar and indistinctly, from the upper heights where they 
habitually dwelt 

Not improbably, it w^as to this latter class of men that hlr Dimmes- 
dale, by many of his traits of character, naturally belonged To the high 
mountain-peaks of faith and sanctity he would have climbed, had not the 
tendency been thwaited by the burden, W'hatc\er it might be, of crime or 
anguish, beneath wdiich it was his doom to totter It kept him down, on a 
level w’lth the low^est, him, the man of ethereal atti ibutes, whose voice the 
angels might else have listened to and answered' But this \eiy burden it 
was that gave him sympathies so intimate with the sinful brotherhood of 
mankind, so that his heart vibrated in unison with theirs, and received 
their pain into itself, and sent its own throb of pain through a thousand 
other hearts, in gushes of sad, persuasive eloquence Oftenest persuasive, 
but sometimes terrible' The people knew’’ not the pow'er that mo\ed them 
thus They deemed the young clergyman a miracle of holiness They fan- 
cied him the mouth-piece of Heaven’s messages of wisdom, and rebuke, 
and love In their eyes, the very ground on which he trod was sanctified 
The virgins of his church grew’ pale around him, victims of a passion so 
imbued with religious sentiment that they imagined it to be all religion, 
and brought it openly, in their w’hite bosoms, as their most acceptable sac- 
rifice before the altar The aged members of his flock, beholding INIr 
Dimmesdale’s frame so feeble, w’hile they w’ere themselves so rugged in 
their infirmity, believed that he would go heavenw’ard before them, and 
enjoined it upon their children, that their old bones should be buried close 
to their young pastor’s holy grave And, all this time, perchance, when 
poor Ml Dimmesdale was thinking of his grave, he questioned with him- 
self whether the grass would ever grow on it, because an accursed thing 
must there be buried ' 

^'^conceivable, the agony with which this public veneration tor- 
u u genuine impulse to adore the truth, and to reckon 

all things shadowhke, and utterly devoid of weight or value, that had not 
Its divine essence as the life within their life Then, what w’as he? a sub- 
stance or the dimmest of all shadows? He longed to speak out, from his 
own pulpit, at the full height of his voice, and tell the people what he w’as 
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‘‘I, whom you behold m these black garments of the priesthood, I, who 
ascend the sacred desk, and turn my pale face heavenward, taking upon 
myself to hold communion, in your behalf, with the Most High Omni- 
science, I, m whose daily life you discern the sancity of Enoch, I, 
whose footsteps, as you suppose, leave a gleam along my eaithly track, 
whereby the pilgrims that shall come after me may be guided to the re- 
gions of the blest, I, w^ho have laid the hand of baptism upon your chil- 
dren, I, who have breathed the parting prayer over your dying friends, 
to whom the Amen sounded faintly from a world which they had quitted, 

I, your pastor, whom you so reverence and trust, am utterly a pollution 
and a he I” 

More than once, Mr Dimmesdale had gone into the pulpit, with a pur- 
pose never to come down its steps until he should have spoken words like 
the above. More than once, he had cleared his throat, and drawn m the 
long, deep, and tremulous breath, w'hich, when sent forth again, would 
come burdened with the black secret of his soul More than once nay, 
more than a hundred times he had actually spoken > Spoken > But how? 
He had told his hearers that he was altogether vile, a viler companion of 
the vilest, the worst of sinners, an abomination, a thing of unimaginable 
iniquity, and that the only wonder was that they did not see his wnetched 
body shrivelled up before their eyes, by the burning wrath of the Al- 
mighty' Could there be plainer speech than this? Would not the people 
start up in their seats, by a simultaneous impulse, and tear him down out 
of the pulpit, which he defiled? Not so, indeed ' They heard it all, and did 
but reverence him the more They little guessed what deadly purport 
lurked m those self-condemning words “The godly youth'” said they 
among themselves “The saint on earth ' Alas, if he discern such smfulness 
in his own white soul, what horrid spectacle would he behold m thine or 
mine' ” The minister well knew subtle, but remorseful hypocrite that he 
was' the light m which his vague confession would be viewed He had 
striven to put a cheat upon himself by making the avowel of a guilty con- 
science, but had gained only one other sm, and a self-acknowledged 
shame, without the momentary relief of being self-deceived He had 
spoken the very truth, and transformed it into the veriest falsehood And 
yet, by the constitution of his nature, he loved the truth, and loathed the 
he, as few men ever did Therefore, above all things else, he loathed his 
miserable self 

His inward trouble drove him to practices more m accordance with the 
old, corrupted faith of Rome, than with the better light of the church in 
which he had been born and bred In Mr Dimmesdale’s secret closet, 
under lock and key, there was a bloody scourge Oftentimes, this Protes- 
tant and Puritan divine had plied it on his own shoulders , laughing bit- 
terly at himself the while, and smiting so much the more pitilessly because 
of that bitter laugh It was his custom, too, as it has been that of many 
other pious Puritans, to fast, not, however, like them, in order to purify 
the body and render it the fitter medium of celestial illumination, but rig- 
orously, and until his knees trembled beneath him, as an act of penance 
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He kept vigils, likewise, night after night, sometimes m utter darkness, 
sometimes with a glimmering lamp, and sometimes, viewing his o^^n face 
in a looking-glass, by the most powerful light which he could throw upon 
it He thus typified the constant introspection wheiewith he tortured, but 
could not purify, himself In these lengthened vigils, his brain often reeled, 
and visions seemed to flit before him, perhaps seen doubtfully, and by a 
faint light of their own, in the remote dimness of the chamber, or more 
vividly, and close beside him, wnthin the looking-glass Now it was a herd 
of diabolic shapes, that grinned and mocked at the pale minister, and 
beckoned him away with them, now a gioup of shining angels, who flew 
upward heavily, as sorrow-laden, but grew more ethereal as they rose 
Now came the dead friends of his youth, and his white-bearded father, 
with a samt-like frown, and his mother, turning her face away as she 
passed by Ghost of a mother, thinnest fantas}^ of a mother, methmks 
she might yet have thrown a pitying glance towaids her son! And now, 
through the chamber which these spectral thoughts had made so ghastly, 
glided Hester Prynne, leading along little Pearl, in her scarlet garb, and 
pointing her forefinger, first at the scarlet letter on her bosom, and then 
at the clergyman’s own breast 

None of these visions ever quite deluded him At any moment, by an 
effort of his will, he could discern substances through their misty lack of 
substance, and convince himself that they were not solid in their nature, 
like yonder table of carved oak, or that big, square, leathern-bound and 
brazen-clasped volume of divinity But, for all that, they were, in one 
sense, the truest and most substantial things which the poor minister now 
dealt with It is the unspealcable misery of a life so false as his, that it 
steals the pith and substance out of whatever realities theie are around 
us, and which were meant by Heaven to be the spirit’s joy and nutriment 
To the untrue man, the whole universe is false, it is impalpable, it 
shrinks to nothing within his grasp And he himself, m so fai as he shows 
himself in a false light, becomes a shadow, or, indeed, ceases to exist The 
only truth that continued to give Mr Dimmesdale a real existence on this 
earth was the anguish in his inmost soul, and the undissembled expression 
of it m his aspect Had he once found power to smile, and wear a face of 
gayety, there would have been no such man > 

On one of those ugly nights, which we have faintly hinted at, but for- 
borne to picture forth, the minister started from his chair A new thought 
had struck him There might be a moment’s peace in it Attiring himself 
with as much care as if it had been for public worship, and precisely in the 

same manner, he stole softly down the staircase, undid the door, and is- 
sued forth ’ 
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XII 

Thv Minister’s Vigil 

Walking in the shadow of a dieam, as it were, and perhaps actually un- 
der the influence of a species of somnambulism, Mr Dimmesdale reached 
the spot where, nov/ so long since, Hester Pr5mne had lived thiough her 
first hours of public ignominy The same platform or scaffold, black and 
weather-stained with the storm or sunshine of seven long yeais, and foot- 
worn, too, with the tiead of many culprits who had since ascended it, re- 
mained standing beneath the balcony of the meeting-house The minister 
went up the steps 

It was an obscure night of eaily May An unvaried pall of cloud muf- 
fled the whole expanse of sky from zenith to horizon If the same multi- 
tude which had stood as eye-witnesses while Hester Prynne sustained her 
punishment could now have been summoned foith, they would have dis- 
cerned no face above the platform, nor hardly the outline of a human 
shape, in the dark gray of the midnight But the town was all asleep 
There was no peril of discovery The minister might stand there, if it so 
pleased him, until morning should redden m the east, without other risk 
than that the dank and chill night-air would creep into his frame, and stif- 
fen his joints with rheumatism, and clog his throat with catairh and 
cough , thereby defrauding the expectant audience of to-morrow’s prayei 
and sermon No eye could see him, save that ever- wakeful one which had 
seen him in his closet, wielding the bloody scourge Why, then, had he 
come hither? Was it but the mockery of penitence? A mockery, indeed, 
but m which his soul trifled with itself’ A mockery at which angels 
blushed and wept, while fiends rejoiced, with jeering laughtei ’ He had 
been driven hithei by the impulse of that Remorse which dogged him 
everywhere, and whose own sister and closely linked companion was that 
Cowardice which invariably drew him back, ^vlth her tremulous gripe, 
just when the other impulse had hurried him to the verge of a disclosuie 
Poor, miserable man’ what right had infirmity like his to burden itself 
with crime? Crime is foi the iron-neived, who have their choice eithei to 
endure it, or, if it press too hard, to exert their fieice and savage strength 
for a good purpose, and fling it off at once’ This feeble and most sensitive 
of spirits could do neither, yet continually did one thing oi another, which 
intertwined, in the same inextricable knot, the agony of heaven-defying 
guilt and vain repentance 

And thus, while standing on the scaffold, in this vain show of expiation, 
Mr Dimmesdale was overcome with a great horror of mind, as if the uni- 
verse were gazing at a scarlet token on his" naked breast, light over his 
heart On that spot, in very truth, there was, and there had long been the 
gnawing and poisonous tooth of bodily pain Without any effort of his 
will, or power to restrain himself, he shrieked aloud, an outcry that went 
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pealing through the night, and was beaten back from one house to an- 
other, and reverberated from the hills in the background, as if a company 
of devils, detecting so much misery and terror in it, had made a plaything 
of the sound, and were bandying it to and fio 

“It IS done'” muttered the minister, covering his face with his hands 
“The whole town will awake, and huiry foith, and find me here' ” 

But it was not so The shriek had perhaps sounded with a far greater 
power, to his own startled ears, than it actually possessed The town did 
not awake, oi, if it did, the drowsy slumberers mistook the cry either for 
something frightful in a dream, or for the noise of witches,- whose voices, 
at that period, weie often heaid to pass over the settlements or lonely cot- 
tages, as they rode with Satan through the an The clergyman, therefore, 
hearing no symptoms of disturbance, uncovered his eyes and looked 
about him At one of the chamber-windows of Governor Bellingham’s 
mansion, which stood at some distance, on the line of another street, he 
beheld the appearance of the old magistrate himself, with a lamp in his 
hand, a white nightcap on his head, and a long white gown enveloping his 
figure He looked like a ghost, evoked unseasonabl}’’ from the grave The 
cry had evidefitly startled him At another window of the same house, 
moreover, appeared old Mistress Hibbins, the Governor’s sister, also with 
a lamp, which, even thus far off^ revealed the expiession of her sour and 
discontented face She thrust foith her head from the lattice, and looked 
anxiously upward Beyond the shadow of a doubt, this venerable witch- 
lady had heard Mr Dimmesdale’s outcry, and interpreted it, with its 
multitudinous echoes and reverberations, as the clamor of the fiends and 
night-hags, with whom she was well known to make excursions into the 
forest 

Detecting the gleam of Governor Bellingham’s lamp, the old lady 
quickly extinguished hei own, and vanished Possibly, she went up among 
the clouds The minister saw nothing further of her motions The magis- 
trate, after a wary observation of the darkness, into which, nevertheless, 
he could see but little further than he might into a mill-stone, retired 
from the window 

The minister grew comparatively calm His eyes, however, were soon 
greeted by a little, glimmering light, which, at first a long way off, was ap- 
proaching up the street It threw a gleam of recognition on here a post, 
and there a garden-fence, and here a latticed window-pane, and there a 
pump, with its full trough of water, and here, again, an arched door of 
oak, with an iron knocker, and a rough log for the doorstep The Reverend 
Mr Dimmesdale noted all these minute particulars, even while firmly 
convinced that the doom of his existence was stealing onward, in the foot- 
steps which he now heard , and that the gleam of the lantern would fall 
in. a few moments more, and leveal his long-hidden secret As 
ne light drew nearer, he behld, withm its illuminated circle, his brother 
^ speak more accurately, his professional father, as well 

^ nighly valued friend, the Reverend Mr Wilson, who, as Mr 

immesdale now conjectured, had been praying at the bedside of some 
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d3ning man. And so he had The good old minister came freshly from the 
death-chamber of Governor Winthrop, who had passed from earth to 
heaven within tliat very hour. And now, surrounded, like the samt-like 
personages of olden times, with a radiant halo, that glorified hinl amid 
this gloomy night of sin, as if the departed Governor had left him an in- 
heritance of his glory, or as if he had caught upon himself the distant 
shine of the celestial city, while looking thitherward to see the triumphal 
pilgrim pass within its gates, now, in short, good Father Wilson was 
moving homeward, aiding his footsteps with a lighted lantern ' The glim- 
mer of this luminary suggested the above conceits to Mr. Dimmesdale, 
who smiled, nay, almost laughed at them, and then wondered if he 
were going mad 

As the Reverend Mr Wilson passed beside the scaffold, closely muf- 
fling his Geneva cloak about him with one arm, and holding the lantern 
before his breast with the other, the mimstei could hardly restrain him- 
self from speaking 

“A good evening to you, venerable Father Wilson * Come up hither, I 
pray you, and pass a pleasant hour with me > 

Good heavens’ Had Mr Dimmesdaleactually spoken? For one mstant, 
he believed that these words had passed his lips But the}?- were utteied 
only with his imagination The venerable Father Wilson contmued to step 
slowly onvard, looking carefully at the muddy pathway before his feet, 
and never once turning his head towards the guilty platform \Wien the 
light of the glimmering lantern had faded quite away, the minister discov- 
ered, by the faintness which came over him, that the last few moments 
had been a crisis of teirible anxiety, although his mind had made an in- 
voluntary effort to relieve itself by a kind of lui id playfulness 

Shortly afterwards, the like grisly sense of the humorous again stole in 
among the solemn phantoms of his thought He felt his limbs growing stiff 
with the unaccustomed chilliness of the night, and doubted whether he 
should be able to descend the steps of the scaffold Morning would break, 
and find him there The neighborhood would begin to rouse itself The 
earliest riser, coming forth in the dim twilight, would perceive a vaguely 
defined figure aloft on the place of shame, and, half crazed betwixt alarm 
and curiosity, would go, knocking from door to door, summoning all the 
people to behold the ghost as he needs must think it of some defunct 
transgressor A dusky tumult would flap its wings from one house to an- 
other Then the morning light still waxing stronger old patriarchs 
would rise up in great haste, each in his flannel goivn, and matronly 
dames, without pausing to put off their night-gear The whole tribe of 
decorous personages, who had never heretofore been seen with a single 
hair of their heads aivry, would start into public view, with the disorder 
of a nightmare in their aspects Old Governor Bellingham would come 
grimly forth, with his King James’s ruff fastened askew, and Mistress 
Hibbins, -with some twigs of the forest clinging to her skirts, and looking 
sourer than ever, as having hardly got a wink of sleep after her night ride, 
and good Father Wilson, too, after spending half the night, at a death’ 
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bed, and liking ill to be disturbed, thus early, out of his dreams about the 
glorified saints Hither, likewise, would come the elders and deacons of 
Mr Dimmesdale’s church, and the young virgins who so idolized their 
minister, and had made a shrine for him in their white bosoms, which 
now, by the by, in their hurry and confusion, they would scantly have 
given themselves time to cover with then kerchiefs All people, m a word, 
would come stumbling over then thresholds, and turning up their amazed 
and horror-stricken visages around the scaffold Whom would they dis- 
cern there, with the led eastern light upon his brow^ Whom, but the Rev- 
erend Arthur Dimmesdale, half frozen to death, overwhelmed with shame, 
and standing where Hester Prynne had stood ! 

Carried away by the grotesque horror of this picture, the minister, un- 
awares, and to his own infinite alarm, burst into a great peal of laughter 
It was immediately responded to by a light, airy, childish laugh, in which, 
with a thrill of the heai t, but he knew not whether of exquisite pain, or 
pleasure as acute, he recognized the tones of little Pearl 

“Pearl' Little Pearl' ” cried he after a moment’s pause, then, suppres- 
sing his voice, “Hester' Hester Prynne' Are you there?” 

“Yes, it IS Hester Piynne'” she replied, in a tone of surprise, and the 
ministei heard her footsteps approaching from the sidewalk, along which 
she had been passing “It is I, and my little Pearl ” 

“Whence come you, Hester'” asked the minister “What sent you 
hithei^” 

“I have been watching at a death-bed,” answered Hester Prynne, “at 
Governor Wmthiop’s death-bed, and have taken his measure for a robe, 
and am now going homeward to my dwelling ” 

“Come up hither, Hestei, thou and little Peail,” said the Reverend Mr 
Dimmesdale “Ye have both been heie before, but I was not with you 
Come up hither once again, and we will stand all three together ' ” 

She silently ascended the steps, and stood on the platform, holding 
little Pearl by the hand The minister felt for the child’s other hand, and 
took it The moment that he did so, there came what seemed a tumultuous 
rush of new life, other life than his own, pouring like a torrent into his 
heart, and hurrying through all his veins, as if the mother and the child 
were communicating their vital warmth to his half-torpid system The 
three foimed an electric chain 
“Minister' ” whispered little Pearl 
“What wouldst thou say, child?” asked Mr Dimmesdale 
“Wilt thou stand here with mother and me, tomorrow noontide?” in- 
quiied Pearl 

Nay , not so, my httle Pearl,” answered the minister, for with the new 
energy of the moment, all the dread of public exposure, that had so long 
been the anguish of his life, had returned upon him, and he was already 
rembhng at the conjunction in which with a strange joy, nevertheless 

enow found himself “Not so, my child I shall, indeed, stand with thy 
mother and thee, one other day, but not to-morrow ” 
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Pearl laughed, and attempted to pull a\’ia3’- her hand But tlie minister 
held it fast 

“A moment longer, my child ’ ’’ said he 

“But wilt thou promise, ’ asked Pearl, “to take mj^ hand and mother's 
hand, to-moi row noontide? ' 

“Not then, Pearl,” said the minister, “but another time ' 

“And what other time^ persisted the child 

“At the great judgment da\\*’ whispered the minister, and, strangely 
enough, the sense that he was a profe'^'^ional teacher of the truth impelled 
him to answer the child so “Then, and theie. before the judgment-seat 
Uiy mother and thou, and I must stand together. But the daylight of this 
world shall not see our meeting' " 

Pearl laughed again 

But before ^Ir Dimmcsdalc had done speaking, a light gleamed fai 
and wide o\er all the muflled sk}' It was doubtlc'^s cau'^ed b} one of those 
meteors, which the night-watcher ma}' so often observe, burning out to 
waste, in the \acant regions of the atmosphere So powerful was its radi- 
ance, that It thoroughl3^ illuminated the dense medium of cloud betwi\l 
the sk3’’ and earth The great vault brightened, like the dome of an im- 
mense lamp It showed the familiar scene of the street, wath the distinct- 
ness of mid-da3^ but also with the av fulness that is always imparted to 
familial objects b3' an unaccustomed light 1 he w'ooden houses, with then 
jutting stories and quaint gable-peaks, the doorsteps and thresholds, with 
the eaily grass springing up about them, the garden-plots, black with 
freshlj^-turned caith, the wheel-track, little worn, and, even in the mai- 
ket-place, margined with green on either side, all weie visible, but with 
a singularity of aspect that seemed to give anothei moral interpretation 
to the things of this world than the3'' had ever borne befoie And theie 
stood the minister, with his hand over his heart, and Hester Prynne, w'lth 
the embroidered letter glimmering on her bosom, and little Pearl, herself 
a s3’mbol, and the connecting link between those tw'O They stood in the 
noon of that stiange and solemn splendoi, as if it w^ere the light that is to 
reveal all secrets, and the daybreak that shall unite all who b^elong to one 
another 

There was witchcraft in little Pearl’s e3^es, and her face, as she glanced 
upw^ard at the minister, w'ore that naught3’- smile wdiich made its expres- 
sion frequently so elfish She withdrew her hand from Mr Dimmesdale’s 
and pointed across the street But he clasped both his hands over his 
breast, and cast his eyes tow'aids the zenith 

Nothing was more common, in those days, than to interpret all meteoiic 
appearances, and other natural phenomena, that occurred with less regu- 
larity than the rise and set of sun and moon, as so many revelations fiom 
a supernatural source Thus, a blazmg spear, a sword of flame, a bow or 
a sheaf of arrows, seen m the midnight sky, prefigured Indian w^arfaie 
Pestilence was known to have been foreboded by a shower of crimson 
light. We doubt whether any marked event, for good or evil, ever befell 
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New England, fiom its settlement down to Revolutionary times, of i\hicli 
the inhabitants had not been previously warned by some spectacle of this 
nature Not seldom, it had been seen by multitudes Oftencr, hovcver, its 
credibility rested on the faith of some lonely eye-vitncss, who beheld the 
w'ondei through the colored, magnifying, and distorting medium of his 
imagination, and shaped it more distinctly in his after-thought It was, in- 
deed, a majestic idea, that the destiny of nations should be rc\caled, in 
these awdul hieroglyphics, on the cope of heaven A scroll so wide miglU 
not be deemed too expansive for Piovidence to wnitc a people’s doom 
upon The belief w'as a favorite one with our forefathers, as betohening 
that their infant commonwealth was under a celestial guardianship of pe- 
culiar intimacy and strictness But what shall we say, when an individual 
discovers a revelation addressed to himself alone, on the ‘^ame vast sheet 
of record' In such a case, it could onl}’’ be the symptom of a highly disor- 
dered mental state, when a man, rendered morbidly self-contemplative by 
long, intense, and secret pain, had extended his egotism over the whole 
expanse of nature, until the fiimament itself should appear no more tlian 
a fitting page foi his soul’s history and fate ' 

We impute it, therefore, solely to the disease in his own eye and heart, 
that the minister, looking upw'ard to the zenith, beheld there the appear- 
ance of an immense letter, the letter A, marked out in lines of dull red 
light Not but the meteor may have •^hown itself at that point, burning 
duskily through a \ eil of cloud , but w ith no such shape as his guilt}' imag- 
ination gave it, or, at least, w'lth so little definiteness, that another’s guilt 
might have seen another symbol m it 
There was a singular circumstance that characterized Ivir Dimmes- 
dale’s psychological state at this moment All the time that he gazed up' 
w'ard to the zenith, he w'as, nevertheless, perfectly aware that little Pearl 
Was pointing her finger towards old Roger Chillingworth, who stood at no 
great distance from the scaffold The minister appeared to see him, wath 
the same glance that discerned the miraculous letter To his features, as 
to all other objects, the meteoric light imparted a new' expression, or it 
might well be that the physician was not careful tlien, as at all other 
times, to hide the malevolence w ith wdiicli he looked upon his victim Cer- 
tainly, if the meteor kindled up the sky, and disclosed the earth, with an 
awfulness that admonished Hester Prynne and the clergyman of the day 
of judgment, then might Roger Chillingworth have passed with them for 
the arch-fiend, standing there wnth a smile and scowd to claim his own So 
Vivid was the expression, or so intense the minister’s perception of it, that 
It seemed still to remain painted on the darkness, after the meteor had 
vanished, with an effect as if the street and all tilings else were at once 
annihilated 

Who is that man, Hester?” gasped Mr Dimmesdale, overcome with 
error I shiver at him' Dost thou know the man? I hate him, Hester'” 
^ne remembered her oath, and was silent 

tell thee, my soul shivers at him'” muttered the minister again 
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''Who IS he^ Who is he^ Canst thou do nothing for me^ I have a nameless 
horror of the man ' 

"Minister,” said little Pearl, "I can tell thee who he is ' ” 

"Quickly, then, child'” said the minister, bending his ear close to her 
lips "Quickly ' and as low as thou canst whisper ” 

Pearl mumbled something into his ear, that sounded, indeed, like hu- 
man language, but was only such gibberish as children ma}^ be heard 
amusing themselves with, by the hour together At all events, if it in- 
volved any secret information in regard to old Roger Chillmgworth, it was 
in a tongue unknown to the erudite clergyman, and did but increase the 
bewilderment of his mind The elfish child then laughed aloud 
"Dost thou mock me now^” said the minister 

"Thou wast not bold' thou wast not true'” answered the child 
‘Thou wouldst not promise to take my hand, and mother’s hand, to-mor- 
row noontide'” 

"Worthy Sir,” answered the physician, who had now advanced to the 
foot of the platform “Pious Master Dimmesdale, can this be you? Well, 
well, indeed ' We men of study, whose heads are in our books, have need 
to be straitly looked after ' We dream in our walcing moments, and walk 
m our sleep Come, good Sir, and my dear friend, I pray you, let me lead 
you home ' ” 

"How kne west thou that I was here?” asked the minister, fearfully 
“Verily, and in good faith,” answered Roger Chillmgworth, "I knew 
nothing of the matter I had spent the better part of the night at the bed- 
side of the worshipful Governor Wmthrop, doing what my poor skill 
might to give him ease He going home to a better world, I, likewise, was 
on my way homeward, when this strange light shone out Come with me, 
I beseech you. Reverend Sir, else you will be poorly able to do Sabbath 
duty to-morrow Aha' see now, how they trouble the brain, these 
books' these books' You should study less, good Sir, and take a little 
pastime, or these night whimseys will grow upon you ” 

"I will go home with you,” said Mr Dimmesdale 
With a chill despondency, like one awaking, all nerveless, from an ugly 
dream, he yielded himself to the physician, and was led away 

The next day, however, being the Sabbath, he preached a discourse 
which was held to be the richest and most powerful, and the most replete 
With heavenly influences, that had ever proceeded from his lips Souls, it 
IS said more souls than one, were brought to the truth by the efficacy of 
that sermon, and vowed within themselves to cherish a holy gratitude to- 
wards Mr Dimmesdale throughout the long heieafter But, as he came 
down the pulpit steps, the gray-bearded sexton met him, holding up a 
black glove, which the minister recognized as his own 

"It was found,” said the sexton, "this morning, on the scaffold where 
evil-doers are set up to public shame Satan dropped it there, I talce it, in- 
tending a scurrilous jest against your reverence But, indeed, he was blind 
and foolish, as he ever and always is A pure hand needs no glove to covei 
It'” 
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“Thank you, my good friend,” '^.iid the mini^^trr, gravely, but ?tarUcd 
at heart, for so confused uas his rcrncinbrancc. that he had almost 
brought himself to look at the c\ c nts of the past night as \ iMonar^ “ Vts, 
it seems to be my glo\ c, indccfl ' ” 

“And, since Satan sau fit to steal it, your levercncc mu4 nff d^ handle 
him without gloxcs, henceforward, lemarked the old s/* ton. grimly Mnil- 
ing “But did youi ic\eicnre hear of the (lortent that was s(im last night'' 

a great red icttci m the si y thehttei \. whuh we inteqiret to stand 
for Angel For, as our good Governor \\ inthrop was mafic an angel thn 
past night, it was rloubtlcss held fit that tlun ‘-houhl b' -Sfanc notice 
thereof’” 

“No,” answered the minister, *T had not heard of it ” 


xni 

AnOTIII It Vll V, OI III .STI P. 

In her late singular interview with Dimmesdale, Hester Prvnnc was 
shocked at the condition to which she found the clcrg\man reduced Ills 
nerve seemed absolutely destroyed IIis mnnd force was .ibascd into more 
than childish weakness It grovelled helpless on the ground, c\cn while 
his intellectual faculties retained their pristine strength, or had perhaps 
acquired a morbid energy, which disease only could have given them 
With her knowledge of a train of circumstances hidden from all others, 
she could readily infer that, besides the legitimate action of his own con- 
science, a terrible machinery had been brought to bear, and was still oper- 
ating, on Mr Dimmesdalc’s well-being .ind repose Knowing what this 
poor, fallen man had once been, her whole soul was moved bj' the shud- 
dering terror wath which he had appealed to her, the outcast woman, 
for support against his instinctiv'cly discoveied enemy She decided, more- 
over, that he had a light to her utmost aid Little accustomed, in her long 
seclusion from society, to measure her ideas of right and wrong by any 
standard external to herself, Hester saw or seemed to sec that there 
lay a responsibility upon her, m reference to the clergjanan, which she 
owed to no other, nor to the w’hole world besides The links that united 
her to the rest of human kind links of flow ers, or silk, or gold, or what- 
ever the material had all been broken Here w'as the iron link of mutual 
crime, which neither he nor she could break Like all other lies, it brought 
along With it its obligations 

He^er Prynne did not now occupy precisely the same position in whidi 
we beheld ^r during the earlier periods of her ignominy Years had come 
fpn iiow seven years old Her mother, with the scarlet 

er on her breast, glittering in its fantastic embroidery, had long been a 
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familiar object to the townspeople As is apt to be the case when a person 
stands out in any prominence before the community, and, at the same 
time, interferes neither with public nor individual interests and conven- 
ience, a species of general regard had ultimately grown up m reference to 
Hester Prynne It is to the credit of human nature, that, except where its 
selfishness is brought into play, it loves more readily than it hates Ha- 
tred, by a gradual and quiet process, will even be transformed to love, un- 
less the change be impeded by a continually new irritation of the original 
feeling of hostility In this matter of Hester Prynne, there was neither ir- 
ritation nor irksomeness She never battled with the public, but submitted, 
uncomplainingly, to its worst usage, she made no claim upon it, m le- 
quital for what she suffered, she did not weigh upon its sympathies Then, 
also, the blameless purity of her life during all these years m which she 
had been set apart to infamy, was reckoned largely m her favor With 
nothing now to lose, in the sight of mankind, and with no hope, and seem- 
ingly no wish, of gaming anything, it could only be a genuine regard for 
virtue that had brought back the poor wanderer to its paths 

It was perceived, too, that while Hester never put forward even the 
humblest title to share m the world’s privileges, further than to breathe 
the common air, and earn daily bread for little Pearl and herself by the 
faithful labor of her hands, she was quick to acknowledge her sister- ■ 
hood with the race of man, whenever benefits were to be conferred None 
so ready as she to give of her little substance to every demand of poverty, 
even though the bitter-hearted pauper threw back a gibe m requital of 
the food brought regularly to his door, or the garments wrought for him 
by the fingers that could have embroidered a monarch’s robe None so 
self-devoted as Hester, when pestilence stalked through the town In all 
seasons of calamity, indeed, whether general or of individuals, the outcast 
of society at once found her place She came, not as a guest, but as a right- 
ful inmate, into the household that was darkened by trouble, as if it‘*( 
gloomy twilight were a medium m which she was entitled to hold inter- 
course with her fellow-creatures There glimmered the embroidered letter, 
with comfort m its unearthly ray Elsewhere the token of sm, it was the 
taper of the sick-chamber It had even thrown its gleam, in the sufferer’s 
hard extremity, across the verge of time It had shown him where to set 
his foot, while the light of earth was fast becoming dim, and ere the light 
of futurity could reach him In such emergencies, Hester’s nature showed 
itself warm and iich, a weU-spring of human tenderness, unfailing to 
every real demand, and inexhaustible by the largest Her breast, with its 
badge of shame, was but the softer pillow for the head that needed one 
She was self-ordained a Sister of Mercy, or, we may rather say, the 
world’s heavy hand had so ordained her, when neither the world nor she 
looked forward to this result The letter was the sjonbol of her calling 
Such helpfulness was found in her; so much power to do, and power to 
sympathize, that many people refused to interpret the scarlet A by its 
original signification They said that it meant Able, so strong was Hester 
Piynne, with a woman’s strength 



i8o THE WORKS OF HAWTHORNE 

, It was only the darkened house that could contain her When sunshine 
came again, she was not there Her shadow had faded across the thresh- 
old The helpful inmate had depaited, without one backward glance to 
gather up the meed of gratitude, if any were in the hearts of those whom 
she had seived so zealously Meeting them m the street, she never raised 
her head to receive their gieeting If they were resolute to accost her, she 
laid her finger on the scarlet letter, and passed on This might be pnde, 
but was so dike humility, that it pioduced all the softening influence of 
the latter quality on the public mind The public is despotic in its temper, 
it is capable of denying common justice, uhen too strenuously demanded 
as a right, but quite as fiequently it awards more than justice, when the 
appeal is made, as despots love to have it made, entirely to its generosity 
Interpreting Hester Pr)mne’s deportment as an appeal of this nature, so- 
ciety was inclined to show its former victim a more benign countenance 
than she cared to be favored vnth, or, perchance, than she deserved 

The ruleis, and the wise and learned men of the community, were long- 
ei m acknowledging the influence of Hester’s good qualities than the peo- 
ple The prejudices w^hich they shared in common with the latter were 
foitified m themselves by an iron framew'ork of reasoning, that made it a 
far tougher labor to expel them Day by day, nevertheless, their sour and 
rigid wrinkles were relaxing into something w’hich, in the due course of 
years, might grow to be an expression of almost benevolence Thus it was 
wnth the men of rank, on w'hom their eminent position imposed the guard- 
ianship of the public morals Individuals in private life, meainvhile, had 
quite forgiven Hestei Piynne for her frailty, nay, more, they had begun 
to look upon the scarlet letter as the token, not of that one sin, for v^hich 
she had borne so long and dreary a penance, but of her many good deeds 
since “Do you see that woman wnth the embroidered badge^” they w'ould 
say to strangers “It is our Hester, the town's owm Hester, w ho is so kind 
to the poor, so helpful to the sick, so comfoi table to the afflicted* ” Then, 
it IS true, the propensity of human nature to tell the very w orst of itself, 
when embodied m the person of another, would constrain them to whispei 
the black scandal of bygone years It w^as none the less a fact, however, 
that, m the eyes of the very men w^ho spoke thus, the scarlet letter had 
the effect of the cross on a nun’s bosom It imparted to the w^earer a kind 
of sacredness, which enabled her to walk securely amid all peril Had she 
fallen among thieves, it would have kept her safe It w'as reported, and 
believed by many, that an Indian had drawn his arrow against the badge, 
and that the missile struck it, but fell harmless to the ground 
The effect of the s3mibol or, rather, of the position in respect to soci- 
ety that was indicated by it on the mind of Hester Prynne herself, was 
powerful and peculiar All the light and graceful foliage of her character 
nad been withered up by this red-hot brand, and had long ago fallen 
^ harsh outline, which might have been repulsive, 

ad she possessed friends or companions to be repelled by it Even the 
a tractiveness of her person had undergone a similar change It might be 
partly owing to the studied austerity of her dress, and partly to the lack 
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of demonstration in her manners It was a sad transfoimation, too, that 
her rich and luxuriant hair had either been cut off, or was so completely 
hidden by a cap, that not a shining lock of it ever once gushed into the 
sunshine It was due in part to all these causes, but still more to some- 
thing else, that there seemed to be no longer anything in Hester’s face for 
Lo\e to dwell upon, nothing in Hester’s form, though majestic and 
statue-hke, that Passion would ever dieam of clasping m its embrace, 
nothing in Hester s bosom, to make it ever again the pillo-w of Affection 
Some attribute had departed from her, the permanence of w^hich had 
been essential to keep her a woman Such is fiequently the fate, and such 
the stern development, of tlie feminine character and person, when the 
woman has encountered, and liv^ed thiough, an experience of pecuhai 
severity If she be all tenderness, she will die If she surviv^e, the tender- 
ness wall either be crushed out of her, or and the outw^ard semblance is 
the *same crushed so deeply into her heait that it can never show itself 
more The latter is perhaps the truest theory She who has once been 
woman, and ceased to be so, might at any moment become a w oman again 
if there w^ere only the magic touch to effect the transfiguration We shall 
see whether Hester Pr3mne were ever afterwards so touched, and so 
transfigured 

Much of the marble coldness of Hester’s impression was to be attrib- 
uted to the circumstance, that her life had turned, m a great measure, 
from passion and feeling, to thought Standing alone in the W'orld, alone, 
as to any dependence on societ}’’, and wnth little Pearl to be guided and 
protected, alone, and hopeless of retrieving her position, ev^'en had she 
not scorned to consider it desirable, she cast aw'ay the fragments of a 
broken chain The world’s law was no law" for her mind It was an age in 
which the human intellect, newdy emancipated, had taken a more active 
and a wider range than for manj" centuries befoie Men of the swmrd had 
overthrown nobles and kings Men bolder than these had overthrown and 
rearranged not actually, but within the sphere of theory, which w"as 
their most real abode the whole system of ancient prejudice, wheiewith 
w"as linked much of ancient piinciple Hester Prjmne imbibed this spiiit 
She assumed a freedom of speculation, then common enough pn the other 
side of the Atlantic, but which our forefathers, had they known it, would 
have held to be a deadlier crime than that stigmatized bj" the scarlet let- 
ter In her lonesome cottage, by the sea-shoie, thoughts visited her, such 
as dared to enter no other dwelling in New England, shadowy guests, 
that would have been as perilous as demons to their entei tamer, could 
they ha\"e been seen so much as knocking at her door 

It IS remarkable that persons who speculate the most boldly often con- 
form with the most perfect quietude to the external regulations of society 
The thought suffices them, without investing itself m the flesh and blood 
of action So it seemed to be with Hester Yet, had little Pearl never come 
to her from the spiritual world, it might have been far otherwise Then 
she might have come down to us m history, hand m hand with Anne 
Hutchinson, as the foundress of a religious sect She might, m one of lier 
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phases, have been a prophetess She might, and not improbably would, 
have suffered death from the stern tribunals of the period, for attempting 
to undermine the foundations of the Puritan establishment But, in the 
education of her child, the mother’s enthusiasm of thought had some- 
thing to wreak itself upon Providence, m the person of this little girl, had 
assigned to Hester’s charge the germ and blossom of womanhood, to be 
cherished and developed amid a host of difficulties Everything was 
against her The world was hostile The child’s own nature had something 
wrong in it, which continually betokened that she had been born amiss, 
the effluence of her mother’s lawless passion, and often impelled Hester 
to ask, in bitterness of heart, whether it were for ill or good that the poor 
little creature had been born at all 

Indeed, the same dark question often rose into her mind, with reference 
to the whole race of womanhood Was existence worth accepting, even to 
the happiest among them? As concerned her own individual existence, she 
had long ago decided m the negative, and dismissed the point as settled 
A tendency to speculation, though it may keep woman quiet, as it does 
man, yet makes her sad She discerns, it may be, such a hopeless task 
before her As a first step, the whole system of society is to be torn down, 
and built up anew Then, the very nature of the opposite sex, or its long 
hereditary habit, which has become like nature, is to be essentially modi- 
fied, before woman can be allowed to assume what seems a fair and suit- 
able position Finally, all other difficulties being obviated, woman cannot 
take advantage of these preliminary reforms, until she herself shall have 
undergone a still mightier change, in which, perhaps, the ethereal essence, 
wherein she has her truest life, will be found to have evaporated A 
woman never overcomes these problems by any exercise of thought They 
are not to be solved, or only in one way If her heart chance to come up- 
permost, they vanish Thus, Hester Prynne, whose heart had lost its regu- 
lar and healthy throb, wandered without a clew m the dark labyrinth of 
mind now turned aside by an insurmountable precipice, now starting 
back from a deep chasm There was wild and ghastly scenery all around 
her, and a home and comfort nowhere At times, a fearful doubt strove to 
possess her soul, whether it were not better to send Pearl at once to 
heaven, and go herself to such futurity as Eternal Justice should provide 

The scarlet letter had not done its office 

Now, however, her interview with the Reverend Mr. Dimmesdale, on 
the night of his vigil, had given her a new theme of reflection, and held up 
to her an object that appeared worthy of any exertion and sacrifice for its 
attainment She had witnessed the intense misery beneath which the min- 
ister struggled, or, to speak more accurately, had ceased to struggle She 
saw that he stood on the verge of lunacy, if he had not already stepped 
across it It was impossible to doubt, that, whatever painful efficacy there 
might be m the secret sting of remorse, a deadlier venom had been infused 
hand that proffered relief A secret enemy had been contin- 
ually by his side, under the semblance of a friend and helper, and had 
availed himself of the opportunities thus afforded for tampering with the 
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delicate springs of Mr Dimmesdale’s natuie Hester could not but ask 
herself, whether there had not originally been a defect of truth, courage, 
and loyalty, on her own part, in allowing the ininistei to be thrown into a 
position where so much evil vas to be foreboded, and nothing auspicious 
to be hoped Her only justification lay in the fact, that she had been able 
to discern no method of rescuing him from a blacker rum than had ovei- 
whelmed herself, except by acquiescing m Roger Chillingwortli’s scheme 
of disguise Under that impulse, she had made her choice, and had chosen, 
as It now appeared, the more vTetched alternative of the two She delei - 
mined to redeem her error, so far as it might yet be possible Strengthened 
by years of hard and solemn trial, she felt herself no longer so inadequate 
to cope with Roger Chillingwortli as on that night, abased by sin, and 
half maddened by the ignomin})', that was still ne^A , when they had talked 
together m the pnson-chambei She had climbed her way, since then, to a 
higher point The old man, on the other hand, had brought himself neaier 
to her level, or perhaps below it, by the revenge which he had stooped for 
In fine, Hester Pr3mne resolved to meet hei former husband, and do 
what might be m her power for the rescue of the victim on whom he had 
so evidently set his gripe The occasion was not long to seek One after- 
noon, walking with Pearl m a retired part of the peninsula, she beheld the 
old physician, with a basket on one arm, and a staff in the other hand, 
stooping along the ground, in quest of roots and herbs to concoct his 
medicines withal 


XIV 

Hester and the Physician , 

Hester bade little Pearl run down to the margin of the water, and play 
with the shells and tangled seaweed, until she should have talked awhile 
with yonder gatherer of herbs So the child flew away like a bird, and, 
making bare her small white feet, went pattering along the moist margin 
of the sea Here and there she came to a full stop, and peeped curiously 
into a pool, left by the retiring tide as a mirror for Pearl to see her face in 
Forth peeped at her, out of the pool, with dark, glistening cuils around 
her head, and an elf-smile in her eyes, the image of a little maid, whom 
Pearl, having no other playmate, invited to take her hand, and run a race 
with her But the visionary little maid, on her part, beckoned likewise, as 
if to say, “This is a better place i Come thou into the pool ’ ” And Pearl, 
stepping in, mid-leg deep, beheld her own white feet at the bottom, while, 
out of a still lower depth, came the gleam of a kind of fragmentary smile, 
floating to and fro in the agitated water 
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Meanwhile her mother had accosted the physician 
“I would speak a word with you,” said she, “a word that concerns us 
much ” 

“Aha' and is it Mistress Hester that has a word for old Roger Chilling- 
worth?” answered he, raising himself from his stooping posture “With all 
my heart' Why, Mistress, I heai good tidings of you on all hands! No 
longer ago than yestei-eve, a magistiate, a wise and godly man, was dis- 
coursing of your affairs, Mistress Hester, and whispered me that there 
had been question concerning you m the council It was debated whether 
or no, with safety to the common weal, yonder scarlet letter might be 
taken off your bosom On my life, Hester, I made my entreaty to the wor- 
shipful magistrate that it might be done forthwith ! ” 

“It lies not in the pleasuie of the magistrates to take off this badge,” 
calmly replied Hester “Were I worthy to be quit of it, it would fall away 
of its own nature, or be transformed into something that should speak a 
different puiport ” 

“Nay, then, wear it, if it suit you bettei,” rejoined he “A woman must 
needs follow her own fanc}^ touching the adornment of her person The 
letter is gayly embroidered, and shows right bravely on your bosom ' ” 
All this while, Hestei had been looking steadily at the old man, and 
was shocked, as w^ell as wonder-smitten, to discern what a change had 
been wrought upon him within the past seven years It was not so much 
that he had grown older, for though the traces of advancing life were 
visible, he wore his age well, and seemed to retain a wiry vigor and alert- 
ness But the former aspect of an intellectual and studious man, calm and 
quiet, which was what she best remembered m him, had altogether van- 
ished, and been succeeded by an eager, searching, almost fierce, yet care- 
fully guarded look It seemed to be his wish and purpose to mask this 
expression with a smile, but the latter played him false, and flickered 
over his visage so derisively, that the spectator could see his blackness all 
the better for it Ever and anon, too, there came a glare of red light out of 
his eyes, as if the old man’s soul were on fire, and kept on smouldering 
duskily within his breast, until, by some casual puff of passion, it was 
blown into a momentary flame This he repressed, as speedily as possible, 
and strove to look as if nothing of the kind had happened 
In a word, old Roger Chillingworth w'as a strikmg e\adence of man’s 
faculty of transforming himself into a devil, if he wall only, for a reason- 
able space of time, undertake a devil’s office This unhappy person had 
effected such a transformation, by devoting himself, for seven years, to 
the constant analysis of a heart full of torture, and deriving his enjoyment 

hence, and adding fuel to those fiery tortures which he analyzed and 
gloated over 

The scarlet letter burned on Hester Prynne’s bosom Here was another 
responsibility of which came partly home to her 
earr^tty?^”^ face,” asked the physician, “that you look at it so 

Something that would make me weep, if there v/ere any tears bitter 
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enough for it,” answered she “But let it pass' It is of yonder miserable 
man that I would speak ” 

“And what of him?” cried Roger Chillmgworth, eagerly, as if he loved 
the topic, and were glad of an opportunity to discuss it with the only per- 
son of whom he could make a confidant “Not to hide the truth. Mistress 
Hester, my thoughts happen just now to be busy with the gentleman So 
speak freely, and I will malce answer ” 

“When we last spake together,” said Hester, “now seven years ago, it 
was jmur pleasure to extort a promise of secrecy, as touching the former 
relation betwixt yourself and me As the life and good fame of yonder 
man were in your hands, there seemed no choice to me, save to be silent, 
m accordance with your behest Yet it was not without heavy misgivings 
that I thus bound myself, for, having cast off all duty towards other hu- 
man beings, there remained a duty towards him, and something whis- 
pered me that I was betraying it, m pledging myself to keep your counsel 
Since that day, no man is so near to him as you You tread behind his 
every footstep You are beside him, sleeping and waking You search his 
thoughts You burrow and 1 ankle in his heart' Your clutch is on his life 
and you cause him to die daily a living death , and still he knows you not 
In permitting this, I have surely acted a false part by the only man to 
whom the power was left me to be true' ” 

“What choice had you?” asked Roger Chillmgworth “My finger, 
pointed at this man, would have hurled him from his pulpit into a dun- 
geon, thence, peradventure, to the gallows ' ” 

“It had been better so ' ” said Hester Prynne 

“YTiat evil have I done the man?” asked Roger Chillmgworth again 
“I tell thee, Hester Prynne, the richest fee that ever physician earned 
from monarch could not have bought such care as I have wasted on this 
miserable priest' But for my aid, his life would have burned away in tor- 
ments, within the first two years after the perpetration of his crime and 
thine For, Hester, his spirit lacked the strength that could have borne 
up, as thine has, beneath a burden like thy scarlet letter Oh, I could 
reveal a goodly secret' But enough! ^¥hat art can do, I have exhausted on 
him That he now breathes, and creeps about on earth, is owing all to 
me'” ' 

“Better he had died at once ' ” said Hester Prynne 
“Yea, woman, thou sayest truly'” cried old Roger Chillmgworth, let- 
ting the lurid fire of his heart blaze out before her eyes “Better had he 
died at once' Never did mortal suffer what this man has suffered And all, 
all, m the sight of his worst enemy' He has been conscious of me He has 
felt an influence dwelling always upon him like a curse He knew, by some 
spiritual sense, for the Creator never made another being so sensitive as 
this, he knew that no friendly hand was pulling at his heart-strings, and 
that an eye was looking curiously into him, which sought only evil, and 
found it But he knew not that the eye and hand were mine! With the 
superstition common to his brotherhood, he fancied himself given over to 
a fiend, to be tortured with frightful dreams, and desperate thoughts, the 
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stmg of remorse, and despair of pardon, as a foretaste of what awaits him 
beyond the grave But it was the constant shadow of my presence! the 
closest propinquity of tlie man whom he had most vilely wronged ' and 
who had grown to exist only by this perpetual poison of the direst re- 
venge' Yea, indeed! he did not err' there was a fiend at his elbow' A 
mortal man, with once a human heart, has become a fiend for his especial 
torment'” 

The unfortunate physician, w'hile uttering these words, lifted his hands 
with a look of horror, as if he had beheld some frightful shape, which he 
could not recognize, usurping the place of his own image in a glass It was 
one of those moments which sometimes occur only at the interval of 
years when a man’s moral aspect is faithfully revealed to his mind’s 
eye Not improbably, he had never before viewed himself as he did now. 

‘‘Hast thou not tortured him enough?” said Hester, noticing the old 
man’s look “Has he not paid thee all?” 

“No' no' He has but increased the debt!” answered the physician, 
and as he proceeded, his manner lost its fiercer characteristics, and sub- 
sided mto gloom “Dost thou remember me, Hester, as I was nine years 
agone? Even then, I was in the autumn of my days, nor was it the early 
autumn But all my life had been made up of earnest, studious, thought- 
ful, quiet years, bestowed faithfully for the increase of mine oivn know- 
ledge, and faithfully, too, though this latter object was but casual to the 
other, faithfully for the advancement of human welfare No life had 
been more peaceful and innocent than mine , few lives so rich with bene- 
fits conferred Dost thou remember me^ Was I not, though you might 
deem me cold, nevertheless a man thoughtful for others, craving little for 
himself, kind, true, just, and of constant, if not warm affections? Was I 
not all this^” 

“All this, and more,” said Hester 

“And what am I now?” demanded he, looking into her face, and per- 
mitting the whole evil within him to be WTitten on his features “I have 
already told thee what I am ' A fiend ' Who made me so?” 

“It was myself ” cried Hester, shuddering “It w'asT, not less than he 
Why hast thou not avenged thyself on me^” 

“I have left thee to the scarlet letter,” replied Roger Chilhngwwth “If 
that have not avenged me, I can do no more ' ” 

He laid his finger on it, with a smile 
“It has avenged thee' ” answered Hester Prynne 
“I judged no less,” said the physician “And now, what wouldst thou 
with me touching this man?” 

“I must reveal the secret,” answered Hester, firmly “He must discern 
thee m thy true character What may be the result, I know not But this 
mng debt of confidence, due from me to him, whose bane and ruin I have 
been, shall at length be paid So far as concerns the overthrow or preser- 
fair fame and his earthly state, and perchance his life, he is 
in thy hands Nor do I, whom the scarlet letter has disciplined to truth, 
ough it be the truth of red-hot iron, entering into the soul, nor do I 
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perceive such advantage in his living any longer a life of ghastly empti- 
ness, that I shall stoop to imploie thy mercy Do vnth him as thou wilt' 
There is no good for him, no good for me, no good for thee > There is 
no good for little Pearl i There is no path to guide us out of this dismal 
maze’” 

“Woman, I could wellnigh pity thee ’ ” said Roger Chilhngworth, un- 
able to restrain a thrill of admiration too, for there was a quality almost 
majestic in the despair which she expressed “Thou hadst great elements 
Peradventure, hadst thou met earlier with a better love than mine, this 
evil had not been I pity thee, for the good that has been wasted in thy 
nature’” 

“And I thee,” answered Hester Pr3mne, “for the hatred that has trans- 
formed a wise and just man to a fiend ’ Wilt thou yet purge it out of thee, 
and be once more human^ If not for his sake, then doubly foi thine own’ 
Forgive, and leave his further retribution to the Power that claims it’ I 
said, but now, that there could be no good event for him, or thee, or me, 
who are here wandering togethei in this gloomy maze of evil, and stumb- 
ling, at every step, over the guilt wherewith we have strewn our path It is 
not so ’ Theie might be good for thee, and thee alone, since thou hast been 
deeply wronged, and hast it at thy will to pardon Wilt thou give up that 
only privilege? Wilt thou reject that priceless benefit?” 

“Peace, Hester, peace’” replied the old man, with gloomy sternness 
“It is not granted me to pardon I have no such power as thou tellest me 
of My old faith, long forgotten, comes back to me, and explains all that 
we do, and all we suffer By thy first step awry thou didst plant the germ 
of evil, but since that moment, it has all been a dark necessity Ye that 
have wronged me are not sinful, save in a kind of typical illusion , neither 
am I fiend-hke, who have snatched a fiend’s office from his hands It is 
our fate Let the black flower blossom as it may’ Now go thy ways, and 
deal as thou wilt with yonder man ” 

He waved his hand, and betook himself again to his employment of 
gathering herbs 


XV 

Hester and Pearl 

So Roger Chillingworth a deformed old figure, with a face that haunted 
men’s memories longer than they liked took leave of Hester Prynne, and 
went stooping away along the earth He gathered here and theie an herb, 
or grubbed up a root, and put it into the basket on his arm His gray beard 
almost touched the ground, as he crept onward Hester gazed after him a 
little while, lookmg with a half-fantastic curiosity to see whether the ten- 
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der grass of early spring would not be blighted beneath him, and show 
the waveiing track of his footsteps, sere and brown, across its cheerful 
verduie She wondered what soit of herbs they weie, which the old man 
was so sedulous to gather Would not the earth, quickened to an evil pur- 
pose by the sympathy of his eye, gieet him with poisonous shrubs, of 
species hitheito unknown, that would start up undei his fingers? Or might 
it suffice him that every wholesome giowth should be converted into 
something deleteiious and malignant at his touch ^ Did the sun, \^hich 
shone so biightly eveiywheie else, really fall upon him? Or was there, as 
it rather seemed, a circle of ominous shadow moving along with his de- 
formity, whichever way he turned himself? And whither ^^as he now go- 
ing? Would he not suddenly sink into the earth, leaving a barren and 
blasted spot, wheie, in due couise of time, would be seen deadly night- 
shade, dogwood, henbane, and whatever else of vegetable ^\lckedness the 
climate could produce, all flourishing with hideous luxuiiance? Or would 
he spread bat’s w’lngs and flee away, looking so much the uglier the higher 
he rose towards heaven? 

“Be it sm or no,” said Hester Prynne, bitterly, as she still gazed after 
him, “I hate the man ' ” 

She upbraided herself for the sentiment, but could not overcome or 
lessen it Attempting to do so, she thought of those long-past days, in a 
distant land, when he used to emerge at eventide from the seclusion of his 
study, and sit down m the firelight of their home, and m the light of her 
nuptial smile He needed to bask himself m that smile, he said, in order 
that the chill of so many lonely hours among his books might be taken off 
the scholar’s heart Such scenes had once appeared not otherwise tlian 
happy, but now, as viewed through the dismal medium of her subsequent 
life, they classed themselves among her ugliest remembrances She mar- 
velled how such scenes could have been’ She marvelled how' she could 
ever have been wrought upon to marry him’ She deemed it her crime 
most to be repented of that she had ever endured, and reciprocated, the 
lukewarm grasp of his hand, and had suffered the smile of her lips and 
eyes to mingle and melt into his own And it seemed a fouler offence com- 
mitted by Roger Chilhngworth, than any which had since been done him, 
that, in the time when her heart knew no better, he had persuaded her to 
fancy herself happy by his side 

“Yes, I hate him’” repeated Hester, more bitterly than before “He 
betrayed me’ He has done me worse wrong than I did him’ ” 

Let men tremble to win the hand of woman, unless they wnn along wnth 
it the utmost passion of her heart’ Else it may be their miserable for- 
tune, as it was Roger Chilhngwoith’s, when some mightier touch than 
theur own may have awakened all her sensibilities, to be repioached even 
or the calm content, the marble image of happiness, which they wall 
aw imposed upon her as the warm reality But Hester ought long ago 
0 nave done with this injustice What did it betoken? Had seven long 
years, under the torture of the scarlet letter, inflicted so much of misery 
and wrought out no repentance? 



THE SCARLET LETTER 


189 

The emotions of that biief space, while she stood gazing after the 
crooked figure of old Roger Chillingworth, threw a dark light on Hester’s 
state of mind, revealing much that she might not otherwise have ac- 
knowledged to herself 

He being gone, she summoned back her child 

‘ Pearl ’ Little Pearl > Where ai e you ? 

Pearl, whose activity of spirit ne\er flagged, had been at no loss for 
amusement while her mother talked with the old gatherer of herbs At 
first, as already told, she had flirted fancifully v. ith her own image in a 
pool of water, beckoning the phantom foi th, and as it declined to ven- 
ture seeking a passage for herself into its sphere of impalpable earth 
and unattainable sky Soon finding, however, that either she or the miage 
was unreal, she turned elsewhere for better pastime She made little boats 
out of birch-bark, and freighted them with snail-shells, and sent out more 
ventures on the mighty deep than any merchant m New England, but 
the larger part of them foundered near the shore She seized a live horse- 
shoe by the tail, and made piize of several five-fingeis, and laid out a 
jelly-fish to melt in tlie warm sun Then she took up the white foam, that 
streaked the line of the advancing tide, and threw it upon the breeze, 
scampering after it, with winged footsteps, to catch the great snow-flakes 
ere tliey fell Perceiving a flock of beach-birds, that fed and fluttered 
along the shore, the naught}'' child picked up her apron full of pebbles, 
and, creeping from rock to rode after these small sea-fowl, displayed re- 
markable dextenty in pelting them One little gray bird, with a white 
breast. Pearl was almost sure, had been hit by a pebble, and fluttered 
away with a broken wing But then the elf-child sighed, and gave up her 
sport, because it grieved her to have done harm to a little being that was 
as wild as the sea-breeze, or as wild as Pearl herself 

Her final employment was to gather sea-weed, of various kinds, and 
make heiself a scarf, or mantle, and a head-diess, and thus assume the 
aspect of a little mermaid She inherited her mother’s gift for devising 
drapery and costume As the last touch to her mermaid’s garb. Pearl took 
some eel-grass, and imitated, as best she could, on her own bosom, the 
decoration with which she was so familiar on her mother’s A letter, the 
letter A, but freshly green, instead of scarlet’ The child bent her chin 
upon her breast, and contemplated this de'vice with strange interest, even 
as if the one only thing for which she had been sent into the world was to 
make out its hidden import 

“I wonder if mother will ask me what it means ’ ” thought Peail 

Just then, she heard her mother’s voice, and flitting along as lightly as 
one of the little sea-birds, appeared before Hester Prynne, dancing, 
laughing, and pointing her finger to the ornament upon her bosom 

^‘My little Pearl,” said Hester, after a moment’s silence, ‘‘the green 
letter, and on thy childish bosom, has no purport But dost thou know, 
my child, what this letter means which thy mother is doomed to wear?” 

“Yes, mother,” said the child “It is the great letter A Thou hast 
1 aught me in the hom-book ” 
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Hester looked steadily into her little face, but, though there was that 
singular expression which she had so often lemarked in her black eyes, 
she could not satisfy heiself whether Pearl really attached any meaning 
to the symbol She felt a morbid desire to ascertain the point. 

“Dost thou know, child, wherefore thy mother wears this letter?” 
“Truly do I' ” answered Pearl, looking brightly into her mother’s face 
“It IS for the same leason that the minister keeps his hand over his 
heart'” 

“And what reason is that?” asked Hester, half smiling at the absurd 
incongruity of the child’s observation, but, on second thoughts, turning 
pale “What has the letter to do with any heart, save mine?” 

“Nay, mother, I have told all I know,” said Pearl, more seriously than 
she was wont to speak “Ask yonder old man whom thou hast been talk- 
ing with' It may be he can tell But m good earnest now, mother dear, 
what does this scarlet letter mean^ and why dost thou wear it on thy 
bosom? and why does the minister keep his hand over his heart?” 

She took her mother’s hand m both her own, and gazed into her eyes 
with an earnestness that was seldom seen m her wild and capricious char- 
acter The thought occuired to Hester that the child might really be seek- 
ing to approach her with childlike confidence, and doing what she could, 
and as intelligently as she knew how, to establish a meeting-point of sym- 
pathy It showed Peail m an unwonted aspect Heretofore, the mother, 
while loving her child with the intensity of a sole affection, had schooled 
herself to hope for little other return than the waywardness of an April 
breeze, which spends its time in airy sport, and has its gusts of inexplic- 
able passion, and is petulant m its best of moods, and chills oftenei than 
caresses you, when you take it to your bosom, m requital of which misde- 
meanors, it will sometimes, of its own vague purpose, kiss your cheek with 
a kind of doubtful tenderness, and play gently with your hair, and then 
be gone about its other idle business, leaving a dieamy pleasure at your 
heart And this, moreover, was a mother’s estimate of the child’s disposi- 
tion Any other observer might have seen few but unamiable traits, and 
have given them a far darker coloring But now the idea came strongly 
into Hester’s mind, that Pearl, with her remarkable precocity and acute- 
ness, might already have approached the age when she could be made a 
friend, and intrusted with as much of her mother’s sorrows as could be 
imparted, without irreverence either to the parent or the child In the lit- 
tle chaos of Pearl’s character there might be seen emerging and could 
have been, from the very first the steadfast principles of an unflinching 
courage, ' an uncontrollable will, a sturdy pride, which might be disci- 
plined into self-respect, and a bitter scorn of many things, which, when 
examined, might be found to have the taint of falsehood in them She 
possessed affections, too, though hitherto acrid and disagreeable, as are 
^^^best flavors of unripe fruit With all these sterling attributes, 
ought Hester, the evil which she inherited from her mother must be 
^ p indeed, if a noble woman do not grow out of this elfish child 

earl s inevitable tendency to hover about the enigma of the scarlet 
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letter seemed an innate quality of her being From the earliest epoch of 
her conscious life, she had entered upon this as her appointed mission. 
Hester had often fancied that Providence had a design of justice and 
retribution, m endowing the child with this marked propensity, but 
never, until now, had she bethought herself to ask, whether, linked with 
that design, there might not likewise be a purpose of mercy and benefi- 
cence If little Pearl were entertained with faith and trust, as a spirit mes- 
senger no less than an earthly child, might it not be her errand to soothe 
away the sorrow that lay cold in her mother’s heart, and converted it into 
a tomb? and to help her to overcome the passion, once so wild, and even 
yet neither dead nor asleep, but only imprisoned within the same tomb- 
like hearts 

Such were some of the thoughts that now stirred in Hester’s mind, with 
as much vivacity of impression as if they had actually been whispered 
into her ear And there was little Pearl, all this while holding her mother’s 
hand in both her own, and turning her face upward, while she put these 
searching questions, once, and again, and still a third time 

“What does the letter mean, mother? and why dost thou wear it? 
and why does the minister keep his hand over his hearth” 

“What shall I say?” thought Hester to herself “No^ If this be the 
price of the child’s S3mipathy, I cannot pay it ” 

Then she spoke aloud 

“Silly Pearl,” said she, “what questions are these? There are many 
things in this world that a child must not ask about What know I of the 
minister’s heart? And as for the scarlet letter, I wear it for the sake of its 
gold-thread ” 

In all the seven bygone years, Hester Prynne had never before been 
false to the symbol on hei bosom It may be that it was the talisman of a 
stern and severe, but yet a guardian spirit, who now forsook her, as 
recognizing that, m spite of his strict watch over her heart, some new evil 
had crept into it, or some old one had never been expelled As for little 
Pearl, the earnestness soon passed out of hei face 

But the child did not see fit to let the matter drop Two or three times, 
as her mother and she went homeward, and as often at supper-time, and 
while Hester was puttmg her to bed, and once after she seemed to be 
fairly asleep. Pearl looked up, with mischief gleaming in her blade eyes 

“Mother,” said she, “what does the scarlet letter mean?” 

And the next morning, the first indication the child gave of being 
awake was by popping up her head from the pillow, and making that 
other inquiry, which she had so unaccountably connected with her inves- 
tigations about the scarlet letter, 

“Mother’ Mother' Why does the mmister keep his hand over his 
hearth” 

“Hold thy tongue, naughty child!” answered her mother, with an as- 
perity that she had never permitted to herself before “Do not tease me, 
else I shall shut thee into the dark closet ' ” 
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XVI 

A Forest Walk 

Hester Prynne remained constant in her resolve to make known to Mr. 
Dimmesdale, at whatever risk of present pain or ulterior consequences, 
the true character of the man who had crept into his intimacy For sev- 
eral days, however, she vainly sought an opportunity of addressing him 
in some of the meditative walks which she knew him to be in the habit of 
taking, along the shores of the peninsula, or on the wooded hills of the 
neighboring country There would have been no scandal, indeed, nor peril 
to the holy whiteness of the clergyman’s good fame, had she visited him 
in his own study, where many a penitent, ere now, had confessed sins of 
perhaps as deep a dye as the one betoken by the scarlet letter But, partly 
that she dreaded the secret or undisguised interference of old Rogei Chil- 
Imgworth, and partly that her conscious heart imputed suspicion where 
none could have been felt, and partly that both the minister and she 
would need the whole wide world to breathe m, while they talked to- 
gether, for all these reasons, Hester never thought of meeting him in 
any narrower privacy than beneath the open sky 

At last, while attending m a sick-chamber, whithei the Reverend Mr 
Dimmesdale had been summoned to make a prayer, she learnt that he 
had gone, the day before, to visit the Apostle Eliot, among his Indian con- 
verts He would probably return, by a certain hour, in the afternoon of 
the moirow Betimes, therefore, the next day, Hester took little Pearl, 
who was necessarily the companion of all her mother’s expeditions, how- 
ever inconvenient her presence, and set forth 

The road, after the two wayfarers had crossed from the peninsula to 
the mainland, was no other than a footpath It straggled onward into the 
mystery of the primeval forest This hemmed it in so narrowly, and stood 
so black and dense on either side, and disclosed such imperfect glimpses 
of the sky above, that, to Hester’s mind, it imaged not amiss the moral 
wilderness in which she had so long been wandering The day was chill 
and sombre Overhead was a gray expanse of cloud, slightly stirred, how- 
ever, by a breeze, so that a gleam of flickering sunshine might now and 
then be seen at its solitary play along the path. This flitting cheerfulness 
was always at the farther extremity of some long vista through the forest 
The sportive sunlight feebly sportive, at best, in the predominant pen- 
siveness of the day and scene withdrew itself as they came nigh, and left 
the spots where it had danced the drearier, because they had hoped to 
And them bright 

Mother,” said little Pearl, “the sunshine does not love you It runs 
mvay and hides itself, because it is afraid of something on your bosom 
A ow see ' There it is, playing, a good way off Stand you here, and let me 
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run and catcli it I am but a child It will not flee from me, for I wear 
nothmg on my bosom 3'et > ” 

“Nor ever will, my child, I hope,” said Hester 

“And "nh}^ not, mother?” asked Pearl, stopping short, just at the be- 
ginning of hei race “Will not it come of its ovii accord, when I am a 
voman grovn?” 

“Run avaj^, child,” answered her mother, “and catch the sunshine! It 
will soon be gone ” 

Pearl set forth, at a great pace, and, as Hester smiled to perceive, did 
actually catch the sunshine, and stood laughing in the midst of it, all 
brightened by its splendor, and scintillating with the vivacity excited by 
rapid motion The light lingered about the lonely child, as if glad of such 
a plajmiate, until her mothei had drawn almost nigh enough to step into 
the magic circle too 

“It will go now,” said Peail, shaking her head 

“See' ” answered Hestei, smiling “Now I can stretch out my hand, and 
grasp some of it ” 

As she attempted to do so, the sunshine vanished, or, to judge fiom 
the bright expression that was dancing on Pearl’s teatures, her mother 
could have fancied that the child had absorbed it into herself, and would 
give it foith again, with a gleam about her path, as they should plunge 
into some gloomier shade There was no other attiibute that so much im- 
pressed her with a sense of new and untransmitted vigor m Pearl’s na- 
ture, as this never-failmg vivacity of spirits, she had not the disease of 
sadness, which almost all children, in these latter days, inherit, with the 
scrofula, from the troubles of their ancestors Perhaps this too was a dis- 
ease, and but the reflex of the wild energy with which Hester had fought 
against her sorrows before Pearl’s birth It was certainly a doubtful 
charm, imparting a hard, metallic lustre to the child’s chaiacter She 
wanted what some people want throughout life a grief that should 
deeply touch her, and thus humanize and make her capable of sympathy 
But there was time enough yet for little Pearl 

“Come, my child ' ” said Hester, looking about her from the spot where 
Pearl had stood still m the sunshine “We will sit down a little way within 
the wood, and rest ourselves ” 

“I am not aweary, mother,” replied the little girl “But you may sit 
down, if you will tell me a story meanwhile ” 

“A story, child ' ” said Hester “And about what?” 

“Oh, a story about the Black Man,” answered Pearl, taking hold of her 
mother’s gown, and looking up, half earnestly, half mischievously, into 
her face “How he haunts this forest, and carries a book with him, a big, 
heavy book, with iron clasps, and how this ugly Black Man offeis his 
book and an iron pen to everybody that meets him here among the tiees, 
and they are to write their names with their own blood And then he sets 
his mark on their bosoms' Didst thou ever meet the Black Man, 
mother?” 
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“And who told you this story, PearP” asked her mother, recognizing a 
common superstition of the period 

“It was the old dame in the chimney-corner, at the house where you 
watched last night,” said the child “But she fancied me asleep while she 
was talking of it She said that a thousand and a thousand people had met 
him here, and had written m his book, and have his mark on them And 
that ugly-tempeied lady, old jSIistress Ilibbins, v\as one And, mother, 
the old dame said that this scarlet lettei was the Black Ilian’s mark on 
thee, and that it glows like a red flame when thou mcclcst him at mid- 
night, here in the dark wood Is it true, mother? And dost thou go to meet 
him in the night-time?” 

“Didst thou ever aw'ake, and find thy mother gone?” asked Hester 
“Not that I remember,” said die child “If thou fcarest to leave me in 
our cottage, thou mightcst take me along w ith thee I w ould very gladly 
go! But motlier, tell me now’' Is there such a Black JMan? And didst tliou 
ever meet him? And is this his mark?” 

“Wilt thou let me be at peace, if I once tell thec^” asked her mother. 
“Yes, if thou tellest me all,” answ'ered Pearl 

“Once in my life I met tlie Black Man ' ” said her mother “This scarlet 
letter is his mark!” 

Thus conversing, they entered sufficiently deep into the wood to secure 
themselves from the observation of any casual passenger along the forest 
track Here they sat dow’n on a luMiriant heap of moss, which, at some 
epoch of the preceding century, had been a gigantic pine, with its roots 
and trunk in the darksome shade, and its head aloft in the upper atmos- 
phere It was a little dell where they had seated themselves, with a leaf- 
strewn bank rising gently on either side, and a brook flow ing through the 
midst, over a bed of fallen and drowned leaves The trees impending over 
it had flung dowm great branches, from time to time, which choked up 
the current and compelled it to form eddies and black depths at some 
points, while, in its swifter and livelier passages, there appeared a chan- 
nelway of pebbles, and browm sparkling sand Letting the eyes follow 
along the course of the stream, they could catch the reflected light from 
its water, at some short distance within the forest, but soon lost all traces 
of it amid the bewilderment of tree-trunks and underbrush, and here and 
there a huge rock covered over with gray lichens All these giant trees and 
bowlders of granite seemed intent on making a mystery of tlie course of 
this small brook, fearing, perhaps, that, with its never-ceasing loquacity, 
it should whisper tales out of the heart of the old forest whence it flow’ed, 
or mirror its revelations on the smooth surface of a pool Continually, in- 
deed, as it stole onward, the streamlet kept up a babble, kind, quiet, 
soothing, but melancholy, like the voice of a young child that was spend- 
ing its infancy without playfulness, and knew not how to be merry among 
sad acquaintance and events of sombre hue 

O brook' O foolish and tiresome little brook'” cried Pearl, after lis- 
tening awhile to its talk “YTiy art thou so sad? Pluck up a spirit, and do 
not be all the time sighing and murmuring' ” 
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But the brook, m the couise of its little lifetime among the forest-trees, 
had gone through so solemn an experience that it could not help talking 
about it, and seemed to have nothing else to say Pearl resembled the 
brook, inasmuch as tlie current of her life gushed from a well-spring as 
mysterious, and had flowed through scenes shadowed as heavily with 
gloom But, unlike the little stream, she danced and sparkled, and prat- 
tled airily along her course 

“\Vliat does this sad little brook say, mother?” inquiied she 

“If thou hadst a sorrow^ of thine owm, the brook might tell thee of it,” 
answ'ered her mother, “even as it is telling me of mine' But now, Pearl, I 
hear a footstep along the path, and the noise of one putting aside the 
branches I would have thee betake thyself to play, and leave me to speak 
wuth him that comes yonder ” 

“Is it the Black Man?” asked Pearl. 

“Wilt thou go and play, child?” repeated her mother “But do not 
stray far into the w^ood And take heed that thou come at my first call ” 

“Yes, motliei ,” answ^ered Pearl “But if it be the Black Man, wilt thou 
not let me stay a moment, and look at him, with his big book under his 
arm^” 

“Go, silly child'” said her mother, impatiently “It is no Black Man' 
Thou canst see him now, through the trees It is the minister' ” 

“And so it is' ” said the child “And, mother, he has his hand over his 
heart' Is it because, when the minister ivrote his name m the book, the 
Black Man set his mark m that placed But why does he not wear it out- 
side his bosom, as thou dost, mother?” 

“Go now, child, and thou shalt tease me as thou wilt anothei time,” 
cried Hester Prynne “But do not stray far Keep w^here thou canst heai 
the babble of the brook ” 

The child went singing away, following up the current of the brook, 
and stiiving to mingle a more lightsome cadence with its melancholy 
voice But the little stream would not be comforted, and still kept telling 
its unintelligible secret of some very mournful mystery- that had hap- 
pened or making a prophetic lamentation about something that was yet 
to happen within the verge of the dismal forest So Pearl, who had 
enough of shadow m her own little life, chose to break off all acquaintance 
with this repining brook She set herself, therefore, to gathering violets 
and wood-anemones, and some scarlet columbines that she found grow- 
ing m the crevices of a high rock 

When her elf-child had departed, Hester Prynne made a step or two 
towards the track that led through the forest, but still remained under the 
deep shadow of the trees She beheld the minister advancing along the 
path, entirely alone, and leaning on a staff which he had cut by the way- 
side He looked haggard and feeble, and betrayed a nerveless despond- 
ency in his air, which had never so remarkably characterized him in his 
- walks about the settlement, nor m any other situation where he deemed 
himself liable to notice Here it was wofully visible, m the intense seclu- 
sion of the forest, which, of itself, would have been a heavy trial to the 
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spirits There was a lisllessncss in his gait. «!S if he •'.lu no re.Lson for tak- 
ing one step faithcr, nor felt an}'' desire to do *>0. iiiit uoiild ha\e been 
glad, could he be glad of an} Hung, to fling hiniHh fhmn at the root of 
the nearest tree, and he there pasci\e. foi cvcrnifiro 'I he leaves might be- 
strew him, and the soil giadiially acciimiil.ite and form a little hillexk 
over his flame, no matter whether there were life in it or no nc.ilh vn‘' 
too definite an object to be w ished for 01 oide d 

To Hester’s eye, the Rcveiend Mi nimnu'^dah eshibtlcd no vyinjilom 
of positive and vnacioiis ‘buffeting. e\tepi that, .'s little I’earl had re- 
marked, he kept his hand ovei his he.irt 


xvii 

Tnr Pasiok am) fits Pahishiom r 

Slow'ly as the minister walked, he had alnnsi gone b}. before Hester 
Prynne could gather Aoice enough to attract his ob^-ervation \t length, 
she succeeded 

“Arthur Dimmesdale’” she said, faintly at firit, then louder, but 
hoarsely “Arthur Dimmesdale' 

“Who speaks^” answered the minister 

Gathering himself quickly up. he stood more erect, like a man taken by 
surprise in a mood to which he was reluctant to ha\c witnesses Throwing 
his eyes anxiously in the diiection of the voice, he indistinctly beheld a 
form under the trees, clad in garments so sombre, and so little rclic\cd 
from the gray twilight into which the clouded sky and the hca\y foliage 
had darkened the noontide, that he knew' not whether it were a woman or 
a shadow It may be, that his pathw'ay through life was haunted thus, by 
a spectre that had stolen out from among his thoughts 
He made a step nigher, and discovered the scarlet letter 
“Hestei ’ Hester Prynne' ” said he “Is it thou^ Art thou m life?” 

“Even so'” she answ'ered “In such life as has bee^n mine these seven 
years past' And thou, Arthui Dimmesdale, dost thou yet live?” 

It was no wonder that they thus questioned one another’s actual and 
bodily existence, and even doubted of their owm So stiangely did tliey 
meet, in the dim wood, that it was like the first encounter, m the world 
beyond the grave, of twm spirits w'ho had been intimately connected m 
their former life, but now stood coldly shuddering, in mutual dread, as 
not yet familiar with their state, nor wonted to the companionship of dis- 
^bodied beings Each a ghost, and awe-stricken at the other ghost' 
h^ were awe-stricken likewise at themselves, because the crisis flung 
back to them their consciousness, and revealed to each heart its history 
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and experience, as life never does, except at such breathless epochs. The 
soul beheld its features in the nurror of the passing moment It was with 
fear, and tiemulously, and, as it were, by a slow, reluctant necessitj^, that 
Arthur Diramesdale put foith his hand, chill as death, and touched the 
chill hand of Hester Prynne The giasp, cold as it was, took away what 
was dieanest m the interview They now felt themselves, at least, inhab- 
itants of the same sphere 

Without a V ord more spoken, neithei he nor she assuming the guid- 
ance, but ^Mth an unexpressed consent, they glided back into the 
shadow of the oods, whence Hestei had emerged, and sat down on the 
heap of moss where she and Pearl had befoie been sitting \'\Tien they 
found voice to speak, it was, at first, only to uttei remarks and inquiries 
such as any U^o acquaintance might have made, about the gloomy sky, 
the threatening storm, and, next, the healtli of each Thus they went on- 
ward, not boldly, but step by step, into the themes tliat were brooding 
deepest in their hearts So long estranged by fate and circumstances, they 
needed something slight and casual to run before, and throw open the 
doors of intercourse, so that their real thoughts might be led across the 
threshold 

After a while, the minister fixed his eyes on Hester Prynne’s 
“Hester,” said he, “hast thou found peace?” 

She smiled drearily, looking doT^m upon her bosom 
“Hast thou^” she asked 

“Nonet nothing but despair'” he answered ‘WTiat else could I look 
for, being what I am, and leading such a life as mine? Were I an atheist, 
a man devoid of conscience, a wretch with coarse and brutal instincts, 
I might have found peace, long ere now Nay, I never should have lost 
it' But, as matters stand with my soul, whatever of good capacity there 
originally was in me, all of God’s gifts that were the choicest have become 
the ministers of spiritual torment Hester, I am most miserable'” 

“The people reverence thee,” said Hester “And surely thou workest 
good among them ' Doth this bring thee no comfort?” 

“More misery, Hester' only the more misery' ” answered the clergy- 
man, with a bitter smile “As concerns the good which I may appear to 
do, I have no faith m it It must needs be a delusion ■V\niat can a mined 
soul, lilce mine, effect towards the redemption of other souls? or a pol- 
luted soul towards their purification? And as for the people’s reverence, 
would that it were turned to scorn and hatred ' Canst thou deem it, Hes- 
ter, a consolation, that I must stand up in my pulpit, and meet so many 
eyes turned upward to my face, as if the light of heaven were beaming 
from it' must see my flock hungry for the truth, and listening to my 
woids as if a tongue of Pentecost were speaking' and then look inwaid, 
and discern the black reality of what they idolize? I have laughed, in bit- 
terness and agony of heart, at the contrast between what I seem and what 
I am ' And Satan laughs at it' ” 

“You wrong yourself in this,” said Hester, gently “You have deeply 
and sorely repented Your sin is left behind you, in the days long past 
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STour present life is not less holy, m very truth, than it seems m people’s 
eyes Is there no reality in the penitence thus sealed and witnessed by 
good works? And wherefore should it not bring you peace?” 

“No, Hester, no' ” replied the clergyman “There is no substance in it' 
It is cold and dead, and can do nothing for me' Of penance, I have had 
enough' Of penitence, there has been none' Else, I should long ago have 
thrown off these garments of mock holiness, and have shown myself to 
mankind as they will see me at the judgment-seat Happy are you, Hes- 
ter, that wear the scarlet letter openly upon your bosom' Mine burns in 
secret' Thou little knowest what a relief it is, after the torment of a seven 
years’ cheat, to look into an eye that recognizes me for what I am ' Had I 
one friend or were it my worst enemy' to whom, when sickened with 
the praises of all other men, I could daily betake myself, and be known as 
the vilest of all sinners, methmks my soul might keep itself alive thereby 
Even thus much of truth would save me! But, now, it is all falsehood' 
all emptiness ' all death ' ” 

Hester Prynne looked into his face, but hesitated to speak Yet, utter- 
ing his long-1 estramed emotions so vehemently as he did, his words here 
offered her the very point of circumstances in which to interpose what she 
came to say She conquered her fears, and spoke 

“Such a friend as thou hast even now wished for,” said she, “with 
whom to weep over thy sm, thou hast injne, the partner of it'” Again 
she hesitated, but brought out the words with an effort “Thou hast long 
had such an enemy, and dwellest with him, under the same roof” 

The minister started to his feet, gasping for breath, and clutching at 
his heart, as if he would have torn it out of his bosom 

“Ha' What sayest thou!” cried he “An enemy' And under mine own 
roof What mean you?” 

Hester Prynne was now fully sensible of the deep injury for which she 
was responsible to this unhappy man, m peimittmg him to he for so many 
years, or, indeed, for a single moment, at the mercy of one whose purposes 
could not be other than malevolent The very contiguity of his enemy, be- 
neath whatever mask the latter might conceal himself, was enough to 
disturb the magnetic sphere of a being so sensitive as Arthur Dimmesdale 
There had been a period when Hester was less alive to tins consideration , 
or, perhaps, in the misanthropy of her own trouble, she left the mmistei 
to bear what she might picture to herself as a more tolerable doom But of 
late, since the night of his vigil, all her sympathies towards him had been 
both softened and invigorated She now read his heart more accurately 
She doubted not, that the continual presence of Roger Chillmgworth, - 
he secret poison of his malignity, infecting all the air about him, and 
his authorized interference, as a physician, with the minister’s physical 
and spiritual infirmities, that these bad opportunities had been turned 
0 a cruel purpose By means of them, the sufferei’s conscience had been 
'ept in an irritated state, the tendency of which was, not to cure by 
wiolesome pain, but to disorganize and corrupt his spiritual being Its 
esu t, on earth, could hardly fail to be insanity, and hereafter, that eter- 
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nal alienation from the Good arid True, of which madness is perhaps the 
earthly type. 

Such was tlie ruin to which she had brought the man, once, nay, why 
should we not speak it? still so passionately loved' Hester felt that the 
sacrifice of the clergyman’s good name, and death itself, as she had al- 
read}'’ told Roger Chillingworth, w'ould have been infinitely preferable to 
the alternative w^hich she had talcen upon herself to choose And now, 
rather than have had this grievous wrong to confess, she would gladly 
have lam dowm on the forest-leaves, and died, there, at Arthur Dimmes- 
dale’s feet 

"0 Arthur,” cried she, “forgive me' In all things else, I have striven to 
be true! Truth was the one virtue w'liich I might have held fast, and did 
hold fast, through all extremity, save when thy good, thy life, thy 
fame, were put in question ' Then I consented to a deception But a he is 
never good, even though death threaten on the other side ' Dost thou not 
see what I would saj'P That old man' the physician' he whom they 
call Roger Chilhngw'orth ' he was my husband ' ” 

The minister looked at her for an instant, with all that violence of pas- 
sion, which intermixed, m more shapes than one, with his higher, purer, 

' softer qualities was, m fact, the portion of him which the Devil claimed, 
and through which he sought to win the rest Never was there a blacker or 
a fiercer frown than Hester now encountered For the brief space that it 
lasted, it was a dark transfiguration But his character had been so much 
enfeebled by suffering, that even its lower energies were incapable of 
more than a temporary struggle He sank down on the ground, and buried 
his face m his hands 

“I might have known it,” murmured he “I did know it' Was not the 
secret told me, m the natural recoil of my heart, at the first sight of him, 
and as often as I have seen him since? Why did I not understand? O 
Hester Pr3mne, thou little, little knowest all the horror of this thing' And 
the shame' the indelicacy' the horrible ugliness of this exposure of a 
sick and guilty heart to the very eye that would gloat over it' Woman 
woman, thou art accountable for this' I cannot forgive thee'” 

“Thou shalt forgive me'” cried Hester, flinging herself on the fallen 
leaves beside him “Let God punish' Thou shalt forgive'” 

With sudden and desperate tenderness, she threw her arms around him, 
and pressed his head against her bosom, little caring though his cheek 
rested on the scarlet letter He would have released himself, but strove m 
vain to do so Hester would not set him free, lest he should look her 
sternly m the face All the world had frowned on her, for seven long 
years had it frowned upon this lonely woman, and still she bore it all, 
nor ever once turned away her firm, sad eyes Heaven, likewise, had 
frowned upon her, and she had not died But the frown of this pale, weak, 
sinful, and sorrow-stricken man was what Hester could not bear and live ' 
“Wilt thou yet forgive me'” she repeated, over and over again “Wilt 
thou not frown? Wilt thou forgive?” 

“I do forgive you, Hester,” replied the minister, at length, with a deep 
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Utterance, out of an abyss of sadness, but no anger “1 freely forgive you 
now May God forgive us both > We are not, Hester, the worst sinners in 
the world There is one worse 'than even the polluted priest' That old 
man’s revenge has been blacker than my sm He has violated, in cold 
blood, the sanctity of a human heart Thou and I, Hester, nevei did so ' ” 

‘^Nevei, never'” whispered she “\Wiat we did had a consecration of 
its own We felt it so' We said so to each otherl Hast thou forgotten if?” 

‘‘Hush, Hester'” said Arthur Dimmesdale, rising from the ground 
“No , I have not forgotten ' ” 

They sat down again, side by side, and hand clasped in hand, on the 
mossy trunk of the fallen tree Life had never brought them a gloomier 
hour, it was the point whither their pathway had so long been tending, 
and darkening evei, as it stole along, and yet it enclosed a charm that 
made them linger upon it, and claim another, and another, and, after all, 
another moment The forest was obscure around them, and creaked with 
a blast that was passing through it The boughs were tossing heavily 
above their heads , while one solemn old tree groaned dolefully to another, 
as if telling the sad story of the pair that sat beneatli, or constrained to 
forebode evil to come 

And yet they lingered How dreary looked the forest-track that led 
backward to the settlement, where Hestei Prynne must take up again the 
burden of her ignominy, and the minister the hollow mockery of his good 
name' So they lingered an instant longer No golden light had ever been 
so precious as the gloom of this daik forest Here, seen only by his eyes, 
the scarlet letter need not burn into the bosom of the fallen woman' Here, 
seen only by her eyes, Arthur Dimmesdale, false to God and man, might 
be, for one moment, true' 

He started at a thought that suddenly occurred to him 

“Hester,” cried he, “here is a new horror' Roger Chilhngworth knows 
your purpose to reveal his true character Will he continue, then, to keep 
our secret? What will now be the course of his revenge?” 

“There is a strange seciecy in his nature,” replied Hester, thought- 
fully , “and it has grown upon him by the hidden practices of his revenge 
I deem it not likely that he will betray the secret He will doubtless seek 
other means of satiating his dark passion ” 

“And I' how am I to live longer, bieathing the same air with this 
deadly enemy?” exclaimed Arthur Dimmesdale, shrinking within himself, 
and pressing his hand nervously against his heart, a gesture that had 
grown involuntary with him “Think for me, Hester! Thou ait strong 
Resolve for me' ” 


Thou must dwell no longer with this man,” said Hester, slowly and 
nrmly ^Thy heart must be no longer under his evil eye ' ” 

It were far worse than death'” replied the minister “But how to 
^oid It? What choice remains to me? Shall I lie down again on these 
nered leaves, where I cast myself when thou didst tell me what he 
was Must I sink down there, and die at once?” 

as, what a ruin has befallen thee' ” said Hester, with the tears gush- 
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mg into her eyes “Wilt thou die for veiy weakness? There is no other 
cause ' ” 

“The judgment of God is on me,” answered the conscience-stricken 
priest “It IS too mighty for me to struggle wuth ' ” 

“Heaven vould show mercy,” rejoined Hester, “hadst thou but the 
strength to take advantage of it ” 

“Be thou stiong for me' ” answered he “Advise me what to do ” 

“Is the vorld, then, so narrow?” exclaimed Hester Prynne, fixing her 
deep ej^es on the minister’s, and instinctively exercising a magnetic power 
over a spirit so shattered and subdued that it could hardly hold itself 
erect “Doth the universe he within the compass of yonder town, which 
onlj'- a little time ago was but a leaf-strewn desert, as lonely as this 
around us? ^^Tiither leads yonder forest-track Backward to the settle- 
ment, thou sayest' Yes, but onward, too Deeper it goes, and deepei, into 
the wilderness, less plainly to be seen at every step, until, some few miles 
hence, the yellow leaves will show no vestige of the white man’s tread 
There thou ait free' So brief a journey would bring thee from a world 
where thou hast been most wretched, to one where thou mayest still be 
happy' Is there not shade enough in all this boundless forest to hide thy 
heart from the gaze of Roger Chilhngworth?” 

“Yes, Hester, but only under the fallen leaves'” replied the mimstei, 
with a sad smile 

“Then there is the broad pathway of the sea'” continued Hestei “It 
brought thee hither If thou so choose, it will bear thee back again In 
our native land, whether in some remote rural village or m vast London, 
or, surely, m Germany, in France, in pleasant Italy, thou wouldst be 
beyond his power and knowledge' And w^hat hast thou to do with all these 
iron men, and their opinions? They have kept thy better part in bondage 
too long already' ” 

“It cannot be'” answered the minister, listening as if he were called 
upon to realize a dream “I am powerless to go' Wretched and sinful as 
I am, I have had no other thought than to drag on my earthly existence in 
the sphere where Providence hath placed me Lost as my own soul is, I 
would still do what I may for other human souls ' I dare not quit my post, 
though an unfaithful sentinel, whose sure reward is death and dishonor, 
when his dreaiy watch shall come to an end ' ” 

“Thou art crushed under this seven years’ weight of misery,” replied 
Hester, fervently resolved to buoy him up with her own energy “But 
thou shalt leave it all behind thee' It shall not cumber thy steps, as thou 
treadest along the forest-path , neither shalt thou freight the ship with it, 
if thou prefer to cross the sea Leave this wreck and rum here where it 
hath happened Meddle no more with it' Begin all anew' Hast thou 
exhausted possibility in the failure of this one trial? Not so' The future 
IS yet full of trial and success There is happiness to be enjoyed' There 
IS good to be done' Exchange this false life of thine for a true one Be, if 
thy spirit summon thee to such a mission, the teacher and apostle of the 
red men Or, as is more thy nature, be a scholar and a sage among 
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the wisest and most renowned of the cultivated world Preach' Write' 
Act' Do anything, save to lie down and die' Give up this name of 
Arthur Dimmesdale, and mahe thyself another, and a high one, such as 
thou canst wear without fear or shame Why shouldst thou tarry so much 
as one other day in the torments that have so gnawed into thy life' 
that have made thee feeble to will and to do ' that will leave thee power- 
less even to repent' Up, and away' ” 

“O Hester'’’ cried Arthur Dimmesdale, in whose eyes a fitful light, 
kindled by her enthusiasm, flashed up and died away, “thou tellest of 
running a race to a man whose knees are tottering beneath him' I must 
die here' There is not the strength or courage left me to venture into the 
wide, strange, difficult world, alone ' ” 

It was the last expression of the despondency of a broken spirit He 
lacked eneigy to grasp the better fortune that seemed within his reach 
He repeated the word 
“Alone, Hester'” 

“Thou shalt not go alone' ” answered she, m a deep whisper 
Then, al] was spoken' 


XVlll 

A Flood of Sunshine 

Arthur Dimmesdale gazed into Hester’s face with a look m which hope 
and joy shone out, indeed, but with fear betwixt them, and a kind of hor- 
ror at hei boldness, who had spoken what he vaguely hinted at but dared 
not speak 

But Hester Prynne, with a mind of native courage and activity, and 
for so long a period not merely estranged, but outlawed, from society, had 
habituated herself to such latitude of speculation as was altogether for- 
eign to the clergyman She had wandered, without rule or guidance, m a 
moral wilderness, as vast, as intricate and shadowy, as the untamed for- 
est, amid the gloom of which they were now holding a colloquy ^that was 
to decide their fate Her intellect and heart had their home, as it were, m 
esert places, where she roamed as freely as the wild Indian m his woods 
or years past she had looked from this estranged point of view at human 
institutions, and whatever priests or legislators had established, criticis- 
mg all v,nth hardly more reverence than the Indian would feel for the 
judicial robe, the pillory, the gallows, the fireside, or the 
rpv ^ tendency of her fate and fortunes had been to set her free 
nni 1 passport into regions where other women dared 

a ^name. Despair, Solitude' These had been her teachers, stem 
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pnd wild onc 5 .- and they liar! made her ‘>lr<)ng. but tnunht her much 
anus*:. 

1 he minister, on the «uher hand, had nuer louc ihrcuieh an experience 
calculated to kad him lusond the •'tope of generally receued lav*:, al- 
thounh. in a ‘•incle lu'^lance he had 50 leariulK tran^urosed one of the 
mo'l <icred of them But th!‘v had been a <^in of pp‘'‘'ion, not of principle, 
nor e\cn purivi-e. .''ince that v.ietched epoch, he had walcned. with mor- 
bid a. il .and nunutenei^=^ not hi‘i.irt<- -uir tho'-e It v.a*^ ea^\ toairatmo, - 
but each breath of t motion and hi^.iMiv tlunmht. M the head of the so- 
cial ‘iy.stcm. a'i the clere\autn of th.'t da\ *:lood, he was only the more 
trammelled b\ its rci:ulation<=. ita j*r.nc!ple‘- and e\cn its piejudices As 
a pric?l. the inTmcwork 01 hi*' order ine\ itably hemmed him in \s a man 
who had once sinned, but who 1 opt hi*' coii'^cience all ah\e and painfully 
sensitive by the irctiima of an unhealed wound, he mi^ht ha\c been *:up- 
po'^cd safer within the line of xirtiu than if he had never sinned at all 

Thu*:, wc ‘^eem to sec that, a*: ree.iided IIe‘'tcr Pivnne, the whole seven 
vears of outlaw and mnominy had been little other than a preparation for 
this verv" hour. But \rlhur Dimmc‘-dalc’ W ere ‘'Uch a man once more to 
fall, what pica could be iirced in extenuation of his crime’ None, unless 
It avail him somewhat, that he w.i*. broken down by lont; and cxc|uisitc 
suffering, that his mind was darkened and confu'^cd by the very remorse 
which harrowed it, that between flecinc; as an .ivowcd criminal, and re- 
maining as a hvpocrite. conscience might find it liard to strike the bal- 
ance that it was human to avoid the peril of death and infamy, and the 
inscrutable machinations of an enemy, that, finally, to this poor pilgrim, 
on In'; dreary and desert path, faint, sick, miseiablc, there appeared a 
glimpse of human affection and <:ympathy, a new life, .ind a true one, in 
exchange for the heavy doom which he was now expiating. And be the 
stein and sad truth spoken, that the bieach which guilt has once made 
into the human soul is nev^cr, in this mortal state, repaired It may be 
watched and guaided. so that the cnem}'' shall not force his wa}' again 
into the citadel, and might even, 111 his subsequent assaults, select some 
other av'cnue, in preference to that where he liad formerly succeeded But 
there is still the ruined wall, and, neai it, the stealthy tread of the foe that 
would w in ov^er again his unforgotten triumph 

The struggle, if it were one, need not be described Let it suffice, that 
the clergyman lesolved to flee, and not alone 

‘Tf, m all these past seven years,” thought he, ‘T could recall one in- 
stant of peace or hope, I w'ould yet endure for the sake of that earnest of 
Heaven’s mercy But now, since I am 11 revocably doomed, wherefore 
should I not snatch the solace allowed to the condemned culprit before his 
execution? Or, if this be the path to a better life, as Hester would per- 
suade me, I surely give up no fairer prospect by pui suing iti Neither can 
I any longer live without her companionship, so powerful is she to sus- 
tain, so tender to soothe 1 O Thou to whom I dare not lift mine eyes wilt 
Thou yet pardon me ' ” 

“Thou wilt go > ” said Hester, calmly, as he met her glance 
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The decision once made, a glow of strange enjoyment threw its flicker- 
ing brightness over the tiouble of his bieast It was the exhilarating ef- 
fect upon a prisoner just escaped fiom the dungeon of his own heart 
of breathing the wild, fiee atmosphere of an unredeemed, unchristiani7ed, 
lawless legion His spirit rose, as it w'eie, with a bound, and attained a 
nearer prospect of the sky, than throughout all the miseiy winch had kept 
him giovellmg on the earth Of a deeply religious temperament, there was 
inevitably a tinge of the devotional m his mood 
. ‘‘Do I feel joy again?” cued he, wondering at himself. “Methought the 
I germ of it was dead m me' 0 Hester, thou art my better angel' I seem to 
ihave flung myself sick, sm-stamed, and soriow-blackened down upon 
these foiest-leaves, and to have risen up all made anew', and wuth new 
poweis to glorify Him that hath been merciful ' This is already the better 
life' Why did we not find it sooner?” 

“Let us not look back,” answ'ered Hester Prynne “The past is gone' 
Wherefore should we linger upon it now’? See' With this symbol, I undo 
it all, and make it as it had never been ' ” 

So spealdng, she undid the clasp that fastened the scarlet letter, and, 
talcing it from her bosom, threw’ it to a distance among the withered 
leaves The mystic token alighted on the hither verge of tlie stream With 
a hand’s-breadth farther flight it "would have fallen into the w ater, and 
have given the little biook another woe to carry onw'ard, besides the un- 
intelligible tale which it still kept murmuimg about But there lay the 
embroidered letter, glittering like a lost jew’el, w’hich some ill-fated wan- 
derer might pick up, and thenceforth be haunted by strange phantoms of 
guilt, sinkings of the heart, and unaccountable misfortune 

The stigma gone, Hester heaved a long, deep sigh, in w’hich the burden 
of shame and anguish departed from her spirit Oh exquisite relief She 
had not known the weight, until she felt the freedom' By another im 
pulse, she took off the formal cap that confined her haii , and dow’n it fell 
upon her shoulders, daik and rich, with at once a shadow’ and a light in 
its abundance, and impaitmg the charm of softness to her features There 
played around her mouth, and beamed out of her eyes, a radiant and 
tendei smile, that seemed gushing from the veiy heart of w’omanhood A 
crimson flush was glowing on her cheek, that had been long so pale Her 
sex, her youth, and the whole richness of her beauty, came back fiom 
what men call the irrevocable past, and clustered themselves, with her 
maiden hope, and a happiness before unknow’n, w’lthin the magic circle of 

gloom of the earth and sky had been but the 
effluence of these two mortal heaits, it vanished with their sorrow’ All at 
once, as with a sudden smile of heaven, forth burst the sunshine, pouring 
n very flood into the obscure forest, gladdening each green leaf, trans- 
jouting the yellow fallen ones to gold, and gleaming adow’n the gray 
runks of the solemn trees The objects that had made a shadow hitherto, 
em odied the brightness now The course of the little brook might be 
race by its merry gleam afar into the wood’s heart of mystery, which 
bad become a mystery of joy 
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Such was the sympathy of Nature that wild, heathen Nature of the 
forest, never subjugated by human law, nor illumined by higher truth 
with the bliss of these two spirits ' Love, whether newly born, or aroused 
from a death-like slumber, must always cieate a sunshine, filling the heart 
so full of radiance, that it overflows upon the outward world Had the 
forest still kept its gloom, it would have been bright m Hester’s eyes, and 
bright in Arthur Dimmesdale’s’ 

Hester looked at him with the thrill of another joy 
“Thou must know Pearl'” said she “Our little Pearl' Thou hast seen 
hei, yes, I know it' but thou wilt see her now with other eyes She is 
a strange child ' I hardly comprehend her ' But thou wilt love her dearly, 
as I do, and wilt advise me hov/ to deal with her ” 

“Dost thou think the child will be glad to know me?” asked the min- 
ister, somewhat uneasily “I have long shrunk from children, because they 
often show a distrust, a backwardness to be familiar with me I have 
even been afraid of little Pearl ' ” 

“Ah, that was sad ' ” answered the mother “But she will love thee dear- 
ly, and thou her She is not far off I will call her ' Pearl ' Pearl ' ” 

“I see the child,” observed the minister “Yonder she is, standing in a 
streak of sunshine, a good way off, on the other side of the brook So thou 
thinkest the child will love me?” 

Hester smiled, and again called to Pearl, who was visible, at some dis- 
tance, as the minister had described her, like a biight-apparelled vision, 
in a sunbeam, which fell down upon her through an arch of boughs The 
ray quivered to and fro, making her figuie dim or distinct, now like a 
real child, now like a child’s spirit, as the splendor went and came again 
She heard her mother’s voice, and approached slowly through the foiest 
Pearl had not found the hour pass wearisomely, while her mother sat 
talking with the clergyman The great black forest stern as it showed it- 
self to those who brought the guilt and tioubles of the world into its 
bosom became the playmate of the lonely miant, as well as it knew how 
Sombre as it was, it put on the kindest of its moods to welcome her It 
offered her the partridge-berries, the growth of the preceding autumn, but 
ripening only in the spring, and now red as drops of blood upon the with- 
ered leaves These Pearl gathered, and was pleased with their wild flavor 
The small denizens of the wilderness hardly took pains to move out of her 
path A partridge, indeed, with a brood of ten behind her, ran forward 
threateningly, but soon repented of her fierceness, and clucked to her 
young ones not to be afraid A pigeon, alone on a low branch, allowed 
Pearl to come beneath, and uttered a sound as much of greeting as alarm 
A squirrel, from the lofty depths of his domestic tree, chattered either m 
anger or merriment, for a squirrel is such a choleiic and humorous little 
personage, that it is hard to distinguish between his moods, so he chat- 
tered at the child, and flung down a nut upon her head It was a last year’s 
nut, and already gnawed by his sharp tooth A fox, startled from his sleep 
by her light footstep on the leaves, looked inquisitively at Pearl, as doubt- 
ing whether it were better to steal ofl, or renew his nap on the same spot 
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A wolf, It IS said, but here the tale has surely lapsed into the improb- 
able, came up, and smelt of Pearl’s robe, and offered his savage head to 
be patted by her hand The truth seems to be, however, that the mother- 
forest, and these wild things which it nourished, all recognized a kindred 
wildness in the human child 

And she was gentler here than in the grassy-margmed streets of the set- 
tlement, or in her mother’s cottage. The flowers appeared to know it, and ' 
one and another whispered as she passed, “Adorn thyself with me, thou 
beautiful child, adorn thyself with me'” and, to please them, Pearl 
gathered the violets, and anemones, and columbines, and some twigs of 
the freshest green, which the old trees held down before her eyes With 
these she decorated her hair, and her young waist, and became a nymph- 
child, or an infant dryad, or whatever else was in closest sympathy with 
the antique wood In such guise had Pearl adorned herself, w'hen she 
heard her mother’s voice, and came slowly back 

Slowly, for she saw the clergyman 


xrx 

The Child at the Brook-side 

“Thou wilt love her dearly,” repeated Hester Prynne, as she and the 
mmister sat watching little Pearl “Dost thou not think her beautiful? 
And see with what natural skill she has made those simple flowers adorn 
her' Had she gathered pearls, and diamonds, and rubies, in the wood, 
they could not have become her better She is a splendid child' But I 
know whose brow she has ' ” 

“Dost thou know, Hester,” said Arthur Dimmesdale, wnth an unquiet 
smile, “that this dear child, tripping about alw^ays at thy side, hath caused 
me many an alarm? Methought O Hester, what a thought is that, and 
how terrible to dread it' that my own features w'ere partly repeated in 
her face, and so strikingly that the world might see them' But she is 
mostly thine' ” 

, Not mostly!” answered the mother, with a tender smile “A 

ittle longer, and thou needest not to be afraid to trace whose child she is 
u how strangely beautiful she looks, with those wild-flow^ers in her 

fairies, whom we left in our dear old England, 
nad decked her out to meet us ” 

tlinf ^ feeling which neither of them had ever before experienced 

that watched Pearl’s slow advance In her was visible the tie 

„ . been offered to the world, these seven years 

j as he living hieroglyphic, in which was revealed the secret they so 
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darkly sought to hide, all written in this symbol, all plainly manifest, 

had there been a prophet or magician skilled to read the character of 
flame’ And Pearl was the oneness of their being Be the foregone evil 
what it might, how could they doubt that their earthly lives and future 
destinies were conjoined, when they beheld at once the material union, 
and the spiritual idea, m ivhom they met, and were to dwell immortally 
together? Thoughts like these and perhaps other thoughts, which they 
did not acknowledge or define threw an awe about the child as she came 
onward 

“Let her see nothing strange no passion nor eagerness m thy way of 
accosting her,” whispered Hester “Our Pearl is a fitful and fantastic 
little elf, sometimes. Especially she is seldom tolerant of emotion, when 
she does not fully comprehend the why and wherefore But the child hath 
strong affections ’ She loves me, and will love thee ’ ” 

“Thou canst not think,” said the minister, glancing aside at Hester 
Pr5mne, “how my heart dreads this interview, and yearns for it> But, m 
truth, as I already told thee, children are not readily won to be familiar 
with me They will not climb my knee, nor prattle m my ear, nor answer 
to my smile, but stand apart, and eye me strangely Even little babes, 
when I take them m my arms, weep bitterly Yet Pearl, twice m her little 
lifetime, hath been kind to me> The first time, thou knowest it well' 
The last was when thou ledst her with thee to the house of yonder stern 
old Governor ” 

“And thou didst plead so bravely m her behalf and mine'” answered 
the mother “I remember it, and so shall little Pearl Fear nothing' She 
may be strange and shy at first, but will soon learn to love thee ' ” 

By this time Pearl had reached the margin of the brook, and stood on 
the farther side, gazing silently at Hester and the clergyman, who still sat 
together on the mossy tree-trunk, waiting to receive her Just where she 
had paused, the brook chanced to form a pool, so smooth and quiet that 
it reflected a perfect image of her little figure, with all the brilliant pictur- 
esqueness of her beauty, in its adornment of flowers and Wreathed foliage, 
but moie refined and spiritualized than the reality This image, so nearly 
identical with the living Pearl, seemed to communicate somewhat of its 
own shadowy and intangible quality to the child herself It was strange, 
the way m which Pearl stood, looking so steadfastly at them through the 
dim medium of the forest-gloom, herself, meanwhile, all glorified with a 
ray of sunshine that was attracted thitherward as by a certain sympathy 
In the brook beneath stood another child, another and the same, with 
likewise its ray of golden light Hester felt herself, m some indistinct and 
tantalizing manner, estranged from Pearl, as if the child, in her lonely 
ramble through the forest, had strayed out of the sphere in which she and 
her mother dwelt together, and was now vainly seeking to return to it 

There was both truth and error m the impression, the child and mother 
were estranged, but through Hester’s fault, not Pearl’s Since the latter 
rambled from her side, another inmate had been admitted within the 
circle of the mother’s feelings, and so modified the aspect of them all, that 
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Pearl, the leturning wanderer, could not find her wonted place, and hard- 
ly knew where she \vas. 

“I have a strange fancy,” observed the sensitnc minister, “that this 
biook IS the boundary between Uvo w'orlds, and that thou canst never 
meet thy Pearl again Or is she an elfish spirit, who, as the legends of our 
childhood taught us, is forbidden to cioss a running stream'*’ Pray hasten 
her, foi this delay has alieady imparted a trcmoi to my nerves ” 

“Come, deaiest child'” said Hester, encouragingly, and stictching out 
both her arms “How slow thou ai t! "When hast thou licen so sluggish be- 
fore now? Heie is a friend of mine, who must be thy friend alao Thou 
wilt have twnce as much love, henceforward, as thy mother alone could 
give thee' Leap across the brook, and come to us Thou canst leap like a 
young deei ! ” 

Peail, without lesponding in any manner to tliese horif} -sweet expres- 
sions, remained on the otlier side of tlie brook Xow she fixed her bright, 
wild eyes on her mothei, now on the minister, and now included them 
both in the same glance, as if to detect and explain to herself the relation 
which they bore to one another. For some unaccountable reason, as Ar- 
thur Dimmesdale felt the child's C3'es upon him, his hand with that ges- 
ture so habitual as to have become involuntarv' stole over his heart At 
length, assuming a singulat air of authoritv. Pearl stretched out her 
hand, with the small forefinger extended, and pointing evidcntl}’ towards 
her mothei ’s breast And beneath m the mirror of the brook, there was 
tlie flower-giidled and sunny image of little Pearl, pointing her small fore- 
finger too 

“Thou strange child, why dost tliou not come to me?” exclaimed 
Hester 

Pearl still pointed with her forefinger, and a frown gathered on her 
brow, the more impiessive from the childish, the almost baby-likc aspect 
of the features that conveyed it As her mother still kept beckoning to 
her, and arraying her face in a holiday suit of unaccustomed smiles, the 
child stamped her foot wath a j^et more imperious look and gesture In the 
brook, again, was the fantastic beauty of the image, with its reflected 
frown. Its pointed finger, and imperious gesture, giving emphasis to tlie 
aspect of little Pearl 

Hasten, Pearl, or I shall be angry with thee'” cried Hester Pr3mne, 
who, however inured to such behavior on the elf-child’s part at other sea- 
sons, was naturally anxious for a more seemly deportment now “Leap 
brook, naughty child, and run hither' Else I must come to 

thee'” 

Pearl, not a whit startled at her mother’s tlireats any more than 
moUined by her entreaties, now suddenly burst into a fit of passion, 
ges iculating violently and throwing her small figure into the most e\- 
ravagant contortions She accompanied this wuld outbreak with piercing 
woods reverberated on all sides, so that, alone as she 
unreasonable wrath, it seemed as if a hidden mul- 
e were lending her their sympathy and encouragement Seen in the 
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brook, once more, was the shadowy wrath of Pearl’s image, crowned and 
girdled with flowers, but stamping its foot, wildly gesticulating, and, in 
the midst of all, still pointing its small forefinger at Hester’s bosom ' 

‘‘I see what ails the child,” whispered Hester to the clergyman, and 
turning pale m spite of ^ strong effort to conceal her trouble and annoy- 
ance ‘‘Children will not abide any, the slightest, change m the accus- 
tomed aspect of things that are daily before their eyes. Pearl misses some- 
thing which she has always seen me wear i ” 

“I pray you,” answered the minister, “if thou hast any means of pacify- 
ing the child, do it forthwith’ Save it were the cankered wrath of an old 
witch, like Mistress Hibbins,” added he, attempting to smile, “I know 
nothing that I would not sooner encounter than this passion m a child 
In Pearl’s young beauty, as m the wrinkled witch, it has a preternatural 
effect Pacify her, if thou lovest me' ” 

Hester turned again towards Pearl, with a crimson blush upon her 
cheek, a conscious glance aside at the clergyman, and then a heavy sigh , 

' while, even before she had time to speak, the blush yielded to a deadly 
pallor 

“Pearl,” said she, sadly, “look down at thy feet’ There’ before thee’ 
on the hither side of the brook ’ ” 

The child turned her eyes to the point indicated, and there lay the 
scarlet letter, so close upon the margin of the stream, that the gold em- 
broidery was reflected in it 
“Bring it hither’ ” said Hester 
“Come thou and take it up ' ” answered Pearl 

“Was ever such a child’” observed Hester, aside to the minister “Oh, 
I have much to tell thee about her’ But, in very truth, she is right as re- 
gards this hateful token I must bear its torture yet a little longer, only 
a few days longer, until we shall have left this region and look back 
hither as to a land which we have dreamed of The forest cannot hide it ’ 
The mid-ocean shall take it from my hand, and swallow it up forever’ ” 
With these words, she advanced to the margin of the brook, took up 
the scarlet letter, and fastened it again into her bosom Hopefully, but a 
moment ago, as Hester had spoken of drowning it in the deep sea, there 
was a sense of inevitable doom upon her, as she thus received back this 
deadly symbol from the hand of fate She had flung it into infinite space ’ 
she had drawn an hour’s free breath ’ and here again was the scarlet 
misery, glittering on the old spot’ So it ever is, whether thus t3^ified or 
no, that an evil deed mvests itself mth the character of doom Hester next 
gathered up the heavy tresses of her hair, and confined them beneath her 
cap As if there were a withering spell in the sad letter, her beauty, the 
warmth and richness of her womanhood, departed, like fading sunshme, 
and a gray shadow seemed to fall across her 

’l^dien the dreary change was wrought, she extended her hand to Pearl 
“Dost thou know thy mother now, child?” asked she, reproachfully, 
but with a subdued tone “Wilt thou come across the brook, and own thy 
mother, now that she has her shame upon her, now that she is sad?” 
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“Yes, now I will' ” answered the child, bounding across the brook, and 
clasping Hester in her arms “Now thou art my mother indeed ' And I 
am thy little Pearl ' ” 

In a mood of tenderness that was not unusual with her, she drew down 
her mother’s head, and kissed her brow and both her cheeks But then 
by a kind of necessity that always impelled this child to alloy \vhatever 
comfort she might chance to give with a throb of anguish Pearl put up 
her mouth, and kissed the scarlet letter too ' 

“That was not kind' ” said Plester “When thou hast shown me a little 
love, thou mockest me' ” 

“Why doth the minister sit yonder?” asked Pearl 
“He waits to welcome thee,” replied her mother “Come thou, and en- 
treat his blessing' He loves thee, my little Pearl, and loves thy mother 
too Wilt thou not love him? Come' he longs to greet thee! ” 

“Doth he love us?” said Pearl, looking up, with acute intelligence, into 
her mother’s face “Will he go back with us, hand in hand, we three to- 
gether, into the to^vn?” 

“Not now, my dear child,” answered Hester “But in days to come, he 
will walk hand in hand with us We will have a home and fireside of our 
own, and thou shalt sit upon his knee, and he vill teach thee many 
things, and love thee dearly Thou wilt love him , wilt thou not?” 

“And will he always keep his hand over his hearth” inquired Pearl 
“Foolish child, what a question is that' ” exclaimed her mother “Come 
and ask his blessing ' ” 

But, whether influenced by the jealousy that seems instinctive with 
every petted child towards a dangerous rival, or from whatever caprice of 
her freakish nature. Pearl would show no favor to the clergyman It was 
only by an exertion of force that her mother brought her up to him, hang- 
ing back, and manifesting her reluctance by odd grimaces, of which, ever 
since her babyhood, she had possessed a singular variety, and could trans- 
form her mobile physiognomy into a series of different aspects, with a new 
mischief in them, each and all The minister painfully embarrassed, but 
hoping that a kiss might prove a talisman to admit him into the child’s 
kindlier regards bent forward, and impressed one on her brow Here- 
upon, Pearl broke away from her mother, and, running to the brook, 
stooped over it, and bathed her forehead, until the unwelcome kiss w^as 
quite washed off, and diffused through a long lapse of the gliding water 
one then remained apart, silently watching Hester and the clergyman, 
while they talked together, and made such arrangements as were sug- 
gested by their new position, and the purposes soon to be fulfilled 
^^d now this fateful interview had come to a close The dell was to be 
eta solitude among its dark, old trees, which, with their multitudinous 
ongues, would whisper long of what had passed there, and no mortal be 
e wiser And the melancholy brook would add this other tale to the mys- 
which Its little heart was already overburdened, and whereof it 
1 vept up a murmuring babble, with not a whit more cheerfulness of 
tone than for ages heretofore 
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The Minister in a Maze 

As the minister departed, m advance of Hester Prynne and little Pearl, 
he threw a backward glance, half expecting that he should discover only 
some faintly traced features or outline of the mother and the child slowly 
fading into the twilight of the woods So great a vicissitude in his life 
could not at once be received as real But there was Hester, clad m her 
gray robe, still standing beside the tree-trunk, which some blast had over- 
thrown a long antiquity ago, and which time had ever since been covering 
with moss, so tliat these two fated ones, with earth’s heaviest burden on 
them, might there sit down togethei, and find a single hour’s rest and so- 
lace And there was Pearl, too, lightly dancing from the margin of the 
brook, now that the intrusive third person was gone, and taking her 
old place by her mother’s side So the minister had not fallen asleep and 
dreamed' 

In order to free his mind from this indistinctness and duplicit}^ of im- 
pression, which vexed it with a strange disquietude, he recalled and more 
thoroughly defined the plans which Hester and himself had sketched for 
their departuie It had been determined between them that the Old 
World, with its crowds and cities, offered them a more eligible shelter and 
concealment than the wilds of New England, or all America, with its al- 
ternatives of an Indian wigwam, or the few settlements of Europeans, 
scattered thinly along the seaboard Not to speak of the cleigjonan’s 
health, so inadequate to sustain the hardships of a forest life, his native 
gifts, his culture, and his entiie development would secure him a home 
only in the midst of civilization and refinement, the higher the state, the 
more delicately adapted to it the man In fui therance of this choice, it so 
happened that a ship laj^ in the harbor, one of those questionable cruis- 
ers, frequent at that day, which, without being absolutely outlaws of the 
deep, yet roamed over its surface with a remarkable irresponsibility of 
character This vessel had recently ai rived from the Spanish Mam, and, 
within three days’ time, would sail for Bristol Hester Pr5mne whose 
vocation, as a self-enlisted Sister of Charity, had brought her acquainted 
with the captain and crew could take upon herself to secure the passage 
of two individuals and a child, with all the secrecy which circumstances 
lendered more than desirable 

The minister had inquned of Hester, with no little interest, the pre- 
cise time at which the vessel might be expected to depart It would prob- 
ably be on the fourth day from the present “That is most fortunate ' ” he 
had then said to himself Now, why the Reverend Mr Dimmesdale con- 
sideied it so very fortunate, we hesitate to reveal Nevertheless, to hold 
nothing back fiom the reader, it was because, on the third day from the 
present, he was to preach the Election Sermon, and as such an occasion 
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formed an honorable epoch in the life of a New England clergyman, he 
could not have chanced upon a moic suitable mode and time of terminat- 
ing his piofessional caicer ‘^At least, they shall ‘-ay of me," thought this 
exemplary man, “that I leave no public duty unpci formed, nor ill per- 
formed'” Sad, indeed, that an introspection so profound and acute as this 
pool minister’s should be so mi'^ciabh' deceived' We lane harl, and may 
still have, woise things to tell of him . but none, vc apjiiehend, so pitiably 
weak, no evidence, at once so slight and itrcfragalilc. of a subtle disease, 
that had long since begun to eat into the ical substance of his character 
No man, foi any considerable period, can vear one face to himself, and 
anothei to the multitude, without finally getting bcNsildcred as lov.hich 
may be the true 

The excitement of ISIr Diminesdale's feelings, as he returned from his 
interview with Hester, lent him unaccustomed physical cnergj , and hur- 
ried him townward at a lapid pace The palh\\a\ among the voods 
seemed wilder, more uncouth vilh its ludc natural obstacles, and less 
trodden by the foot of man, Uian he remembered it on his outward 
jouiney But he leaped across the plashy places, thiust himself through 
the clinging underbiush, climbed the ascent, plunged into the hollow, 
and overcame, in short, all the difficulties of the track, with an un- 
weariable activity that astonished him He could not but recall how fee- 
bly, and wnth w'hat frequent pauses for bie.ith, he had toiled over the 
same ground, only two days before As he drew near the tov»n, he took 
an impression of change from the senes of familiar objects that 
presented themselves It seemed not vesterday, not one, nor two, but 
many days, oi even yeais ago, since he had quitted them There, indeed, 
was each former trace of the street, as he remembered it, and all the 
peculiarities of the houses, with the due multitude of gable-peaks, and a 
weatheicock at every point w'herc his memoiy suggested one Not the less, 
however, came this importunately obtrusive sense of change The same 
was tiue as regarded the acquaintances whom he met, and all the well- 
known shapes of human life, about the little town They looked neither 
older noi younger now, the beards of the aged were no whiter, nor could 
the creeping babe of yesterday walk on his feet to-day, it was impossible 
to describe in what respect tliey differed from the individuals on whom he 
had so recently bestowed a parting glance, and yet the minister’s deepest 
sense seemed to inform him of their mutability A similar impression 
remarkably, as he passed under tlie walls of his own 
edifice had so very strange, and yet so familiar, an aspect, 
hat Mr Dimmesdale’s mind vibrated between two ideas, either that he 
had seen it only m a dream hitherto, or that he was merely dreaming 
about it now 

This phenomenon, m the various shapes which it assumed, indicated 
no external change, but so sudden and important a change in the spec- 
ator of the familiar scene, that the intervening space of a single day had 
operated m his consciousness like the lapse of years The minister’s own 
wi , and Hester’s will, and the fate that grew between them, had wrought 
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this transformation. It was tlie same town as heretofore, but the same 
minister returned not from the forest He might have said to the friends 
who greeted him, “I am not the man for whom you take me' I left him 
yonder m the forest, withdrawn into a secret dell, by a mossy tree-trunk, 
and near a melancholy brook' Go seek your minister, and see if his 
emaciated figure, his thin cheek, his white, heavy, pain-wrmkled brow, 
be not flung dovm there, like a cast-off garment'” His friends, no doubt, 
would still have insisted with him, “Thou art thyself the man'” but 
the error would have been their ovm, not his 

Before Mr Dimmesdale reached home, his inner man gave him other 
evidences of a revolution m the sphere of tliought and feeling In truth, 
nothing short of a total change of d5masty and moral code, m that in- 
terior kingdom, was adequate to account for the impulses now communi- 
cated to the unfortunate and startled minister At every step he was in- 
cited to do some strange, wild, wicked thing or other, witli a sense that it 
would be at once involuntary and intentional, m spite of himself, yet 
growing out of a profounder self than that which opposed the impulse 
For instance, he met one of his ovm deacons The good old man addressed 
him with the paternal affection and patiiarchal privilege, vhich his \en- 
erable age, his upright and hoi}’’ character, and his station in the Church, 
entitled him to use, and, conjoined with this, the deep, almost worship- 
ping respect, which the minister’s professional and private claims alike 
demanded Never was there a more beautiful example of how the majesty 
of age and wisdom may comport with the obeisance and respect enjoined 
upon it, as from a lower social lank, and mferioi order of endowment, to- 
wards a higher Now, during a conversation of some two or tliiee mo- 
ments between the Reverend Mr Dimmesdale and this excellent and 
hoary-bearded deacon, it was only by the most careful self-control that 
the former could lefrain from uttering certain blasphemous suggestions 
that rose into his mind, respecting the communion suppei He absolutely 
tiembled and turned pale as ashes, lest his tongue should wag itself, in 
utterance of these horiible matters, and plead his own consent for so do- 
ing, without his having fairly given it And, even with this tenor in his 
heart, he could hardly avoid laughing, to imagine how the sanctified old 
patriaichial deacon would have been petrified by his minister’s impiety' 
Again, another incident of the same nature Hurrying along the street, 
the Reverend Mr Dimmesdale encountered the eldest female member of 
his church, a most pious and exemplary old dame, poor, widowed, lonely, 
and with a heart as full of reminiscences about her dead husband and 
children, and her dead friends of long ago, as a burial-ground is full of 
storied gravestones Yet all this, which would else have been such heavy 
sorrow, was made almost a solemn joy to her devout old soul, by religious 
consolations and the truths of Scripture, wherewith she had fed herself 
continually for more than thirty years And, since Mr Dimmesdale had 
taken her in charge, the good grandam’s chief earthly comfort which, 
unless it had been likewise a heavenly comfort, could have been none at 
all was to meet her pastor, whether casually, or of set purpose, and be 
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refieshed with a word of warm, fragrant, heaven-breathing Gospel truth, 
from his beloved lips, into her dulled, but rapturously attentive ear But, 
on this occasion, up to the moment of putting his lips to the old woman’s 
ear, Mr Dimmesdale, as the great enemy of souls would have it, could 
lecall no text of Scripture, nor aught else, except a brief, pithy, and, as it 
then appeared to him, unanswerable argument against the immortality of 
the human soul The instilment thereof into her mind would probably 
have caused this aged sister to drop down dead at once, as by the effect 
of an intensely poisonous infusion What he really did whisper, the min- 
ister could never afterwards recollect There w^as, perhaps, a fortunate 
disorder in his utterance, which failed to impart any distinct idea to the 
good widow’s comprehension, or which Providence interpreted after a 
method of its own Assuredly, as the minister looked back, he beheld an 
expression of divine gratitude and ecstasy that seemed like the shine of 
the celestial city on hei face, so wimkled and ashy pale 

Again a third instance After parting from the old church-member, he 
met the youngest sister of them all It was a maiden newly won and 
won by the Reverend Mr Dimmesdale’s own sermon, on the Sabbath 
after his vigil to barter the transitory pleasures of the world for the 
heavenly hope, that w^as to assume brighter substance as life grew daik 
around her, and which would gild the utter gloom with final glory She 
was fair and pure as a lily that had bloomed in Paradise The minister 
knew well that he was himself enshrined wuthm the stainless sancity of 
her heart, which hung its snowy curtains about his image, imparting to 
religion the warmth of love, and to love a religious purity Satan, that 
afternoon, had surely led the poor young girl away from her mother’s 
side, and thrown her into the pathway of this sorely tempted, or shall w e 
not rather say^ this lost and desperate man As she drew nigh, the arch- 
fiend whispered him to condense into small compass and drop into her 
tender bosom a germ of evil that would be sure to blossom darkly soon, 
and bear black fiuit betimes Such was his sense of powder over this virgin 
soul, trusting him as she did, that the minister felt potent to blight all 
the field of innocence with but one wicked look, and develop all its op- 
posite with but a word So with a mightier struggle than he had yet sus- 
tained he held his Geneva cloak before his face, and hurried onward, 
mailing no sign of recognition, and leaving the young sister to digest his 
rudeness as she might She ransacked her conscience, which was full of 
harmless little matters, like her pocket or her work-bag, and took her- 
self to task, poor thing' for a thousand imaginary faults, and went about 
her household duties with swollen eyelids the next morning 

Before the minister had time to celebrate his victory over this last 
temptation, he was conscious of another impulse, more ludicrous, and al- 
most as horrible It was, we blush to tell it, it was to stop short in the 
road, and teach some very wicked words to a knot of little Puritan chil- 
dren who were playing there, and had out just begun to talk Denying 
himself this freak, as unworthy of his cloth, he met a drunken seaman. 
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one of the ship’s crew from the Spanish Mam And, here, since he had so 
valiantly forborne all other wickedness, poor Mr Dimmesdale longed, at 
least, to shake hands vnth the tairy blackguard, and recreate himself 
with a few improper jests, such as dissolute sailors so abound with, and 
a volley of good, round, solid, satisfactory, and heaven-defying oaths’ It 
was not so much a bettei principle as partly his natural good taste, and 
still more his buckramed habit of clerical decorum, that carried him safely 
through the latter crisis 

‘‘What is it that haunts and tempts me thus?” cried the minister to 
himself, at length, pausing in the street, and striking his hand against his 
forehead “Am I mad? or am I given over utterly to the fiend? Did I 
make a contract with him in the forest, and sign it with my blood? And 
does he now summon me to its fulfilment, by suggesting tlie performance 
of every wickedness which his most foul imagination can conceive?” 

At the moment when the Reverend Mr Dimmesdale thus communed 
witli himself, and struck his forehead with his hand, old Mistress Hibbins, 
the reputed vntch-lady, is said to have been passing by She made a very 
gland appearance, having on a high head-dress, a rich govm of velvet, and 
a ruff done up with the famous yellow starch, of which Ann Turner, her 
especial friend, had taught her the secret, before this last good lady had 
been hanged for Sir Thomas Overbury s murder Whether the witch had 
read the minister’s thoughts or no, she came to a full stop, looked shrewd- 
ly into his face, smiled craftily, and though little given to converse with 
clergjmen began a conversation 

“So, reverend Sir, you have made a visit into the forest,” observed the 
witch-lady, nodding her high head-dress at him “The next time, I pray 
you to allow me only a fair warning, and I shall be proud to bear you 
company Without taking overmuch upon myself, my good word will go 
far towards gaming any strange gentleman a fair reception from yonder 
potentate you wot of > ” 

“I profess, madam,” answered the clergyman, with a grave obeisance, 
such as the lady’s rank demanded, and his own good-breeding made im- 
perative, “I profess, on my conscience and character, that I am utteily 
bewildered as touching the purport of your words' I went not into the 
forest to seek a potentate, neither do I, at any future time, design a visit 
thither, with a view to gaming the favor of such a personage My one suf- 
ficient object was to greet that pious friend of mine, the Apostle Eliot, 
and rejoice with him over the many precious souls he hath won from 
heathendom ' ” 

“Ha, ha, ha ' ” cackled the old witch-lady, still nodding her high head- 
diess at the minister “Well, well, we must needs talk thus in the daytime' 
You carry it off like an old hand' But at midnight, and in the forest, we 
shall have other talk together ' ” 

She passed on with her aged stateliness, but often turning back her 
head and smiling at him, like one willing to recognize a secret intimacy of 
connection 
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“Ha\c I then sold thf)Ui*ht Ihr nutH^U r, ■ to the tu nd vdinm, st 

mc’n ‘<ay true, this jellov. -starched and \ iK<.ted old h e; ha-- (ho.f n for her 
prince and master I” 

The wietchcd nnmstet' lie had matlt .i hareiin \<ry !tl.» it' 'JVrnptfd 
bv a dream of happiness, he had jieldid him <ls. v.ilh diUia rat< (hn'c<, 
as he had never done before, to r\hal he I tu v. v..t' deadly -in And the 
infectious poison of that sm harl been thus rapidh dtfm 'd throughout 
his moral system It had ‘Stupefied all hi* '•‘■'•d unpul > . aiui av-alnud 
into vivid life the whole broihethood ol bad om -> srom. hstti rru un- 
provoked malignity, giatuitous d( -ire of ill, ruiu ule of wliati \ < r iva-. good 
and holy, all awoke, to tempt, ( \en whilt t!ie\ fnghtem d him And hi-f n- 
countcr with old Mistress Ilihlmis, if it wi r< .i rt d tru uh nt, did but shoe 
his sympathy and fellowship with wicl ed niort ds, and the world of per- 
verted spii its 

He had, by thi^ tunc, rcntlud his dv.tlhng. on tiu ttuo ot the hurnl- 
gioiind, and, hastening up the stair-, took n finu m hi- .study 'I he min- 
ister was glad to ha\c re.iclied thi- shtUir, without first lu iravutv him- 
self to the world by an\ of iho-e stranue .itul wuldl « ci t atricitu s to 
which he had been conlinualh impilh d v hde [> is-um through tlv stru ts 
He entered the accustomed room, and looked around liim on its bool s, its 
windows, its fireplace, and tiie t ipesiricfl comfort oi the walls with the 
same pciception of strangcnc-s th.it ii.ul h.umlcd bun thrnuehout his w'’U 
from the forest-dell into the town, ind thuhirw,ird lb ri hi had studied 
and written, here, gone through fast and \igik and come lorth hdf ah\e, 
here, striven to piaj , here, borne a hundred thousaiul agonu s' 'I here was 
the Bible, in its rich old Hebrew, with Moscs and tlu rrophels sp*‘aling 
to him, and God's voice through all' 'I here, on the t.dili, with the ml j 
pen beside it, was an unfinished ‘^ermon, with a sentence liroken in the 
midst, w'here his thoughts h.id ce.iscd to gush out ujioti the p ige, two da)s 
before He knew that it was himself, the thin and whitc-cheeVcd minister, 
w'ho had done and suffered these things, and written thus far into the 
Election Sermon' But he seemed to stand apart, and eye this former self 
with scornful, pitying, but half-cn\ ions curiosity 1 liat self was gone An- 
other man had retuined out of the forest, a wiser one, with a knowledge 
of hidden mysteries w'hich the simplicity of the former never could ha\e 
reached A bitter kind of know ledge that ' 

While occupied wuth these reflections, a knock came at the door of the 
study, and the minister said, “Come in'” not wholly devoid of an idea 
that he might behold an evil spirit And so he did ' It was old Roger Chil- 
lingworth that entered The minister stood, wliite and speechless, wiUi 
one hand on the Hebrew Scriptures, and the other spread upon his breast 

Welcome home, reverend Sir,” said the physician “And how’ found 
you that godly man, the Apostle Eliot^ But methmks, dear Sir, you look 
VO ii’ travel through the wilderness had been too sore for 3 'ou 

Will my aid be requisite to put you m heart and strength to preach 
your Election Sermon?” 

‘Nay, I think not so,” rejoined the Reverend Mr Dimmesdale “hly 
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journey, and the sight of the holy Apostle yonder, and the free air which 
I have breathed, have done me good, after so long confinement m my 
study I think to need no more of your drugs, my kind physician, good 
though they be, and administered by a friendly hand ” 

All this time, Roger Chillmgworth was looking at the minister with the 
grave and intent regard of a physician towards his patient But, m spite of 
this outward show, the latter was almost convinced of the old man’s 
knowledge, or, at least, his confident suspicion, with respect to his own 
interview with Hester Pr 3 mne. The physician knew then, that, in the mm« 
ister’s regard, he was no longer a trusted friend, but his bitteiest enemy 
So much being known, it would appear natural that a part of it should 
be expressed It is singular, however, how long a time often passes before 
words embody things, and with what security two persons, who choose to 
avoid a certain subject, may approach its very verge, and retire without 
disturbing it Thus, the minister felt no appiehension that Roger Chilling- 
worth would touch, m express words, upon the real position which they 
sustained towards one another Yet did the physician, m his dark way, 
creep frightfully near the secret 

“Were it not better,” said he, “that you use my poor skill to-night> 
Verily, dear Sir, we must take pains to make you strong and vigorous for 
this occasion of the Election discourse The people look for great things 
from you, apprehending that another year may come about, and find 
their pastor gone ” 

“Yea, to another world,” replied the minister, with pious resignation. 
“Heaven grant it be a better one, for, in good sooth, I hardly think to 
tarry with my flock through the flitting seasons of another year’ But, 
touching your medicine, kind Sir, in my present frame of body, I need it 
not ” 

“I joy to hear it,” answered the physician “It may be that my rem- 
edies, so long administered in vain, begin now to take due effect Happy 
man were I, and well deserving of New England’s gratitude, could 1 
achieve this cure’” 

“I thank you from my heart, most watchful friend,” said the Reverend 
Mr Dimmesdale, with a solemn smile “I thank you, and can but requite 
your good deeds with my prayers ” 

“A good man’s prayers are golden recompense’” rejoined old Roger 
Chillmgworth, as he took his leave “Yea, they are the current gold com 
of the New Jerusalem, with the King’s own mint-mark on them ’ ” 

Left alone, the minister summoned a servant of the house, and re- 
quested food, which, being set before him, he ate with ravenous appetite 
Then, flinging the already written pages of the Election Sermon into the 
fire, he forthwith began another, which he wrote with such an impulsive 
flow of thought and emotion, that he fancied himself inspired , and only 
wondered that Heaven should see fit to transmit the grand and solemn 
music of its oracles through so foul an organ-pipe as he However, leav- 
ing that mystery to solve itself, or go unsolved forever, lie drove his task 
onward, with earnest haste and ecstasy Thus the night fled away, as if 
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it were a winged steed, and he careering on it, morning came, and peeped, 
blushing, through the curtains, and at last sunrise threw a golden beam 
into the study and laid it right across the minister’s bedazzled eyes 
There he was, with the pen still between his fingers, and a vast, im- 
measurable tract of written space behind him ' 


XXI 

The New England Holiday 

Betimes m the morning of the day on which the new Governor was to 
receive his office at the hands of the people, Hester Prynne and little Pearl 
came into the market-place It was already thronged with the craftsmen 
and other plebeian inhabitants of the town,^m considerable numbers, 
among whom, likewise, were many rough figures, whose attire of deer- 
skins marked them as belonging to some of the forest settlements, which 
surrounded the little metropolis of the colony 

On this public holiday, as on all other occasions, for seven years past, 
Hestei was clad m a garment of coarse gray cloth Not more by its hue 
than by some indescribable peculiarity m its fashion, it had the effect of 
making her fade personally out of sight and outline, while, again, the 
scarlet letter brought her back from this twilight indistinctness, and re- 
vealed her under the moral aspect of its own illumination Her face, so 
long familiar to the townspeople, showed the marble quietude which they 
weie accustomed to behold there It was like a mask, or, rather, like the 
frozen calmness of a dead woman’s features, owing this dreary resem- 
blance to the fact that Hester was actually dead, in respeck-tp any claim 
of sympathy, and had departed out of the world, with which she still 
seemed to mingle 

It might be, on this one day, that there was an expression unseen be- 
fore, nor, indeed, vivid enough to be detected, now, unless some preter- 
naturally gifted observer should have first read the heart, and have after- 
V aids sought a corresponding development in the countenance and mien 
Such a spiritual seer might have conceived, that, after sustaining the gaze 
of the multitude through seven miserable years as a necessity, a penance, 
and something which it w^as a stern religion to endure, she now, for one 
last time more, encountered it freely and voluntarily, in order to convert 
what had so long been agony into a kind of triumph “Look your last on 
the scarlet letter and its wearer*” the people’s victim and hfe-long 
bond-sla\e, as they fancied her, might say to them “Yet a little while, 
and she will be beyond your reach' A few hours longer, and the deep mys- 
terious ocean will quench and hide forever the S5mibol which ye have 


caused to burn upon her bosom' Noi ^^ere it an inconsistenc}'’ too im- 
probable to be assigned to human nature, should we suppose a feeling of 
regret m Hester's mind, at the moment when she ^’ias about to ^Mn hei 
freedom from the pain ^^hlch had been thus deeply incorporated with hei 
being IMight there not be an irresistible desire to quaff a last, long, 
breathless draught of the cup of \\oim\\ood and aloes, ^Mth which neaily 
all her years of \\omanhood had been peipetually flavored^ The \Mne of 
life, henceforth to be presented to her lips, must be indeed rich, delicious, 
and exhilarating, in its chased and golden beaker, or else leave an in- 
evitable and wear}" languor, after the Ices of bitterness ^^he^e^Mth she 
had been drugged, as \Mth a cordial of intensest potency 

Pearl vas decked out i\ith airy gayet}' It vould have been impossible 
to guess that this bright and sunny apparition oved its existence to Ihe 
shape of gloom}'- gray, or that a fancy, at once so gorgeous and so deli- 
cate as must ha\e been requisite to contiue the child's apparel, vas the 
same that had achie\ ed a task perhaps more difficult, m imparting so dis- 
tinct a peculiant}' to Hc'^tei s simple robe The dress, so proper ^\as it to 
little Peail, seemed an effluence, oi inevitable dc\elopment and outward 
manifestation of her charactei, no moie to be 'separated from her than 
the many-hued brilliancy from a butterfly’s vmg, or the painted glor}’- 
from the leaf of a bright flovei As with these, so vith the child, her garb 
vas all of one idea v ith her natuie On this eventful day, moreover, there 
^’^as a certain singular inquietude and excitement in her mood, resembling 
nothing so much as the shimmer of a diamond, that sparkles and flashes 
wth the varied tbrobbings of the breast on vhich it is displayed Children 
have always a sympathy m the agitations of those connected vith them, 
always, especially, a sense of any tioublc or impending rc\olution, ol 
vdiatever kind, m domestic ciicumstances, and therefore Pcail, ^^ho v.as 
ilie gem on her mother’s unquiet bosom, betiayed, by the \cry dance of 
her spirits, the emotions vhich none could detect in the marble passu e- 
ness of Hester’s brow 

This effervescence made her flit with a bird-like movement, rather than 
walk by her mother’s side She broke continually into shouts of a wild, 
inarticulate, and sometimes piercing music When they leached the 
market-place, she became still moie restless, on perceiving the stir and 
bustle that enlivened the spot , for it was usually more like the broad and 
lonesome green before a village meeting-house, than the centre of a town’s 
business 

'‘Why, what is this, mother?” cried she ‘A^flierefore have all the peo- 
ple left their work to-day? Is it a play-day for the whole world? See, there 
is the blaclvsmith' He has washed his sooty face, and put on his Sabbath- 
day clothes, and looks as if he would gladly be merry, if any kind body 
would only teach him how' And there is Master Brackett, the old jailer, 
nodding and smiling at me Why does he do so, mother^” 

“He remembers thee a little babe, my child,” answered Hester 

“He should not nod and smile at me, for all that, the black, grim 
ugly-eyed old man' ” said Pearl “He may nod at thee, if he will, for thou 
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art clad in gray, and wearest the scarlet lettei But see, mother, how 
many faces of strange people, and Indians among them, and sailors' 
What have they all come to do, here in the market-place?” 

‘'They wait to see the procession pass,” said Hester “For the Governoi 
and the magistrates are to go by, and the ministers, and all the great peo- 
ple and good people, with the music and the soldiers marching before 
them ” 

“And will the minister be there?” asked Pearl “And will he hold out 
both his hands to me, as when thou ledst me to him from the brook-side?” 

“He will be there, child,” answered her mother “But he will not greet 
thee to-day, nor must thou greet him ” 

“What a strange, sad man is he!” said the child, as if speaking partly 
to herself “In the dark night-time he calls us to him, and holds thy hand 
and mine, as when we stood with him on the scaffold yonder And in the 
deep forest, where only the old trees can hear, and the strip of sky see it, 
he talks with thee, sitting on a heap of moss' And he kisses my forehead, 
too, so that the little brook would hardly wash it off But here, in the 
sunny day, and among all the people, he knows us not , nor must we know 
him' A strange, sad man is he, with his hand always over his heart' ” 

“Be quiet. Pearl' Thou understandest not these things,” said her 
mother “Think not now of the minister, but look about thee, and see 
how cheery is everybody’s face to-day The children have come from their 
schools, and the grown people from their workshops and their fields, on 
purpose to be happy For, to-day, a new man is beginning to rule over 
them, and so as has been the custom of mankind ever since a nation was 
first gathered they malce merry and rejoice, as if a good and golden 
year were at length to pass over the poor old world I ” 

It was as Hester said, in regard to the unwonted jollity that brightened 
the faces of the people Into this festal season of the year as it already 
was, and continued to be during the gi eater part of two centuries the 
Puritans compressed whatever mirth and public joy they deemed allow- 
able to human infirmity, thereby so far dispelling the customary cloud, 
that, for the space of a single holiday, they appeared scarcely more grave 
than most other communities at a period of general affliction 

But we perhaps exaggerate the gray or sable tinge, which undoubtedly 
characterized the mood and manners of the age The persons now in the 
market-place of Boston had not been born to an inheritance of Puritanic 
gloom They were native Englishmen, whose fathers had lived in the 
sunny richness of the Elizabethan epoch, a time when the life of England, 
viewed as one great mass, would appear to have been as stately, magnifi- 
cent, and joyous, as the world has ever witnessed Had they followed their 
hereditary taste, the New England settlers would have illustrated all 
events of public importance by bonfires, banquets, pageantries and pro- 
cessions Nor would it have been impracticable, in the observance of ma- 
jestic ceremonies, to combine mirthful recreation with solemnity, and 
give, as it were, a grotesque and brilliant embroidery to the great robe of 
state, which a nation, at such festivals, puts on There was some shadow 



of an attempt of this kind in the mode of celebrating tlie da}*^ on which 
the political 3 cai of the colony commenced The dim reflection of a re- 
membered splendor, a colorless and manifold diluted lepetition of what 
they had beheld in proud old London, wc n\i 11 not say at a loyal corona- 
tion, but at a Lord IMajor’s show, might be traced in the customs 
^^hlch our foiefathcrs instituted, "ftith reference to the annual installation 
of magistrates The fathers and founders of the commonwealth the 
statesman, the priest and the soldier deemed it a duty then to assume 
the outward state and majesty, which, in accordance wath antique style, 
was looked upon as the proper garb of public or social eminence All came 
forth, to mo\e m procession befoie the peoples eye, and thus impart a 
needed dignity to the simple framework of a government so newl}'- con- 
structed 

Then, too, the people were countenanced, if not encouraged, in relax- 
ing the se\ere and close application to their various modes of rugged m- 
dustr}', which, at all othei times, seemed of the same piece and material 
w’lth their religion Here, it is true, were none of the appliances which 
popular merriment would so leadil} have found in the England of Eh/a- 
beth’s time, or that of James, no rude shows of a theatrical kind, no 
minstiel, with his harp and legendarj^ ballad, nor glee-man, with an ape 
dancing to his music, no juggler, with his tricks of mimic witchcraft, no 
IMerr}'- Andiew, to stir up the multitude with jests, perhaps hundreds of 
years old, but still effective, b}' their appeals to the \er 3 ’ bioadest sources 
of mirthful si^path}^ All such professors of the several branches of jocu- 
lantj'’ would ha\e been sternly repressed, not onlj’’ bj’^ the rigid discipline 
of law', but by the geneial sentiment which gives law' its vitality Not the 
less, how'ever, the great, honest face of the people smiled, grimly, perhaps, 
but w'ldel}'’ too Nor were sports wanting, such as the colonists had wit- 
nessed, and shared in, long ago, at the countiy fairs and on the village- 
greens of England , and w'hich it w’as thought well to keep ali\ e on this 
new' soil, for the sake of the courage and manliness that w'eie essential in 
them Wrestling-matches, in the different fashions of Cornw'all and 
Devonshire, w'ere seen here and there about the market-place, m one 
corner there w'as a fiiendly bout at quarleistafl , and w’hat attracted 
most interest of all on the platform of the pillory, already so noted in 
our pages, tw'o masters of defence w'ere commencing an exhibition With 
the buckler and broadsword But, much to the disappointment of the 
crow'd, this latter business was broken off by the interposition of the tow'n 
beadle, w'ho had no idea of permitting the majesty of the law to be vio- 
lated by such an abuse of one of its consecrated places 

It may not be too much to affirm, on the w'hole (the people being then 
in the first stages of joyless deportment, and the offspring of sires W'ho 
had known how' to be merry, in their day), that they would compare 
favorably, in point of holiday keeping, with their descendants, even at so 
long an interval as ourselves Their immediate posterity, the geneiation 
next to the early emigrants, wore the blackest shade of Puritanism, and 
so darkened the national visage with it, that all the subsequent years have 
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not sufficed to clear it up We have yet to learn again the forgotten art of 
gayety 

The picture of human life m the market-place, though its general tint 
was the sad gray, broiMi, or black of the English emigrants, was yet en- 
livened by some diveisity of hue A parly of Indi.ins in their savage 
finely of curiously embioidcred deer-skin robes, wampum-belts, red and 
yellow ochre, and fcatheis, and armed with the bow and arrow and stone- 
headed spear stood apart, with countenances of innexiblc gravitv, be- 
yond w'hat even the Puritan aspect could attain Nor, wild as were these 
painted barbarians, were they the waldest feature of the scene This dis- 
tinction could more justly be claimed by some manners, a part of the 
crew of the vessel from the Spanish IM.iin, who had conic ashore to see 
the humois of Election Day The}' were rougli-looking desperadoes:, with 
sun-blackened faces, and an immensity of beard, their wide, short trous- 
ers were confined aliout the waist by belts, often cla'^ped with a rough 
plate of gold, -and sustaining alwajs a long knife, and, in some instances, 
a swmrd From beneath their broad-brimmed hats of palm-leaf gleamed 
eyes which, even in good-nature and merriment, had a kind of animal 
ferocity They transgre'^sed, without fear oi scruple, the rules of beha\ior 
that wwe binding on all others, 'smoking tobacco under the beadle’s \ery 
nose, although each whiff would have cost a townsman a shilling, and 
quaffing, at their pleasure, draughts of wine or aqua-vitai from pocket- 
flasks, w'hich they freely tendered to the gaping crowd around them It 
lemarkably characterized the incomplete morality of the age, rigid as we 
call it, that a license W'as allowed the seafaring class, not merely for their 
freaks on shore, but for far more desperate deeds on their proper element 
The sailor of that day wmuld go near to be anaigncd as a pirate in our 
owm There could be little doubt, for instance, that this very ship’s crew, 
though no unfavorable specimens of llic nautical brotherhood, had been 
guilty, as we should phrase it, of depredations on the Spanish commerce, 
such as would have perilled all their necks in a modern court of justice 
But the sea, m those old times, heaved, swelled, and foamed, very 
much at its own will, or subject only to the tempestuous wind, wath hardly 
any attempts at regulation by human law The buccaneer on the wave 
might relinquish his calling, and become at once, if he chose, a man of 
probity and piety on land , nor, even m the full career of his reckless life, 
w^as he regarded as a personage with w'hom it w'as disreputable to tiaffic, 
or casually associate Thus, the Puritan elders, m their black cloaks, 
starched bands, and steeple-crowmed hats, smiled not unbenignantly at 
the clamor and rude deportment of these J0II5:' seafaring men, and it ex- 
cited neither surprise nor animadversion when so leputable a citizen as 
old Roger Chillingworth, the physician, w^as seen to enter the market- 
place, in close and familiar talk with the commander of the questionable 
vessel 

The lattei was by far the most showy and gallant figure, so far as ap- 
parel went, anywhere to be seen among the multitude He wore a profus- 
ion of ribbons on his garment, and gold-lace on Ins hat, w^hich was also 
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encircled by a gold chain, and surmounted with a feather There was a 
sword at his side, and a sword-cut on his forehead, which, by the arrange 
ment of his hair, he seemed anxious rather to display than hide A lands 
man could hardly have worn this garb and shown this face, and worn 
and shown them both with such a galliard air, without undergoing stern 
question before a magistrate, and probably incurring fine or imprison- 
ment, or perhaps an exhibition m the stocks As regarded the shipmaster, 
however, all was looked upon as pertaining to the character, as to a fish 
his glistening scales 

. After parting from the physician, the commander of the Bristol ship 
strolled idly through the market-place, until happening to approach the 
spot where Hester Prynne was standing, he appeared to recognize, and 
did not hesitate to address her As was usually the case wherever Hester 
stood, a small vacant area a sort of magic circle had formed itself 
about her, into which, though the people were elbowing one another at a 
little distance, none ventured, or felt disposed, to intrude It was a forcible 
type of the moral solitude in which the scarlet letter enveloped its fated 
wearer , partly by her own reserve, and partly by the instinctive, though 
no longer so unkindly, withdrawal of her fellow-creatures Now, if never 
before, it answered a good purpose, by enabling Hester and the seaman 
to speak together without risk of being overheard, and so changed was 
Hester Prynne’s repute before the public, that the matron m town most 
eminent for rigid morality could not have held such intercourse with less 
result of scandal than herself 

“So, mistress,” said the manner, “I must bid the steward make ready 
one more berth than you bargained for' No fear of scurvy or ship-fever 
this voyage' What with the ship’s surgeon and this other doctor, our only 
danger will be from drug or pill, more by token, as there is a lot of 
apothecary’s stuff aboaid, which I traded for with a Spanish vessel ” 

“What mean you?” inquired Hester, staitled more than she permitted 
to appear “Have you another passenger?” 

“Why, know you not,” cried the shipmaster, “that this physician here 

Chilling worth, he calls himself is minded to try my cabin-fare with 
you? Ay, ay, you must have known it, for he tells me he is of your party, 
and a close friend to the gentleman you spoke of, he that is in peril from 
these sour old Puritan rulers ' ” 

“They know each other well, indeed,” replied Hester, with a mien of' 
calmness, though in the utmost consternation “They have long dwelt 
together ” 

Nothing further passed between the mariner and Hester Prynne But, 
at that instant, she beheld old Roger Chillingworth himself, standing in 
the remotest corner of the market-place, and smiling on her, a smile 
which across the wide and bustling square, and through all the talk and 
laughter, and various thoughts, moods, and interests of the crowd con- 
veyed secret and fearful meaning 
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The Procession 

Before Hester Pr3mne could call together her thoughts, and consider 
what was practicable to be done in this ne\s and starlliiig aspect of affairs, 
the sound of niilitar}’' music was heard approaching along a contiguous 
street It denoted the advance of the procession of magi'^lrates and citi- 
zens, on its way towards the meeting-house, where, in compliance with a 
custom thus earty established, and ever since observed, the Reverend !Mr 
Dimmesdale w'as to deliver an Election Sermon 

Soon the head of the procession showed itself, with a slow and stately 
march, turning a cornet and making its waj' across the market-place 
First came the music It comprised a \arict3'^ of m'^truments perhaps im- 
perfectly adapted to one another, and played with no great skill, but yet 
attaining the great object for which the harmony of drum and clarion 
addresses itself to the multitude, that of imparting a higher and more 
heroic air to the scene of life that passes before the 03 c Little Pearl at 
first clapped her hands, but then lost, for an instant, the restless agitation 
that had kept her in a continual effcri cscence throughout the morning, 
she gazed silentlj^’ and seemed to be borne upward, like a floating sea- 
bird, on the long heaves and swells of sound But she was brought b ick to 
her formei mood by the shimmer of the sunshine on the weapons and 
bright armor of the military compan3% which followed after the music 
and foimed the honorary escort of the procession This body of soldier3’ 
w'hich still sustains a corporate existence, and marches down from past 
ages wuth an ancient and honorable fame w as composed of no mercenar3f 
materials Its ranks w'ere filled wuth gentlemen, who felt the stirrings of 
martial impulse, and sought to establish a kind of College of Arms, where 
as in an association of Knights Templars, the3’^ might learn the science, 
and, so far as peaceful exercise would teach them, the practices of war 
The high estimation then placed upon the military character might be 
seen in the lofty port of each individual member of the compan3'^ Some 
of them, indeed, by their services in the Low Countries and on other 
fields of warfare, had fairly won their title to assume the name and pomp 
of soldiership The entire array, moreover, clad in burnished steel, and 
with plumage nodding over their bright morions, had a brilliancy of effect 
which no modern display can aspire to equal 

And yet the men of civil eminence, wLo came immediately behind the 
military escort, were better worth a thoughtful observer’s e3'e Even in 
outward demeanor, they showed a stamp of majesty that made the war- 
rior’s haughty stride look vulgar, if not absurd It w'as an age when what 
w^e call talent had far less consideration than now, but the massive ma- 
toials which produce stability and dignity of character a great deal more 
The people possessed, by hereditary right, the quality of reverence, 
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which, m their descendants, if it survive at all, exists in smaller propor- 
tion, and with a vastly diminished force, in the selection and estimate of 
public men The change may be for good or evil, and is partly, perhaps, 
for both In that old day, the English settler on these lude shores, hav- 
mg left king, nobles, and all degrees of awful rank behind, while still the 
faculty and necessity of reverence were strong m him, bestowed it on the 
white hair and venerable brow of age, on long-tried integrity, on solid 
wisdom and sad-colored experience, on endowments of that grave and 
weighty Older which gives the idea of permanence, and comes under the 
general definition of respectability These primitive statesmen, there- 
fore, Bradstreet, Endicott, Dudley, Bellingham, and their compeers, 
who were elevated to power by the early choice of the people, seem to 
have been not often brilliant, but distinguished by a ponderous sobriety, 
rather than activity of intellect They had foititude and self-reliance, and, 
m time of difficulty or peril, stood up for the welfare of the state like a 
line of cliffs against a tempestuous tide The traits of character here indi- 
cated were well represented m the square cast of countenance and large 
physical development of the new colonial magistrates So far as a de- 
meanor of natural authority was concerned, the mother country need not 
have been ashamed to see these foremost men of an actual democracy 
adopted into the House of Peers, or made the Privy Council of the sove- 
reign 

Next in order to the magistrates came the young and eminently dis- 
tinguished divine, from whose lips the religious discourse of the annivers- 
ary was expected His was the profession, at that era, in which intellectual 
ability displayed itself far more than in political life, for leaving a 
higher motive out of the question it offered inducements powerful 
enough, in the almost worshipping respect of the community, to win tlie 
most aspiring ambition into its service Even political power as in the 
case of Increase Mather was withm the grasp of a successful priest 

It was the observation of those who beheld him now that never, since 
Mr Dimmesdale first set his foot on the New England shore, had he 
exhibited such energy as was seen m the gait and air with which he kept 
his pace m the procession There was no feebleness of step, as at other 
times, his frame was not bent, nor did his hand rest ominously upon his 
heart Yet, if the clerg)mian were rightly viewed, his strength seemed not 
of the body It might be spiritual, and imparted to him by angelic min- 
istrations It might be the exhilaration of that potent cordial which is dis- 
tilled only m the furnace glow of earnest and long-continued thought 
Or, perchance, his sensitive temperament was invigorated by the loud 
and piercing music, that swelled heavenward, and uplifted him on its as- 
cending wave Nevertheless, so abstracted was his look, it might be ques- 
tioned whether Mr Dimmesdale even heard the music There was his 
body, mo\nng onward, and with an unaccustomed force But where was 
his mmd^ Far and deep in its own region, busying itself, with preter- 
natural activity, to marshal a procession of stately thoughts that were 
soon to issue thence, and so he saw nothing, heard nothing, knew nothing 
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of what was around him, but the spiritual element took up the feeble 
frame, and carried it along, unconscious of the burden, and converting it 
to spirit like itself Men of uncommon intellect, who have grown morbid, 
possess this occasional power of mighty effort, into which they throw the 
life of many days, and then aie lifeless for as many more 

Hester Prynne, gazing steadfastly at the clergyman, felt a dreary in- 
fluence come over her, but wherefore or whence she luiew not, unless that 
he seemed so remote from her own sphere, and utterly beyond her reach 
One glance of recognition, she had imagined, must needs pass between 
them She thought of the dim forest, with its little dell of solitude, and 
love, and anguish, and the mossy tree-tiunk, where, sitting hand in hand, 
they had mingled their sad and passionate talk with the melancholy mur- 
mur of the brook How deeply had they known each other then ' And was 
this the man? She hardly knew him now' He, moving proudly past, en- 
veloped, as it were, in the rich music, with the procession of majestic and 
venerable fathers, he, so unattainable in his worldly position, and still 
more so in that far vista of his unsympathizing thoughts, through which 
she now beheld him' Her spirit sank with the idea that all must have been 
a delusion, and that, vividly as she had dreamed it, there could be no 
real bond betwixt the clergyman and herself And thus much of woman 
was there in Hester, that she could scarcely forgive him, least of all 
now, when the hea\y footstep of their approaching Fate might be heard, 
nearer, nearei, nearer' for being able so completely to withdraw him- 
self from their mutual world, while she groped darkly, and stretched 
forth her cold hands, and found him not 
Pearl either saw and responded to her mother’s feelings, or herself felt 
the remoteness and intangibility that had fallen around the minister 
While the procession passed, the child was uneasy, fluttering up and 
down, like a bird on the point of taking flight When the whole had gone 
by, she looked up into Hester’s face 

“Mother,” said she, “was that the same minister that kissed me by the 
brook?” 

“Hold thy peace, dear little Pearl!” whispered her mother “We must 
not always talk in the market-place of what happens to us in the forest ” 
“I could not be sure that it was he, so strange he looked,” continued 
the child “Else I would have run to him, and bid him kiss me now, before 
all the people, even as he did yonder among the dark old trees Wflial 
would the minister have said, mother? Would he have clapped his hand 
over his heart, and scowled on me, and bid me be gone?” 

“What should he say. Pearl,” answered Hester, “save that it was no 
time to kiss, and that kisses are not to be given in the market-place? Well 
for thee, foolish child, that thou didst not speak to him ' ” 

Another shade of the same sentiment, in reference to Mr Dimmesdale, 
was expressed by a person whose eccentricities or insanity, as we should 
term it led her to do what few of the townspeople would have ventured 
on , to begin a conversation with the wearer of the scarlet letter, in pub- 
lic It was Mistress Hibbins, who, arrayed in great magnificence, with a 
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triple rufr, a broidered stomacher, a go\Mi of ridi velvet, and a gold- 
headed cane, had come forth to see the procession As this ancient lady 
had the renown (vhich siibsequenll}'^ cost hei no less a price than her 
life) of being a principal actoi in all the vorks of necromancy that were 
continualljf going forward the crowd gave way before her, and seemed to 
fear the touch of her garment, ns if it carried the plague among its gorge- 
ous folds Seen in conjunction with Hestei Prynne, kindly as so many 
now felt towards the latter the diead inspiied b}^ Ivlistiess Hibbins was 
doubled, and caused a general movement from that part of the maiket- 
place in which the two w’omen stood 

‘ Now’, wdiat mortal imagination could conceive it'” whispered the old 
lad}’’, confidentially, to Hester "Yonder divine man' That saint on earth, 
as the people uphold him to be, and as I must needs say he leally 
looks' Who, now, that saw him pass in the procession, w’ould think how 
little while it IS since he went forth out of his stud}’, chewing a Hebrew 
text of Scripture m his mouth, I warrant, to take an airing m the foi est' 
Aha' we know’ what that means, Hester Prynne' But, truly, forsooth, I 
find it hard to believe him the same man j\Iany a church-member saw’ I, 
walking behind the music, that has danced in the same measure with me, 
when Somebody was fiddler, and, it might be, an Indian powwvow’ or a 
Lapland wnzard changing hands w'lth us' That is but a tiifie, when a 
woman know’s the w’orld But this minister' Couldst tliou surely tell, Hes- 
ter, w’hether he was the same man that encountered thee on the forest- 
path^ ’ 

"IMadam, I know not of W’hat you speak,” answ^ered Hester Piynne, 
feeling IMistress Hibbins to be of infirm mind, yet strangely staitled and 
aw’e-stricken by the confidence with W’hich she affiimed a personal con- 
hection betw’een so many persons (herself among them) and the Evil 
One "It is not for me to talk lightly of a learned and pious minister of 
the Word, like the Reverend Mr Dimmesdale ' ” 

"Fie, w’oman, fie'” cried the old lady, shaking her fingei at Hester 
"Dost thou think I have been to the forest so many times, and have yet 
no skill to judge who else has been there? Yea, though no leaf of the wild 
garlands, w’hich they W’oie wdiile they danced be left in then hair' I know 
thee, Hester, for I behold the token We may all see it in the sunshine, 
and it glows like a red flame in the dark Thou W’earest it openly, so there 
need be no question about that But this minister ' Let me tell thee, in * 
thine ear' 'U^en the Black Man sees one of his own servants, signed and 
sealed, so shy of owning to the bond as is the Reverend Mr Dimmesdale, 
he hath a way of ordering matteis so that the mark shall be disclosed in 
open daylight to the eyes of all the world ' What is it that the minister 
seeks to hide, with his hand always over his heart? Ha, Hester Prynne' ” 

"What is it, good Mistress Hibbins?” eagerly asked little Pearl "Hast 
thou seen it?” 

"No matter, darling'” responded Mistress Hibbins, making Pearl a 
profound reverence "Thou thyself wilt see it, one time or another They 
say, child, thou art of the lineage of the Prince of the Air ' Wilt thou ride 
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With me, some fine night, to see thy father? Then thou shalt know where- 
fore the minister keeps his hand over his heai t ' ” 

Laughing so shrilly that all the market-place could hear her, the weird 
old gentlewoman took hei departuie 

By this time the pieliminary prayer had been offered m the meeting- 
house, and the accents of the Reverend Mr Dimmesdale were heai d com- 
mencing his discourse An irresistible feeling kept Hester near the spot 
As the sacred edifice was too much thronged to admit another auditor, she 
took up her position close beside the scaffold of the pillory It was in suf- 
ficient proximity to bring the whole sermon to her ears, in the shape of an 
indistinct, but varied, murmur and flow of the minister’s very peculiar 
voice 

This vocal organ was m itself a iich endowment, insomuch that a lis- 
tener, compiehending nothing of the language in which the preacher 
spoke, might still have been swayed to and fro by the mere tone and ca- 
dence Lixe all other music, it breathed passion and pathos, and emotions 
high or tender, m a tongue native to the human heart, wheiever educated 
Muffled as the sound was by its passage through the church-walls, Hester 
Prynne listened with such mtentness, and sympathized so intimately, that 
the sermon had throughout a meaning foi hei , entirely apart from its in- 
distinguishable words These, perhaps, if more distinctly heard, might 
have been only a grosser medium, and have clogged the spiritual sense 
Now she caught the low undertone, as of the wind sinking down to repose 
itself, then ascended with it, as it rose through piogressive gradations of 
sweetness and power, until its volume seemed to envelop her with an at- 
mosphere of awe and solemn grandeur And yet, majestic as the voice 
sometimes became, there was forever in it an essential character of plain- 
tiveness A loud or low expression of anguish, the whisper, or the shriek, 
as it might be conceived, of suffering humanity, that touched a sensibility 
in every bosom' At times this deep strain of pathos was all that could be 
heard, and scarcely heard, sighing amid a desolate silence But even when 
the minister’s voice grew high and commanding, when it gushed irre- 
pressibly upward, when it assumed its utmost breadth and power, so 
overfilling the church as to burst its way through the solid walls and dif- 
fuse itself in the open air, still, if the auditor listened intently, and for 
the purpose, he could detect the same cry of pain What was it?, The com- 
plaint of a human heart, sorrow-laden, perchance guilty, telling its secret, 
whether of guilt or sorrow, to the great heart of mankind , beseeching its 
sympathy or forgiveness, at every moment, m each accent, and never 
m vain' It was this profound and continual undertone that gave the 
clergyman his most appropriate power 
During all this time, Hester stood, statue-like, at the foot of the scaf- 
fold If the minister’s voice had not kept her there, there would neverthe- 
less have been an inevitable magnetism in that spot, whence she dated the 
first hour of her life of ignominy There was a sense within her, too ill- 
defined to be made a thought, but weighing heavily on her mind, that 
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her whole orb of life, both before and after, was connected with this spot, 
as with the one point that gave it unity 

Little Pearl, meanwhile, had quitted her mother’s side, and was play- 
ing at her own will about the market-place She made the sombre crowd 
cheerful by her erratic and glistening ray, even as a bird of bright plum- 
age illuminates a whole tree of dusky foliage by darting to and fro, half 
seen and half concealed amid the twilight of the clustering leaves She had 
an undulating, but, oftentimes, a sharp and irregular movement It indi- 
cated the restless vivacity of her spirit, which to-day was doubly indefa- 
tigable m its tiptoe dance, because it was played upon and vibrated with 
her mother’s disquietude Whenever Pearl saw anything to excite her 
ever-active and wandering curiosity, she flew thitherward, and, as we 
might say, seized upon that man or thing as her own pioperty, so far as 
she desired it, but without yielding the minutest degree of control over 
her motions m requital The Puritans looked on, and, if they smiled, were 
none the less inclined to pronounce the child a demon offspring, from the 
indescribable charm of beauty and eccentricity that shone through her 
little figure, and sparkled with its activity She ran and looked the wild 
Indian m the face, and he grew conscious of a nature wilder than his own. 
Thence, with native audacity, but still with a reserve as characteristic, 
she flew into the midst of a group of mariners, the swarthy-cheeked wild 
men of the ocean, as the Indians were of the land , and they gazed won- 
dermgly and admiringly at Pearl, as if a flake of the sea-foam had taken 
the shape of a little maid, and were gifted with a soul of the sea-fire, that 
flashes beneath the prow m the night-time 

One of these seafaring men the shipmaster, indeed, who had spoken 
to Hester Prynne was so smitten with Pearl’s aspect, that he attempted 
to lay hands upon her, with purpose to snatch a kiss Finding it as impos- 
sible to touch her as to catch a humming-bird m the air, he took from his 
hat the gold chain that was twisted about it, and threw it to the child 
Pearl immediately twined it around her neck and waist, with such happy 
skill, that, once seen there, it became a part of her, and it was difficult to 
imagine her without it 

“Thy mother is yonder woman with the scarlet letter,” said the seaman 
“Wilt thou carry her a message from me^” 

“If the message pleases me, I will,” answered Pearl 
“Then tell her,” rejoined he, “that I spalce again with the black-a-vis- 
aged, hump-shouldered old doctof, and he engages to bring his friend, the 
gentleman she wots of, aboard with him So let thy mother take no 
thought, save for herself and thee Wilt thou tell her this, thou witch- 
baby?” f 

“Mistress Hibbins says my father is the Prince of the Air ’ ” cried Pearl, 
with a naughty smile “If thou callest me that ill name, I shall tell him of 
thee, and he will chase thy ship with a tempest ' ” 

Pursuing a zigzag course across the market-place, the child returned to 
her mother, and communicated what the mariner had said Hester’s 
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strong, calm, steadfastly enduring spirit almost sank, at last, on behold- 
ing this dark and grim countenance of an inevitable doom, which at the 
moment when a passage seemed to open for the minister and herself out 
of their labyrinth of misery showed itself, with an unrelenting smile, 
right in the midst of their path 

With her mind harassed by the terrible perplexity in which the ship- 
master’s intelligence involved her, she %vas also subjected to another trial 
There were many people present, from the country round about, who had 
often heard of the scarlet letter, and to whom it had been made terrific by 
a hundred false or exaggerated lumors, but who had never beheld it with 
their own bodily eyes These, after exhausting other modes of amuse- 
ment, now thronged about Hester Prynne with rude and boorish mtru- 
siveness Unscrupulous as it was, however, it could not bring them nearer 
than a circuit of several yards At that distance they accordingly stood, 
fixed there by the centrifugal force of the repugnanace which the mystic 
symbol inspiied The whole gang of sailors, likewise, observing the press 
of spectators, and learning the purport of the scarlet letter, came and 
thrust their sunbuint and desperado-looking faces into the ring Even the 
Indians were affected by a sort of cold shadow of the white man’s curios- 
ity, and, gliding through the crowd, fastened their snake-like black eyes 
on Plestei’s bosom, conceiving, peihaps, that the wearer of tins brilliant- 
ly embroidered badge must needs be a personage of high dignity among 
her people Lastly, the inhabitants of the town (their own interest in this 
worn-out subject languidly reviving itself, by sympathy with what they 
saw others feel) lounged idly to the same quarter, and tormented Hester 
Prynne, perhaps moie than all the lest, with their cool, well-acquainted 
gaze at her familiar shame Hester saw and recognized tlie self-same faces 
of that group of matrons, who had awaited her forthcoming from the 
prison-door, seven yeais ago, all save one, the youngest and only compas- 
sionate among them, whose burial-robe she had since made At the final 
hour, when she was so soon to fling aside the burning letter, it had strange- 
ly become the centre of moie remark and excitement, and was thus made 
to sear her breast more painfully than at any time since the first day she 
put it on 

While Hester stood in that magic circle of ignominy, where the cunning 
cruelty of her sentence seemed to have fixed her forever, the admirable 
preacher was looking down from the sacred pulpit upon an audience 
whose very inmost spirits had yielded to his control The sainted minister 
in the church' The woman of the scarletletter in the market-place' What 
imagination would have been irreverent enough to surmise that the same 
scorching stigma was on them both' 
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XXlil 

The Revelation of the Scarlet Letter 

The eloquent voice, on which the souls of the listening audience had been 
borne aloft as on the swelling waves of the sea, at length came to a pause, 
There was a momentary silence, profound as what should follow the ut- 
terance of oracles Then ensued a murmur and half-hushed tumult, as if 
the auditors, released from the high spell that had transported them into 
the region of another’s mind, were returning into themselves, with all 
their awe and wonder still heavy on them In a moment more, the crowd 
began to gush forth from the doors of the church Now that there was an 
end, they needed other breath, more fit to support the gross and earthly 
life into which they relapsed, than that atmosphere which the preacher 
had converted into words of flame, and had burdened with the rich fra- 
grance of his thought 

In the open air their rapture broke into speech The street and the mar- 
ket-place absolutely babbled, from side to side, with applauses of the 
minister His hearers could not rest until they had told one another of 
what each knew better than he could tell or hear According to their united 
testimony, never had man spoken m so wise, so high, and so holy a spirit, 
as he that spake this day, nor had inspiration ever breathed through mor- 
tal lips more evidently than it did through his Its influence could be seen, 
as it were, descending upon him, and possessing him, and continually lift- 
mg him out of the written discourse that lay before him, and filling him 
with ideas that must have been as marvellous to himself as to his audience 
His subject, it appeared, had been the relation between the Deity and the 
communities of mankind, with a special reference to the New England 
which they were here planting m the wilderness And, as he drew towards 
the close, a spirit as of prophecy had come upon him, constraining him to 
its purpose as mightily as the old prophets of Israel were constrained, 
only with this difference, that, whereas the Jewish seers had denounced 
judgments and rum on their country, it was his mission to foretell a high 
and glorious destiny for the newly gathered people of the Lord But, 
throughout it all, and through the whole discourse, there had been a cer- 
tain deep, sad undertone of pathos, which could not be interpreted other- 
wise than as the natural regret of one soon to pass away Yes, their min- 
ister whom they so loved and who so loved them all, that he could not 
depart heavenward without a sigh had the foreboding of untimely death 
upon him, and would soon leave them m their tears ' This idea of his tran- 
sitory stay on earth gave the last emphasis to the effect which the preach- 
er had produced, it was as if an angel, m his passage to the skies, had 
shaken his bright wings over the people for an instant, at once a shadow 
and a splendor, and had shed down a shower of golden truths upon them 
Thus, there had come to the Reverend Mr Dimmesdalc as to most 
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men, in their various spheres, though seldom recognized until they see it 
far behind them an epoch of life more brilliant and full of triumph than 
any pievious one, or than any which could heieafter be He stood, at this 
moment, on the very proudest eminence of superioiity, to which the gifts 
of intellect, rich lore, prevailing eloquence, and a reputation of whitest 
sanctity, could exalt a clergyman m New England’s earliest days, when 
the piofessional character was of itself a lofty pedestal Such was the 
position which the minister occupied, as he bowed his head forward on 
the cushions of the pulpit, at the close of his Election Sermon Meanwhile 
Hester Prynne was standing beside the scaffold of the pillory, with the 
scarlet letter still burning on her breast I 

Now was heard again the clangor of music, and the measured tramp of 
the military escort, issuing from the chuich-door The procession was to 
be marshalled thence to the town-hall, where a solemn banquet would 
complete the ceremonies of tlie day 

Once more, therefore, the team of venerable and majestic fathers was 
seen moving through a broad pathway of the people, who drew back rev- 
erently, on either side, as the Governor and magistrates, the old and wise 
men, the holy ministers, and all that were eminent and renowned, ad- 
vanced into the midst of them When they were fairly in the market-place, 
their presence was greeted by a shout This though doubtless it might 
acquire additional force and volume from the childlike loyalty vhich the 
age awarded to its rulers was felt to be an irrepressible outburst of en- 
thusiasm kindled in the auditors by that high strain of eloquence which 
was yet reverberating m their ears Each felt the impulse m himself, and, 
m the same breath, caught it from his neighbor Within the church, it had 
hardly been kept down, beneath the sky, it pealed upward to the zenith. 
There were human beings enough, and enough of highly wrought and 
symphonious feeling, to produce that more impressive sound than the or- 
gan tones of the blast, or the thunder, or the roar of the sea, even that 
mighty swell of many voices, blended into one great voice by the universal 
impulse which malces likewise one vast heart out of the many Never, from 
the soil of New England, had gone up such a shout' Never, on New Eng- 
land soil, had stood the man honored by his mortal brethren as the 
preacher' 

How fared it with him then? Were there not the brilliant particles of a 
halo in the air about his head? So etherealized by spirit as he was, and so 
apotheosized by worshipping admirers, did his footsteps, in the proces- 
sion, really tread upon the dust of earths 

As the ranks of military men and civil fathers moved onward, all eyes 
were turned towards the point where the minister was seen to approach 
among them The shout died into a murmur, as one portion of the crowd 
after another obtained a glimpse of him How feeble and pale he looked, 
ills triumph ' The energy or say, rather, the inspiration which 
nad held him up until he should have delivered the sacred message that 
brought its own strength along with it from Heaven was withdrawn, 
now that it had so faithfully performed its office The glow, which they 
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had just before beheld buining on his cheek, was extinguished, like a flame 
that sinks do^An hopeless^ among the late-decaying embers It seemed 
hardly the face of a man alive, with such a deathlike hue, it was hardly a 
man with life m him that tottered on his path so nervelessly, yet tottered, 
and did not fall ' 

One of his clerical brethren, it was the venerable John Wilson, ob- 
serving the state in ^Ahich Mr Dimmesdale was left by the letiimg wave 
of intellect and sensibility, stepped forward hastily to offer his support 
The minister tremulously, but decidedly, repelled the old man’s arm He 
still walked onward, if that movement could be so described, which rathei 
resembled the wavering effort of an infant with its mother’s arms m view, 
outstretched to tempt him forward And now, almost impel ceptible as 
were the latter steps of his progress, he had come opposite the well-re- 
membeied and weather-darkened scaffold, where, long since, with all that 
dreary lapse of time between, Hester Prynne had encountered the world’s 
Ignominious stare There stood Hestei, holding little Pearl by the hand' 
And there was the scarlet letter on her breast' The minister here made a 
pause, although the music still played the stately and rejoicing march to 
which the procession moved It summoned him onward, onward to the 
festival ' but here he made a pause 

Bellingham, for the last few moments, had kept an anxious eye upon 
him He now left his own place m the procession, and advanced to give as- 
sistance, judging, from Mr Dimmesdale’s aspect, that he must otherwise 
inevitably fdl But there was something m the latter’s expression that 
warned back the magistrate, although a man not readily obeying the 
vague intimations that pass from one spirit to another The crowd, mean- 
while, looked on with awe and wonder This earthly faintness was, in their 
view, only another phase of the minister’s celestial strength, nor would 
it have seemed a miracle too high to be wrought for one so holy, had he 
ascended before their eyes, waxing dimmer and brighter, and fading at 
last into the light of heaven 

He turned towards the scaffold, and stretched forth his arms 

“Hester,” said he, “come hither' Come, my little Pearl' ” 

It was a ghastly look with which he regarded them, but there was 
something at once tender and strangely triumphant in it The child, with 
the bird-like motion which was one of her characteristics, flew to him, 
and clasped her arms about his knees Hester Prynne slowly, as if im- 
pelled by inevitable fate, and against her strongest will likewise drew 
near, but paused before she reached him At this instant, old Roger Chil- 
lingworth thrust himself through the crowd, or, perhaps, so dark, dis- 
turbed, and evil, was his look, he rose up out of some nether region, to 
snatch back his victim from what he sought to do ' Be that as it might, 
the old man rushed forward, and caught the minister by the arm 

“Madman, hold' what is your purpose^” whispered he “Wave back 
that woman' Cast off this child' All shall be well' Do not blacken your 
fame, and perish in dishonor' I can yet save you' Would you bring in- 
famy on your sacred profession?” 
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‘‘Ha, tempter! Methmks thou art too late!’’ answered the minister, 
encountering his eye, fearfully, but fiimly “Thy power is not what it 
was' With God’s help, I shall escape thee now'” 

He again extended his hand to the woman of the scarlet letter 
“Hester Prynne,” cried he, with a pieicing earnestness, “in the name 
of Him, so terrible and so merciful, who gives me grace, at this last mo- 
ment, to do what for my own heavy sm and miserable agony I with- 
held myself from doing seven years ago, come hither now, and twine thy 
strength about me' Thy strength, Hester, but let it be guided by the 
will which God hath granted me' This wretched and wronged old man is 
opposing it with all his might' with all his own might, and the fiend’s' 
Come, Hester, come' Support me up yonder scaffold ' ” 

The crowd was in a tumult The men of rank and dignity, who stood 
more immediately around the clergyman, were so taken by surprise, and so 
perplexed as to the purport of what they saw,- unable to receive the ex- 
planation which most readily presented itself, or to imagine any other, 
that they remained silent and inactive spectators of the judgment which 
Providence seemed about to work They beheld the minister, leaning on 
Hester’s shoulder, and supported by her arm around him, approach the 
scaffold, and ascend its steps, while still the little hand of the sm-born 
child was clasped m his Old Roger Chillingworth followed, as one in- 
timately connected with the drama of guilt and sorrow in which they had 
all been actors, and well entitled, therefore, to be present at its closing 
scene 

“Hadst thou sought the whole earth over,” said he, looking darkly at 
the clergyman, “there was no one place so secret, no high place nor 
lowly place, where thou couldst have escaped me, save on this very 
scaffold'” 

“Thanks be to Him who hath led me hither' ” answered the minister 
Yet he trembled, and turned to Hester with an expression of doubt 
and anxiety in his eyes, not the less evidently betrayed, that there was a 
feeble smile upon his lips 

“Is not this better,” murmured he, “than what we dreamed of m the 
forest^” 

“I know not' I know not' ” she hurriedly replied “Better? Yea, so we 
may both die, and little Pearl die with us' ” 

“For thee and Pearl, be it as God shall order,” said the minister, “and 
God IS merciful' Let me now do the will which He hath made plain be- 
fore my sight For, Hester, I am a dying man So let me make haste to 
take my shame upon me' ” 

Partly supported by Hester Prynne, and holding one hand of little 
kf Reverend Mr Dimmesdale turned to the dignified and vener- 

able rulers, to the holy ministers, who were his brethren, to the people, 
whose great heart was thoroughly appalled, yet ovei flowing with tearful 
sympathy, as knowing that some deep life-matter which, if full of sin, 
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maiij and gave a distinctness to his figure, as he stood out from all the 
earth, to put in his plea of guilty at the bai of Eternal Justice 

“People of New England’” cried he, with a voice that rose over them 
high, solemn, and majestic, yet had always a tiemoi through it, and 
sometimes a shriek, struggling up out of a fathomless depth of remorse 
and woe, “ye, that have loved me’ ye, that have deemed me holy’ 
behold me here, the one sinnei of the world’ A last’ at last' I stand 
upon the spot wheie, seven years since, I should have stood, heie, vith 
this woman, whose aim, more than the little strength wherewith I have 
crept hitherward, sustains me, at this dreadful moment, from grovelling 
do\vn upon my face’ Lo, the scarlet letter which Hester wears’ Ye have 
all shuddered at it' Ydierev£i her walk hath been, wherever, so misei- 
ably burdened, she may have hoped to find repose, it hath cast a lurid 
gleam of awe and horrible lepugnance round about her But there stood 
one in tlie midst of you, at whose brand of sin and infamy 3^e have not 
shuddered’” 

It seemed, at this point, as if the minister must leave the remainder of 
his secret undisclosed But he fought back the bodily wealcness, and, 
still more, the faintness of heart, that was striving for the master^'- with 
him He threw off all assistance, and stepped passionately forward a pace 
before the woman and the child 

“It was on him'” he continued, with a kind of fierceness, so deter- 
mined was he to speak out the whole “God’s eye beheld it’ The angels 
were forever pointing at it’ The Devil Icnew it well, and fretted it con- 
tmually with the touch of his burning finger I But he hid it cunningly from 
men, and walked among you with the mien of a spirit, mournful, because 
so pure in a sinful woild’ and sad, because he missed his heavenly kin- 
dred’ Now, at the death-hour, he stands up befoie you ’ He bids you look 
again at Hester’s scarlet letter ’ He tells you, that, with all its mysterious 
horror, it is but the shadow of what he bears on his own breast, and that 
even this, his own red stigma, is no more than the type of what has seared 
his mmost heart! Stand any here that question God’s judgment on a sin- 
ner? Behold' Behold a dreadful witness of it' ” 

With a convulsive motion, he tore away the ministerial band from be- 
fore his breast It was revealed ’ But it were irreverent to describe that 
revelation For an instant, the gaze of the horror-stricken multitude was 
concentred on the ghastly miracle , while the minister stood, with a flush 
of triumph in his face, as one who, m the crisis of acutest pain, had won a 
victory Then, down he sank upon the scaffold ' Hester partly raised him, 
and supported his head against her bosom Old Roger Chillingworth knelt 
down beside him, with a blank, dull countenance, out of which the life 
seemed to have departed 

“Thou hast escaped me’ ” he repeated more than once “Thou hast es- 
caped me’” 

“May God forgive thee'” said the minister “Thou, too, hast deeolv 
sinned'” 



236 the works of HAWTHORNE 

He withdrew his dying eyes from the old man, and fixed them on the 
woman and the child 

“My little Pearl,” said he, feebly, and there was a sweet and gentle 
smile over his face, as of a spirit sinking into deep repose , nay, now that 
the burden was removed, it seemed almost as if he w'ould be sportive with 
the child, “dear little Pearl, wilt thou kiss me now? Thou wouldst not, 
yonder, in the forest' But now thou wilt?” 

Pearl kissed his lips A spell was broken. The great scene of grief m 
which the wild infant bore a part, had developed all her sympathies , and 
as her tears fell upon her father’s cheek, they were the pledge that she 
would grow up amid human jOy and sorrow’, nor forever do battle W’lth 
the world, but be a woman in it. Tow’ards her mother, too. Pearl's errand 
as a messenger of anguish was all fulfilled 

“Hestei,” said the clergyman, “farew’ell'” 

“Shall we not meet again?” whispered she, bending her face dow’n close 
to his “Shall we not spend our immortal life together? Surely, surely, we 
have ransomed one another, w’lth all this w’oe' Thou lookest far into eter- 
nity, W’lth those bright dying eyes' Then tell me w’hat thou seest?” 

“Hush, Hester, hush' ” said he, w’lth tremulous solemnity “The law we 
broke' the sin here so awfully revealed' let these alone be in thy 
thoughts' I fear' I fear' It may be that, when we forgot our God, when 
we violated our reverence each for the other’s soul, it w as thenceforth 
vain to hope that we could meet' hereafter, m an everlasting and pure re- 
union God knows, and He is merciful' He hath proved his mercy, most 
of all, m my afflictions By giving me this burning torture to bear upon 
my breast' By sending yonder dark and terrible old man, to keep the tor- 
ture always at red-heat' By bringing me hither, to die this death of tri- 
umphant Ignominy before the people' Had either of these agonies been 
w’anting, I had been lost forever' Praised be his name' His w’lll be done' 
Farewell' ” 

That final w’ord came forth with the minister’s expiring breath The 
multitude, silent till then, broke out in a strange, deep voice of aw’e and 
wonder, which could not as yet find utterance, save in this murmur that 
rolled so heavily after the departed spirit 


xxrv 

Conclusion 

After many days, when time sufficed for the people to arrange their 
noughts m reference to the foregoing scene, there was more than one ac- 
count of what had been witnessed on the scaffold 
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Most of the spectators testified to having seen, on the breast of the un- 
happy minister, a scarlet letter the very semblance of that worn by 
Hester Prynne imprinted in the flesh As regarded its origin, there were 
various explanations, all of which must necessarily have been conjectural 
Some affirmed that the Reverend Mr Dimmesdale, on the very day when 
Hester Prynne first wore her ignominious badge, had begun a course of 
penance, which he afterwards, m so many futile methods, followed out, 

by inflicting a hideous tortuie on himself Others contended that the 
stigma had not been produced until a long time subsequent, when old 
Roger Chilhngworth, being a potent necromancer, had caused it to ap- 
pear, through the agency of magic and poisonous drugs Others, again, 
and those best able to appreciate the minister’s peculiar sensibility, and 
the wonderful operation of his spirit upon the body, whispeied their be- 
lief, that the awful symbol was the effect of the ever-active tooth of re- 
morse, gnawing from the inmost heait outwardly, and at last manifesting 
Heaven’s dreadful judgment by the visible presence of the letter The 
reader may choose among these theories We have thrown all the light we 
could acquiie upon the portent, and would gladly, now that it has done its 
office, erase its deep print out of our own brain, where long meditation has 
fixed it m very undesirable distinctness 

It is singular, nevertheless, that certain persons, who were spectators of 
the whole scene, and professed never once to have removed their eyes 
from the Reverend Mr Dimmesdale, denied that there was any mark 
whatever on his breast, more than on a new-born infant’s Neither, by 
their report, had his dying woids acknowledged, noi even remotely im- 
plied, any, the slightest connection, on his part, with the guilt for which 
Hester Prynne had so long worn the scarlet letter According to these 
highly respectable witnesses, the minister, conscious that he was dying, 
conscious, also, that the reverence of the multitude placed him already 
among saints and angels, had desired, by yielding up his breath in the 
arms of that fallen woman, to express to the world how utterly nugatory 
IS the choicest of man’s own righteousness After exhausting life in his ef- 
forts for mankind’s spiritual good, he had made the manner of his death a 
parable, in order to impress on his admirers the mighty and mournful les- 
son, that, m the view of Infinite Purity, we are sinners all alike It was to 
teach them, that the holiest among us has but attained so far above his 
fellows as to discern more clearly the Mercy which looks down, and 
repudiate more utterly the phantom of human merit, which would look 
aspirmgly upward Without disputing a truth so momentous, we must be 
allowed to consider this version of Mr Dimmesdale’s story as only an in- 
stance of that stubborn fidelity with which a man’s friends and espe- 
cially a clergyman’s will sometimes uphold his character, when proofs 
clear as the mid-day sunshine on the scarlet letter, establish him a false 
and sm-stained creature of the dust 

The authority which we have chiefly followed, a manuscript of old 
date, drawn up from the verbal testimony of individuals, some of whom 
had known Hester Prynne, while others had heard the tale from contem- 
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porary witnesses, fully confirms the view talcen in the foregoing pages 
Among many morals which press upon us from the poor minister’s miser- 
able expeiience, we put only this into a sentence* “Be true' Be true' Be 
true' Show freely to the world, if not your worst, yet some trait hereby 
the worst may be inferred ' ” 

Nothing was more remarkable than the change which toolc place, al- 
most immediately after Mr Dimmesdale’s death, in the appearance and 
demeanor of the old man known as Roger Chillmgworth All his strength 
and energy all his vital and intellectual force seemed at once to desert 
him, insomuch that he positively withered up, shrivelled an ay, and al- 
most vanished from mortal sight, like an uprooted weed that lies wilting in 
the sun This unhappy man had made the very principle of his life to con- 
sist in the pursuit and systematic exercise of revenge, and when, by its 
completest triumph and consummation, that evil principle was left with 
no further material to support it, w’hen, m short, there w as no more Dev- 
il’s work on earth for him to do, it only remained for the unhumanized 
mortal to betalie himself whither his Master w'ould find him tasks enough, 
and pay him his wages duly But to all these shadowy beings, so long our 
near acquaintances, as well Roger Chillmgworth as his companions, 
we would fain be merciful It is a curious subject of obseivation and in- 
quiry, whether hatred and love be not the same thing at bottom Each, in 
its utmost development, supposes a high degree of intimacy and heart- 
knowdedge, each renders one individual dependent for the food of his af- 
fections and spiritual life upon another, each leaves the passionate lover, 
or the no less passionate hater, forlorn and desolate by the wuthdraw'al of 
his subject Philosophically considered, therefore, the tw’O passions seem 
essentially the same, except that one happens to be seen m a celestial radi- 
ance, and the other m a dusky and lurid glow In the spiritual w orld, the 
old physician and the minister mutual victims as they have been may, 
unawares, have found their earthly stock of hatred and antipathy trans- 
muted into golden love 

Leaving this discussion apart, we have a matter of business to com- 
municate to the reader At old Roger Chillmgworth’s decease (wEich took 
place within the year), and by his last will and testament, of w'hich Gov- 
ernor Bellingham and the Reverend Mr Wilson w'eie executors, he be- 
queathed a veiy considerable amount of property, both here and in Eng- 
land, to little Pearl, the daughter of Hester Prynne 

So Peari the elf-child, the demon offspring, as some people, up to 
that epocli\persisted in considering her, became the richest heiress of 
her day, in tn^New World Not improbably, this circumstance wn ought a 
very material change in the public estimation , and, had the mother and 
child remained here, little Pearl, at) a marriageable period of life, might 
have mingled her wild blood with The lineage of the devoutest Puritan 
among them all But, m no long time after the physician’s death, the 
wearer of the scarlet letter disappeared, and Pearl along with her For 
many years,'\though a vague report would now and then find its wa}’’ 
across the sem like a shapeless piece of drift-wood tost ashore, wuth the 
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initials of a name upon it, yet no tidings of them unquestionably authen- 
tic ^Yere received The stoiy of tlie scarlet letter grew into a legend Its 
spell, ho\\e\er, v as still potent, and kept the scaffold awful 'where the poor 
minister had died, and likewise the cottage by the seashore, wheie Hester 
Pr3mne had dwelt Near this latter spot, one afternoon, some children 
w^ere at play, w’hen tliey beheld a tall woman, in a gia}'' lobe, approach the 
cottage-door. In all those j'cars it had never once been opened, but eithei 
she unlocked it, or the deca3nng wood and iron 3uelded to her hand, or she 
glided shadow like through these impediments, and, at all e\ents, •went 
in 

On the threshold she paused, turned parth’^ round, foi, perchance, 
the idea of entering all alone, and all so changed, the home of so intense a 
foimei life, was more dreary and desolate than e\en she could bear But 
her hesitation was onl3'- foi an instant, though long enough to displa3’^ a 
scarlet letter on her breast 

And Hester Pr3mne had leturned, and taken up her long-foisaken 
shame’ But where w'as little Pearl? If still alive, she must now' have been 
m the flush and bloom of early womanhood None knew noi ever 
learned, with the fulness of perfect certamt3’’ whether the elf-child had 
gone thus untimely to a maiden grave, or w'hether her wild, rich nature 
had been softened and subdued, and made capable of a w'oman’s gentle 
happmess But, through the remainder of Hestei’s life, there w'eie indica- 
tions that the recluse of the scarlet letter w'as the object of love and inter- 
est w'lth some inhabitant of another land Letters came, w'lth armoiial 
seals upon them, though of beaimgs unknow'ii to English heraldry In the 
cottage there were articles of comfort and luxury such as Hestei never 
cared to use, but which only wealth could have purchased, and affection 
have imagined for her There were trifles, too, little ornaments, beautiful 
tokens of a continual remembrance, that must have been wn ought by deli- 
cate fingers, at the impulse of a fond heart And, once, Hester was seen 
embroidering a baby-gaiment, W'lth such a lavish richness of golden fancy 
as would have raised a public tumult, had any infant, thus apparelled, 
been shown to our sober-hued community 

In fine, the gossips of that day believed, and Mr Surveyor Pue, w'ho 
made investigations a century later, believed, and one of his recent suc- 
cessors in office, moreover, faithfully believes, that Pearl was not only 
alive, but married, and happy, and mindful of her mother, and that she 
would most joyfully have entertained that sad and lonely mother at her 
fireside 

But there was a more real life for Hester Prynne here, in New England, 
than m that unknown region where Pearl had found a home Here had 
been her sm, here, her sorrow, and here was yet to be her penitence She 
had returned, therefore, and resumed, of her own free will, for not the 
sternest magistrate of that iron period would have imposed it, resumed 
the symbol of which we have related so dark a tale Never afterwards did 
it quit her bosom But, m the lapse of the toilsome, thoughtful, and self 
devoted years that made up Hester’s life, the scarlet letter ceased to be a 
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stigma which attracted the world’s scorn and bitterness, and became a 
type of something to be soiioAved over, and looked upon \Mth awe, yet 
with reverence too And, as Hester Prynne had no selfish ends, nor lived 
in any measure for her own profit and enjoyment, people brought all their 
sorrows and perplexities, and besought her counsel, as one who had her- 
self gone through a mighty trouble Women, more especially, in the con- 
tinually lecurnng trials of wounded, wasted, wronged, misplaced, or err- 
ing and sinful passion, or with the dreary burden of a heart unyielded, 
because unvalued and unsought, came to Hester’s cottage, demanding 
why they were so w^retched, and what the remedy' Hester comforted and 
counselled them as best she might. She assured them, too, of her firm be- 
lief, that, at some brighter period, w'hen the wmrld should have grown ripe 
foi it, in Heaven’s own time, a new truth wmuld be revealed, in order to 
establish the whole relation between man and w^oman on a surer ground of 
mutual happiness Earlier in life, Hester had vainly imagined that she 
herself might be the destined prophetess, but had long since recognized 
the impossibility that any mission of divine and mysterious truth should 
be confided to a woman stained wnth sin, bowled dowm w’lth shame, or even 
burdened with a life-long sorrow The angel and apostle of the coming 
revelation must be a woman indeed, but lofty, pure, and beautiful , and 
wise, moreover, not through dusky grief, but the ethereal medium of joy, 
and showing how sacred love should make us happy, by the truest test of 
a life successful to such an end ' 

So said Hester Prynne, and glanced her sad eyes downward at the scar- 
let letter And, after many, many years a new grave wns delved, near an 
old and sunken one, in that burial-ground beside W'hich King’s Chapel has 
smce been built It was near that old and sunken grave, yet w ith a space 
between, as if the dust of the two sleepers had no right to mingle. Yet one 
tombstone served for both All around, there w^ere monuments carved 
with armorial bearings, and on this simple slab of slate as the curious 
investigator may still discern, and perplex himself wuth the purport 
there appeared the semblance of an engraved escutcheon It bore a device, 
a herald’s wording of which might serve for a motto and brief description 
of our now concluded legend , so sombre is it, and relieved only by one 
ever-glowing point of light gloomier than the shadow 
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Preface 


When a writer calls his work a Romance, it need hardly be observed that 
he wishes to claim a certain latitude, both as to its fashion and material, 
which he would not have felt himself entitled to assume had he professed 
to be vmtmg a Novel The latter form of composition is presumed to aim 
at a very minute fidelity, not merely to the possible, but to the probable 
and ordinary course of man’s experience The former while, as a work 
of art, it must rigidl}’’ subject itself to laws, and while it sms unpardonably 
so far as it may swerve aside from the truth of the human heart has 
fairly a right to present that truth under circumstances, to a great extent, 
of the writer’s own choosing or creation If he think fit, also, he may so 
manage his atmospherical medium as to bring out or mellow the lights 
and deepen and enrich the shadows of the pictuie He will be wnse, no 
doubt, to make a very moderate use of the privileges here stated, and, 
especially, to mingle the Marvellous rather as a slight, delicate, and evan- 
escent flavor, than as any portion of the actual substance of the dish of- 
fered to the public He can hardly be said, however, to commit a literary 
crime even if he disregard this caution 

In the present work, the author has proposed to himself but with 
what success, fortunately, it is not for him to judge to keep undeviating- 
ly within his immunities The point of view m which this tale conies under 
the Romantic definition lies m the attempt to connect a bygone time with 
the very present that is flitting away from us It is a legend prolonging it- 
self, from an epoch now gray m the distance, down into our own broad 
daylight, and bringing along with it some of its legendary mist, which the 
reader, according to his pleasure, may either disregard, or allow it to float 
almost imperceptibly about the characters and events for the sake of a 
picturesque effect The narrative, it may be, is woven of so humble a tex- 
ture as to require this advantage, and, at the same time, to render it the 
more difficult of attainment 

Many writers lay very great stress upon some definite moral purpose, 
at which they profess to aim then works Not to be deficient m this par- 
ticular, the author has provided himself with a moral, the truth, name- 
ly, that the wrong-doing of one generation lives into the successive ones, 
and, divesting itself of every temporary advantage, becomes a pure and 
uncontrollable mischief, and he would feel it a singular gratification if 
this romance might effectually convince mankind or, indeed, any one 
man of the folly of tumbling down an avalanche of ill-gotten gold, or 
real estate, on the heads of an unfortunate posterity, thereby to maim and 
crush them, until the accumulated mass shall be scattered abroad in its 
original atoms In good faith, however, he is not* sufficiently imaginative 
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to flatter himself with the slightest hope of this kind When romances do 
really teach anything, or produce any effective operation, it is usually 
through a far more subtile process than the ostensible one The author 
has considered it hardly worth his while, therefoie, relentlessly to impale 
the story with its moial as with an iron rod, or, rather, as by sticking a 
pm through a butterfly, thus at once depriving it of life, and causing it 
to stiffen m an ungainly and unnatural altitude A high truth, indeed, 
fairly, finely, and skilfully wrought out, brightening at every step, and 
crowning the final development of a work of fiction, may add an artistic 
glory, but is never any truer, and seldom any more evident, at the last 
page than at the first 

The reader may perhaps choose to assign an actual locality to the imag- 
inary events of this narrative If permitted by the historical connection, 

which, though slight, was essential to his plan, the author would very 
willingly have avoided anytlimg of this nature Not to speak of other ob- 
jections, It exposes the romance to an inflexible and exceedingly danger- 
ous species of criticism, by bringing his fancy-pictures almost into posi- 
tive contact with the realities of the moment It has been no part of his ob- 
ject, however, to describe local manners, nor in any way to meddle with 
the chaiacteristics of a community for whom he cherishes a proper respect 
and a natural regard He trusts not to be considered as unpardonably of- 
fending by laying out a street that infringes upon nobody’s private rights, 
and appropriating a lot of land which had no visible owmer, and building 
a house of materials long in use for constiuctmg castles m the air The 
personages of the tale though they give themselves out to be of ancient 
stability and considerable prominence are really of the author’s owm 
making, or, at all events, of his owm mixing, their virtues can shed no 
lustre, nor their defects redound, in the remotest degree, to the discredit 
of the venerable town of which they profess to be inhabitants He wwild 
be glad, therefore, if especially in the quarter to w'hich he alludes the 
book may be read strictly as a Romance, having a great deal more to do 
with the clouds overhead than with any portion of the actual soil of the 
County of Essex 

Lenox, January 27, 1851 
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HOUSE OF THE SEVEN GABLES 

I 

The Old Pyncheon Family 

Hf\Lr-WAY do\Mi a by-street of one of our New England towns stands a 
rust}’- wooden house, wuth seven acutely peaked gables, facing towards 
various points of the compass, and a huge, clustered chimne}’^ in the midst 
The street is Pyncheon Street, the house is the old Pyncheon House, and 
an elm-tree, of wnde circumference, rooted before the door, is familiar to 
every town-boin child b}^ the title of the Pjmcheon Elm On my occasional 
visits to the town aforesaid, I seldom failed to turn down Pyncheon Street, 
for the sake of passing through the shadow' of these tw'o antiquities, the 
great elm-tree and the w'eather-beaten edifice 

The aspect of the venerable mansion has always affected me like a hu- 
man countenance, bearing the traces not merely of outw'ard storm and 
sunshine, but expressive, also, of the long lapse of mortal hie, and accom- 
panying vicissitudes that have passed w'lthm Were these to be w'orthily 
recounted, they w'ould form a narrative of no small interest and instruc- 
tion, and possessing, moreover, a certain remarkable unity, which might 
almost seem the result of artistic arrangement But the story would in- 
clude a chain of events extending over the better part of tw'o centuries, 
and, w'ntten out with reasonable amplitude, would fill a bigger folio vol- 
ume, or a longer series of duodecimos, than could prudently be appro- 
priated to the annals of all New' England during a similar period It con- 
sequently becomes imperative to make short w'ork with most of the tradi- 
tionary lore of which the old Pyncheon House, otherw'ise known as the 
House of the Seven Gables, has been the theme. With a brief sketch, 
therefore, of the circumstances amid which the foundation of the house 
was laid, and a rapid glimpse at its quaint exterior, as it grew black in the 
prevalent east wind, pointing, too, here and there, at some spot of more 
verdant mossiness on its roof and walls, we shall commence the real ac- 
tion of our tale at an epoch not very remote from the present day Still, 
there will be a connection with the long past a reference to forgotten 
events and personages, and to manners, feelings, and opinions, almost or 
wholly obsolete which, if adequately translated to the reader, would 
serve to illustrate how much of old material goes to make up the freshest 
novelty of human life Hence, too, might be drawn a weighty lesson from 
the little-regarded truth, that the act of the passing generation is the germ 
which may and must produce good or evil fruit in a far-distant time, that, 
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together with the seed of the merely tcmpoiary crop,. which mortals term 
expediency, they inevitably sow the acorns of a more enduring growtli, 
ivhich may darkly oveishadow their posterity 

The House of the Seven Gables, antique as it now looks, was not the 
first habitation elected by civili/cd man on preci^-ely the same spot of 
ground Pyncheon Street foimerl}^ boic the humblci appellation of 
Maule’s Lane, from the name of the original occupant of the soil, before 
w'hose cottage-door it wxas a cow -path A natural spimg of soft and pleas- 
ant water a rare treasure on the sca-gitt peninsula, where the Puritan 
settlement w'as made had early induced hJatthew hJ.uile to build <i hut, 
shaggy with thatch, at this point, although somewhat too remote from 
what was then the centre of the village In the growth of the town, how- 
ever, aftei some thirty or fort}^ years, the site coierccl by this rude lio^el 
had become exceedingly desirable in the eyes of a prominent and power- 
ful personage, w-ho asserted plausible claims to the pioprietordiip of this, 
and a large adjacent tract of land, on the strength of ti grant from the 
legislature Colonel Pjmeheon, the claimant, as we gather from whateier 
traits of him are preserved, was characterised by an iron cnerf^’’ of pu'*- 
pose Matthew hlaiile, on the other hand, though an obscure man, was 
stubborn in the defence of what he consideicd his right, and, for several 
years, he succeeded in protecting the acre or two of earth, which, with his 
own toil, he had hewm out of the primeval foiest, to be his garden-ground 
and homestead No WTitten record of this dispute is known to be in exis- 
tence Our acquaintance with the w'hole subject is derivfcd chiefly from 
tradition It would be bold, therefore, and possibly unjust, to v enture a 
decisive opinion as to its merits , although it appears to have been at least 
a mattei of doubt, wlietlier Colonel Pynebeon’s claim were not unduly 
stretched, m order to make it cover the small metes and bounds of !Mat- 
thew Maule What greatly strengthens such a suspicion is the fact that 
this controversy between tw^o ill-matched antagonists at a period, more- 
over, laud it as we majq when personal influence had far more weight than 
now remained for years undecided, and came to a close only with the 
death of the party occupying the disputed soil The mode of lus death, 
too, affects the mind differently, m our day, from what it did a century 
and a half ago It was a death that blasted wnth strange horror the humble 
name of the dweller in the cottage, and made zt seem almost a lehgious 
act to drive the plough over the little area of his habitation, and obliterate 
his place and memory from among men 

Maule, m a word, was executed for the crime of witch- 
craft He was one of the martyrs to that terrible delusion, wLich should 
each us, among its other morals, that the influential classes, and those 
wno take upon themselves to be leaders of the people, are fully liable to 
a the passionate error that has ever characterized the maddest mob 
statesmen, the wisest, calmest, holiest persons of 
nrfT inner circle round about the gallows, loudest to 

pp aud the work of blood, latest to confess themselves miserably de- 
ive if any one part of their proceedings can be said to deserve less 
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blame than another, it Mas the singular indisciimination Mith Mdiich they 
persecuted, not merel}’’ the pool and aged, as in former judicial massacres, 
but people of all ranl^, their oMn equals, brethren, and Mives Amid the 
disorder of such various luin, it is not strange that a man of inconsider- 
able note, like iMaiile, should have trodden the martyr’s path to the hill 
of execution almost unremarked in the throng of his feIlo\v-suffereis But, 
in after dajs. Mhen the frenzy of that hideous epoch had subsided, it was 
remembeied how loiidl}'” Colonel Pjmcheon had joined in the general cry, 
to purge the land from Mitchcraft, nor did it fail to be xvhispered, that 
there Mas an individious acrimony in the zeal Mith Mdiich he had sought 
the condemnation of MatthcM IMaule It M'as M’ell knoMn that the victim 
had recognized the bitterness of personal enmity in his persecutor’s con- 
duct tOMards him. and that he declared himself hunted to death for his 
spoil At the moment of execution Mith the halter about his neck, and 
Mhile Colonel P3mcheon sat on horseback, grimlj’- gazing at the scene 
INIaiile had addressed him from the scaffold, and uttered a prophec}^, of 
Mhich histor}^ as M'ell as fireside tradition, has preserved the very words 
”God,” said the dying man, pointing his fingei. Math a ghastly look, at the 
undismaj^ed countenance of his enemy, “God Mail give him blood tc 
drink'” 

Aftei the reputed Mazard’s death, his humble homestead had fallen an 
easy spoil into Colonel Pyncheon’s giasp When it M^as understood, hoM- 
ever, that the Colonel intended to eiect a family mansion spacious, pon 
derously framed of oaken timber, and calculated to endure for man}' gen- 
erations of his posterity over the spot fiist covered by the log-built hut 
of MattheM' Maule, there was much shaking of the head among the village 
gossips Without absolutely ex-pressing a doubt Mdiether the stalwart Puri- 
tan had acted as a man of conscience and integrity throughout the pro- 
ceedings Mdiich have been sketched, they, nevertheless, hinted that he was 
about to build his house over an unquiet grave His home M^ould include 
the home of the dead and buried wizard, and would thus afford tlie ghost 
of the latter a kind of privilege to haunt its new apartments, and the 
chambers into which future bridegrooms were to lead their brides, and 
where children of the Pyncheon blood were to be born The terror and ug- 
liness of Maule’s crime, and the wretchedness of his punishment, would 
darken the freshly plastered walls, and infect them early with the scent of 
an old and melancholy house Why, then, while so much of the soil 
around him was bestrewn with the virgin forest-leaves, why should 
Colonel Pyncheon prefer a site that had already been accurst? 

But the Puritan soldier and magistrate was not a man to be turned 
aside from his well-considered scheme, either by dread of the wizard’s 
ghost, or by flimsy sentimentalities of any kind, however specious. Had 
he been told of a bad air, it might have moved him someM^hat, but he M^as 
ready to encounter an evil spirit on his own ground Endowed with com- 
mon-sense, as massive and hard as blocks of gianite, fastened togethei by 
stern rigidity of purpose, as with iron clamps, he followed out his original 
design, probably without so much as imagining an objection to it On the 
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score of delicacy, or any scrupulousness which a finer sensibility might 
have taught him, the Colonel, like most of his breed and generation, vas 
impenetrable He, therefore, dug his cellar, and laid the deep foundations 
of his mansion, on the square of earth i\ hence :Matlhcv, Maule, forty 
yeais before, had first swept away the fallen ]ca\ es It was a curious, and, 
as some people "thought, an ominous fact, that, very soon after the %\ork- 
men began their operations, the spring of ^^aler, abo\e mentioned, en- 
tirely lost the dehciousness of its pristine quality \\ hciher its sources 
were disturbed by the depth of the new cellar, or whatever subtler cause 
might lurk at the bottom, it li certain that the water of Maulc s Well, as 
It continued to be called, grew hard and brackish Tven such we find it 
now, and any old woman of the neighborhood will certify that it is pro- 
ductive of intestinal mischief to those who quench their thirst there 

The reader may deem it singular that the head carpenter of the new 
edifice was no other than the son of the very man from who'^e dead gripe 
the property of the soil had been w rested Not improbably he was the best 
w'orkman of his time, or, perhaps, the Colonel thought it expedient, or 
was impelled by some better feeling, thus openly to cast aside all ani- 
mosity against the race of his fallen antagonist. Nor was it out of keeping 
with the general coarseness and matter-of-fact character of the age, lh.it 
the son should be willing to earn an honest penny, or, rather, a weighty 
amount of sterling pounds, from the purse of his father’s deadly enemy 
At all events, Thomas Maule became the architect of the House of the 
Seven Gables, and performed his duty so faithfully that the timber frame- 
w'ork fastened by his hands still holds together 

Thus the great house was built Familiar as it stands in the writer’s rec- 
ollection, for It has been an object of curiosity with him from boyhood, 
both as a specimen of the best and stateliest architecture of a long-past 
epoch, and as the scene of ev'ents more full of human interest, perhaps, 
than those of a gray feudal castle, familiar as it stands, in its rusty old 
age, it is therefore only the more difficult to imagine the bright novelty 
with which it first caught the sunshine The impression of its actual state, 
at this distance of a hundred and sixty years, darkens inevitably through 
the picture which we would fain give of its appearance on the morning 
when the Puritan magnate bade all the town to be his guests A ceremony 
of consecration, festive as well as religious, w^as now to be performed A 
prayer and discourse from the Rev Mr. Higginson, and the outpouring of 
a psalm from the general throat of the community, was to be made accep- 
table to the grosser sense by ale, cider, \vine, and brandy, in copious ef- 
usion, and, as some authorities aver, by an ox, roasted whole, or at least, 
by the weight and substance of an ox, in more manageable joints and sir- 
oins The carcass of a deer, shot within twenty miles, had supplied ma- 
erial for the vast circumference of a pasty A codfish of sixty pounds, 
c^ght in the bay, had been dissolved into the rich liquid of a chow^der 
e chimney of the new house, in short, belchmg forth its kitchen-smoke, 
impregnated the whole air with the scent of meats, fowls, and fishes, 
pici y concocted with odoriferous herbs, and onions m abundance The 
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mere smell of such festnity, making its ^\ay to e\er3^body’s nostrils, was 
at once an invitation and an appetite 

iMaiile's Lane, or Puncheon Street, as it vere now more decoious to call 
It, was thronged at the appointed hour, as with a congiegation on its wa}'’ 
to church All, as thet’’ approached, looked upward at the imposing edifice, 
nhich vas henceforth to assume its lank among tlie habitations of man- 
kind There it rose, a little nithdiann from the line of the street, but in 
pride, not inode'^U’ Its whole \ isible e\lerioi was ornamented with quaint 
figures, concened in the grotesqueness of a Gothic fanc3q and diawm or 
stamped m the glittering plaster, composed of lime, pebbles, and bits of 
glass walh which the woodwoik of the walls was overspread On every 
side the se\en gables pointed shaipl3’^ tow'ards the sk3q and piesented the 
aspect of a whole sisterhood of edifices, breathing through the spiracles of 
one great chimney The many lattices, wuth their small, diamond-shaped 
panes, admitted the sunlight into hall and chamber, wdiile, nexertheless, 
the second story, projecting far over the base, and itself retiring beneath 
the third, threw^ a shadowy and thoughtful gloom into the low^er rooms 
Carved globes of wood were affixed under the jutting stories Little spiral 
rods of iron beautified each of the seven pealcs On the triangular portion 
of the gable, that fronted next the street, w^as a dial, put up that very 
morning, and on which the sun w'as still marking the passage of the fiist 
bright hour in a history that w^as not destined to be all so bright All 
around were scattered shavings, chips, shingles, and broken halves of 
bricks, these, together wuth the lately turned earth, on wLich tlie grass 
had not begun to grow^, contributed to the impression of strangeness and 
novelty proper to a house that had yet its place to make among men’s 
daily interests 

The principal entrance, which had almost the breadth of a church-door, 
w^as in the angle between the two front gables, and was covered by an 
open porch, wuth benches beneath its shelter. Under this arched doorway, 
scraping their feet on the unworn threshold, now trod the clerg3mien, the 
elders, the magistrates, the deacons, and whatever of aristocracy there 
was in town or county Thither, too, thronged the plebeian classes as free- 
ly as their betters, and in larger number Just within the entrance, how^- 
ever, stood two serving-men, pointing some of the guests to the- neighbor- 
hood of the kitchen, and ushering others into the statelier rooms, hos- 
pitable alike to all, but still with a scrutinizing regard to the high or low 
degree of each Velvet garments, sombre but rich, stiffly plaited ruffs and 
bands, embroidered gloves, venerable beards, the mien and countenance 
of authority, made it easy to distinguish the gentleman of worship, at that 
period, from the tradesman, with his plodding air, or the laborer, in his 
leathern jerkin, stealing awe-stricken into the house which he had per- 
haps helped to build 

One inauspicious circumstance there was, which awakened a hardly 
concealed displeasure in the breasts of a few of the more punctilious visi- 
tors The founder of this stately mansion a gentleman noted for the 
square and ponderous courtesy of his demeanor ought surely to have 
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Stood m his ovm hall, and to have offered the fust velcomc to so many 
eminent personages as here presented themselves in honor of his solemn 
festival He was as yet invisible, the most favored of the gue-its had not 
beheld him This sluggishness on Colonel Pynchcon s part became still 
more unaccountable, when the second dignitary of the province made his 
appearance, and found no more ceiemonious a reception 1 lie licutenant- 
goveinor, although his visit was one of the anticipated glories of the day, 
had alighted fiom his horse, and assisted his lady from hei sulc-saddle, 
and crossed the Colonel's threshold, without other giccting than that of 
the principal domestic 

This person a gray-headed man, of quiet and most respectful deport- 
ment found it necessary to explain that his master still remained in his 
study, or private apartment, on entering which, an hour bcfoie, he had 
expressed a wash on no account to be disturbed 

“Do not you see, fellow’,” said the high-sheriff of the county, t, iking the 
servant aside, “that this is no less a man than the lieutenant-governor? 
Summon Colonel Pyncheon at once! I know that he received letters from 
England this morning, and, m tlie perusal and consideration of them, an 
hour may have passed away without his noticing it But he will be ill- 
pleased, I judge, if you suffer him to neglect the courtesy due to one of our 
chief rulers, and who may be said to represent King William, in the ab- 
sence of the governor himself Call your master instantly’ 

“Nay, please your worship,” answered the man, in much perplexity, 
but with a backwardness that strikingly indicated the hard and severe 
character of Colonel Pyncheon’s domestic rule, “my master’s orders were 
exceeding strict, and, as your worship knows, he permits of no discretion 
in the obedience of those who owe him service Let who list open yonder 
door, I dare not, though the governor’s own voice should bid me do it’” 
“Pooh, pooh, master high-shenff” cried the lieutenant-governor, who 
had overheard the foregoing discussion, and felt himself high enough in 
station to play a little with his dignity “I will take the matter into my 
own hands It is time that the good Colonel came forth to greet his 
friends, else we shall be apt to suspect that he has taken a sip too much 
of his Canary wine, in his extreme deliberation which cask it were best to 
broach m-honor of the day’ But since he is so much behindhand, I will 
give him a remembrancer myself ’ ” 

Accordingly, with such a tramp of his ponderous riding-boots as might 
of itsdt have been audible in the remotest of the sev^en gables, he ad- 
vanced to the door, which the servant pointed out, and made its new 
panels reecho with a loud, free knock Then, looking round, with a smile, 
o the spectators, he awaited a response As none came, how^ever, he 
nocked again, but with the same unsatisfactory result as at first And 
^ trifle choleric in his temperament, the lieutenant-governor 
up 1 ted the heavy hilt of his sword, wherewith he so beat and banged 
door, that, as some of the by-standers whispered, the racket 
ig nave disturbed the dead Be that as it might, it seemed to produce 
no awa ening effect on Colonel Pyncheon When the sound subsided, the 
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Silence through the house was deep, dreary, and oppressu e, notwithstand- 
ing that the tongues of many of the guests had alread}' been loosened by a 
surreptitious cup or tw o of w me or •spirit-; 

“Strange, forsooth' \eiy strange' cried the lieutenant-governor, 
whose smile was changed to a frown “But seeing that our host sets us the 
good example of forgetting ceremony, I sha'l likewise throw’ it aside, and 
make free to intrude on his pi ivac}'’ ” 

He tried the dooi which vieldcd to his hand, and was flung wide open 
by a sudden gust of w ind that passed, ns w ith a loud sigh, from the outer- 
most portal through all the pas^^ages and apartments of the new’ house It 
rustled the silken garments of the ladies, and wa\ed the long curls of the 
gentlemen s wigs, and sjiook the window-hangings and the curtains of the 
bedchambers, causing e\ cry where a singular stir, which yet was more 
like a hush A shadow of awe and half-feai ful anticipation nobod}'’ knew' 
wherefore, nor of w hat had all at once fallen o\ er the company 

lhe\' thionged, howe\ei, to the now open door, pressing the lieutenant- 
governor, in the eageiness of their curiosity, into the room in advance of 
them At the first glimpse they beheld nothing extraordinary a hand- 
somel}’ furnished loom, of moderate sire, somewhat darkened by cur- 
tains, books arranged on shelves, a large map on the w'all, and likewise a 
portrait of Colonel Pyncheon, beneath which sat the ongmal Colonel 
himself, in an oaken elbow'-chair, with a pen in his hand Letters, parch- 
ments, and blank sheets of paper w'ere on the table before him He ap- 
peared to gaze at the curious crow'd, in front of w'hich stood the lieuten- 
ant-governor and there w'as a frowm on his dark and massive counten- 
ance, as if sternl}' resentful of the boldness that had impelled them into 
his private retirement 

A little DO}' the Colonel’s grandchild, and the only human being that 
ever dared to be familiar wath him now' made his w'ay among the guests, 
and ran tow'aids the seated figure, then pausing half-w'ay, he began to 
shriek wath terror The company, tremulous as the leaves of a tree, w'hen 
all are shaking together, drew nearer, and perceived that there was an un- 
natural distortion in the fix'edness of Colonel P}mcheon’s stare, that 
there W'as blood on his ruff, and that his hoary beard W'as saturated 
with it It was too late to give assistance The iron-hearted Puritan, the 
relentless persecutor, the grasping and strong-willed man, was dead' 
Dead, in his new house' Theie is a tradition, only w'orth alluding to as 
lending a tinge of superstitious awe to a scene perhaps gloomy enough 
without it, that a voice spoke loudly among the guests, the tones of which 
were like those of old Matthew Maule, the executed wizard, '‘God hath 
given him blood to drink ' ” 

Thus early had that one guest, the only guest who is certain, at one 
time or another, to find his way into every human dwelling, thus early 
had Death stepped across the threshold of the House of the Seven Gables ' 
Colonel Pyncheon’s sudden and mysterious end made a vast deal of 
noise in its day There were many rumors, some of which have vaguely 
drifted down to the present time, how that appearances indicated vio- 
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lence, that there were the marhs of fingeis on his throat, and the print of 
a bloody hand on his plaited ruff, and that his peaked beard \\as dishev- 
elled, as if it had been fiercely clutched and pulled It was averred, like- 
wise, that the lattice window, near the Colonel’s chair, was open, and 
that, only a few minutes before the fatal occurrence, the figure of a man 
had been seen clambering over the garden-fence, in the rear of the house 
But it were folly to lay any stress on stories of this kind, which arc sure to 
spring up around such an event as that now lelated, and which, as in the 
present case, sometimes prolong themselves for ages afterwards, like the 
toadstools that indicate where the fallen and buried trunk of a tree has 
long since mouldered into the earth For our own part, we allow' them just 
as little credence as to that othei fable of the skeleton hand which the 
lieutenant-governoi was said to have seen at the ColoneFs throat, but ' 
which vanished away, as he advanced farther into the room Certain it is, 
however, that there w'as a great consultation and dispute of doctors ov er 
the dead body One John Sw'innerton by name who appears to have 
been a man of eminence, upheld it, if we have rightly understood his 
terms of art, to be a case of apoplexy His professional brethren, each for 
himself, adopted various hypotheses, more or less plausible, but all dressed 
out in a perplexing mystery of phrase, w'hicli, if it do not show a bew'ilder- 
ment of mind in these erudite physicians, certainly causes it m the un- 
learned peruser of their opinions The coroner’s jury sat upon the corpse, 
and, like sensible men, returned an unassailable verdict of “Sudden 
Death 

It is indeed difficult to imagine that tliere could have been a serious 
suspicion of murder, or the slightest grounds for implicating any partic- 
ular individual as the perpetrator The rank, wealth, and eminent char- 
acter of the deceased must have insured the strictest scrutiny into every 
ambiguous circumstance As none such is on record, it is safe to assume 
that none existed Tradition, w'hich sometimes brings down truth that 
history has let slip, but is oftener the wuld babble of the time, such as was 
formerly spoken at the fireside and now congeals in new'spapers, tradi- 
tion IS responsible for all contrary averments In Colonel Pyncheon’s fun- 
eral sermon, which was printed, and is still extant, the Rev Mr Higgin- 
son enumerates, among the many felicities of his distinguished parishion- 
er’s earthly career, the happy seasonableness of his death His duties all 
performed, the highest prosperity attained, his race and future gen- 
erations fixed on a stable basis, and with a stately roof to shelter them, 
for centuries to come, what other upward step remained for this good 
man to take, save the final step from earth to the golden gate of heaven ' 
e pious clergyman surely would not have uttered words like these had 
e in the least suspected that the Colonel had been thrust into the other 
wond with the clutch of violence upon his throat 

The family of Colonel Pyncheon, at the epoch of his death, seemed des- 
me to ^ fortunate a permanence as can anjrwise consist with the inher- 
en instability of human affairs It might fairly be anticipated that the 
progress of time would rather increase and ripen their prosperity, than 
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^\ear away and destroy it. For, not onl}’’ had his son and heir come into 
immediate enjoyment of a rich estate, but theie Avas a claim through an 
Indian deed, confirmed bj’' a subsequent grant of the General Court, to a 
vast and as yet unexplored and unmeasured tract of Eastern lands These 
possessions for as such the}’’ might almost certainly be reckoned com- 
prised the greater part of what is now known as Waldo County, in the 
State of >Iaine, and w ere more e\tensi\ e than many a dukedom, or even a 
reigning prince's territoiy, on European soil When the pathless forest 
that still co\ cred this w ild pi incipality should give place as it inevitably 
must, though perhaps not till ages hence to the golden fertility of hu- 
man culture. It would be the source of incalculable wealth to the Pyncheon 
blood Had the Colonel survived only a few’’ weeks longer, it is probable 
that his great political influence, and powerful connections at home and 
abroad, would have consummated all that W’as necessary to render the 
claim axailable But, in spite of good Mr Higginson’s congratulatory elo- 
quence, this appeared to be the one thing which Colonel Pyncheon, provi- 
dent and sagacious as he w’as, had allowed to go to at loose ends So far as 
the prospective territory w’as concerned, he unquestionably died too soon. 
His son lacked not merely the father’s eminent position, but the talent 
and force of character to achieve it he could, therefoie, effect nothing by 
dint of political inteiest, and the bare justice or legality of the claim was 
not so apparent, after the Colonel’s decease, as it had been pronounced in 
his lifetime Some connecting link had slipped out of the evidence, and 
could not any^vhere be found 

Efforts, it IS true, were made by the Pyncheons, not only then, but at 
various periods for nearly a hundred years afterwards, to obtain W’hat 
they stubbornly persisted in deeming their right But, in course of time 
the territory was partly re-granted to more favored individuals, and part- 
ly cleared and occupied by actual settlers These last, if they ever heard 
of the Pyncheon title, would have laughed at the idea of any man’s as- 
serting a right on the strength of mouldy parchments, signed W’lth the 
faded autographs of governors and legislators long dead and forgotten 
to the lands which they or their fathers had wrested from the -wuld hand 
of nature by their own sturdy toil This impalpable claim, therefore, re- 
sulted in nothing more solid than to cherish, from generation to genera- 
tion, an absurd delusion of family importance, which all along character- 
ized the Pyncheons It caused the poorest member of the race to feel as if 
he inherited a kind of nobility, and might yet come into the possession of 
princely wealth to support it In the better specimens of the breed, this 
peculiarity threw an ideal grace over the hard material of human life, 
without stealing away any truly valuable quality. In the baser sort, its 
effect was to increase the liability to sluggishness and dependence, and in- 
duce the victim of a shadowy hope to remit all self-effoit, while awaiting 
the realization of his dreams Years and years after their claim had passed 
out of the public memory, the Pyncheons were accustomed to consult the 
Colonel’s ancient map, which had been projected while Waldo County 
was still an unbroken wilderness Where the old land-surveyor had put 
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the latter flung from his ‘:cafiold, \\as remembered, with the \eri'’ impor- 
tant addition, that it had become a part of the Pyncheon inheritance If 
one of the famiK did but gurgle in his throat, a bystander would be likely 
enough to whisper, between jest and earnest, ‘ He has jMaule’s blood to 
drink* ’ The sudden death of a Puncheon, about a hundred 3'’ears ago, 
wath circumstances \ ery similar to what ha\ e been related of the Colonels 
exit, was held as gi\mg additional probability to the lecened opinion on 
this topic It was considered, moreover, an ugly and ominous circum- 
stance, that Colonel IVncheon’s picture m obedience, it was said, to a 
provision of his w ill remained affixed to the w all of the i oom in W'hich he 
died Those stern, immitigable features seemed to symbolize an evil influ- 
ence, and so darkl}’- to mingle the shadow^ of their presence watli the sun- 
shine of the passing hour, that no good thoughts oi purposes could ever 
spring up and blossom there To the thoughtful mind there wall be no 
tinge of superstition in what we figuratively express, by affirming that the 
ghost of a dead progenitor perhaps as a portion of his own punishment 
IS often doomed to become the Evil Genius of his family 
The Pyncheons, in brief, lived along, for the better pait of two cen- 
turies, \vith perhaps less of outward vicissitude than has attended most 
other New England families during the same period of time Possessing 
very distinctive traits of their owm, they neveitheless took the general 
characteristics of the little community m which they dw'elt, a towm noted 
for its frugal, discreet, w'ell-ordered, and home-loving inhabitants, as well 
as for the somew'hat confined scope of its sympathies , but m which, be it 
said, there are odder individuals and, now and then, strangei occur- 
lences, than one meets with almost anywdiere else During the Revolution, 
the Pyncheon of that epoch, adopting the royal side, became a refugee, 
but repented, and made his reappearance, just at the point of time to pre- 
serve the House of the Seven Gables fiom confiscation For the last sev- 
enty years the most noted event in the Pyncheon annals had been like- 
wise the heaviest calamity that ever befell the race, no less than the vio- 
lent death for so it was adjudged of one member of the family by the 
criminal act of another Certain circumstances attending this fatal occur- 
rence had brought the deed irresistibly home to a nephew of the, deceased 
Pyncheon The young man was tried and convicted of the crime, but 
either the cirumstantial nature of the evidence, and possibly some lurk- 
ing doubt m the breast of the executive, or, lastly, an argument of great- 
er weight m a republic than it could have been under a monarchy, the 
high respectability and political influence of the crimmal’s connections, 
had availed to mitigate his doom from death to perpetual imprisonment 
This sad affair had chanced about thirty years before the action of our 
story commences Latterly, there were rumors (which few believed, and 
only one or two felt greatly interested m) that this long-buried man was 
likely, for some reason or other, to be summoned forth from his living 
tomb 

It IS essential to say a few words respecting the victim of this now al > 
most forgotten murder He was an old bachelor, and possessed of great 
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wealth, in addition to the house and real estate which constituted what 
remained of the ancient Pyncheon property Being of an eccentric and 
melancholy turn of mind, and greatly given to rummaging old records and 
hearkening to old traditions, he had brought himself, it is averred, to the 
conclusion that Matthew Maule, the wizard, had been foully wronged 
out of his homestead, if not out of his life Such being the case, and he, 
the old bachelor, in possession of the ill-gotten spoil, with the black 
stain of blood sunken deep into it, and still to be scented by conscientious 
nostrils, the question occurred, whether it were not imperative upon 
him, even at this late hour, to m^ce restitution to Maule’s posterity To a 
man living so much m the past, and so little in the present, as the seclud- 
ed and antiquarian old bachelor, a century and a half seemed not so vast a 
period as to obviate the propriety of substituting right for wrong It Avas 
the belief of those who knew him best, that he would positively have 
taken the very singular step of giving up the House of the Seven Gables 
to the representative of Matthew Maule, but for the unspealcable tumult 
which a suspicion of the old gentleman’s project awakened among his 
Pyncheon relatives Their exertions had the effect of suspending his pur- 
pose, but it was feared that he would perform, after d,eath, by the opera- 
tion of his last will, what he had so hardly been prevented from doing in 
his proper lifetime But there is no one thing which men so rarely do, 
whatever the provocation or inducement, as to bequeath patrimonial 
property away from their own blood They may love other individuals far 
better than their relatives, they may even cherish dislike, or positive 
hatred, to the latter, but yet, in view of death, the strong prejudice of 
propinquity revives, and impels the testator to send down his estate in 
the line marked out by custom so immemorial that it looks like nature 
In all the Pyncheons, this feeling had the energy of disease It was too 
powerful for the conscientious scruples of the old bachelor, at whose 
death, accordingly, the mansion-house, together with most of his other 
riches passed into the possession of his next legal representative 

This was a nephew, the cousin of the miserable young man who had 
been convicted of the uncle’s murder The new heir, up to the period of 
his accession, was reckoned rather a dissipated youth, but had at once re- 
formed, and made himself an exceedingly respectable member of society 
In fact, he showed more of the Pyncheon quality, and had won higher 
^mence in the world than any of his race since the time of the original 
Puritan Applying himself in earlier manhood to the study of the law, and 
aving a natural tendency towards office, he had attained, many years 
ago, to a judicial situation m some inferior court, which gave him for life 
e very desirable and imposing title of judge Later, he had engaged in 
po 1 ics, ^d served a part of two terms in Congress, besides making a 
considerable figure in both branches of the State legislature Judge Pyn- 
c eon was unquestionably an honor to his race He had built himself a 
nnrf a few miles of his native town, and there spent such 

nf could be spared from public service in the display 

ry grace and virtue as a newspaper phrased it, on the eve of an 
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election befitting the Chnsti.inj the good citizen, the horticulturist, and 
the gentleman 

There ViCre few of the P^mcheons left to sun themselves m the glow of 
the Judge's prosperity In respect to natuial increase, the breed had not 
thrnen, it appeared rathei to be d3nng out The only members of the 
family known to be e\tant vcie, first, the Judge himself, and a single sur- 
MVing son, vho vas nov tra\elling in Europe, next, the thiity years’ 
prisoner, already alluded to, and a sistei of the latter, who occupied, in an 
extremely retired manner, the House of the Seven Gables, m which she 
had a life-estate bv the vill of the old bachelor She was undeistood to be 


vretchedh’ poor, and seemed to make it her choice to remain so, inas- 
much as her afilucnt cousin, the Judge, had repeatedl}’’ offered her all the 
comforts of life, cither 111 the old mansion or his own modern residence 
The last and youngest Pyncheon vas a little countrj'’-girl of sev'enteen, 
the daughter of another of the Judge’s cousins, vho had mairied a jmung 
woman of no familj 01 propcit}', and died early and m poor ciicum- 
stances His vidow had recently taken another husband 

As for Matthew :*Iaule’s posteiit}', it was supposed now to be extinct 
For a ver}'’ long period aftei the vitchciaft delusion, howevei, the Maules 
had continued to inhabit the tovn where then progenitor had suffeied so 
unjust a death. To all appearance, the}^ vere a quiet, honest, vell-mean- 
ing race of people, cherishing no malice against individuals or the public 
for the vrong which had been done them, 01 if, at their own fireside, they 
transmitted, from father to child, anj’’ hostile recollection of the wizard s 
fate and their lost patrimon}^ it Avas nevei acted upon, nor openly ex- 
pressed Nor would it have been singular had they ceased to remember 
that the House of the Seven Gables Avas resting its heaAy framework on a 
foundation that AA'as rightfully their OAAm There is something so massive, 
stable, and almost irresistibly imposing in the exterior presentment ot 
established rank and great possessions, that their very e.ystence seems 0 
give them a right to exist, at least, so excellent a counterfeit of right, tlia 
fcAV poor and humble men liaA^e moral force enough to question it, even m 
tneir secret minds Such is the case noAV, after so many ancient prejudices 
have been overthrown, and it AA'as far more so m ante- ^ lonary 
days, Avhen the aristocracy could venture to be P^^ud, and the low Avere 
content to be abased Thus the Maules, at all events, kept their resent- 
ments Avithin their own breasts They Avere generally 
alAvays plebeian and obscure, working with unsuccessful diligence at 
handicrafts, laboring on the wharves, or following the sea, sailo s b 
fore the mast, living here and there about the town, in 
and coming finally to the almshouse as the natural home of their old g 
At last, after creeping as it were, for such a length of bme, a ong 
most veige of the opaque puddle of obscurity, they had taken that dow - 
right plunge, which, sooner or later, is the destiny of all families, whether 
princely or plebeian For thirty years- past, neither toAvn-record, nor 
gravestone, nor the directory, nor the knowledge or memnry of man, bore 
any trace of Matthew Maule’s descendants His blood might possibly 
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exist elsewhere, here, where its lowty current could be traced so far back, 
it had ceased to keep an onward course 

So long as any of the race were to be found, they had been marked out 
from other men not strikingly, nor as ^Mth a sharp line, but with an 
effect that was felt rather than spoken of by an hereditary character of 
reserve. Their companions, or those who endeavored to become such, 
grew conscious of a circle round about the Maules, within the sanctity or 
the spell of which, in spite of an exterior of sufficient frankness and good- 
fellowship, it was impossible for any man to step It was this indefinable 
peculiarity, perhaps, that, by insulating them from human aid, kept them 
always so unfortunate m life It certainly operated to prolong m then 
case, and to confirm to them as their only inheritance, those feelings of 
lepugnance and superstitious terror with which the people of the town, 
even after aw^akening from their frenzy, continued to regard Oic memory 
of the reputed watches The mantle, or rather the ragged cloak, of old 
Matthew klaule, had fallen upon his children. They were half believed to 
inherit mysterious attributes, the famil} eye w’as said to possess strange 
pow'er Among other good-for-nothing properties and privileges, one was 
especially assigned them, that of exercising an influence oxer people’s 
dreams The Pyncheons, if all stories xx’ere true, haughtily as they bore 
themselves m the noonday streets of their native toxvn, xx’ere no better 
than bond-servants to these plebeian Maules, on entering tlie topsy-turxy 
commomvealth of sleep hlodern psychology, it may be, xvill endeaxmr to 
reduce these alleged necromancies w’lthin a system, instead of rejecting 
them as altogether fabulous 

A descriptive paragraph or tw’o, treating of the seven-gabled mansion 
in its more recent aspect, wall bring this prehminaiy chapter to a close 
The street in xvhich it upreared its venerable peaks has long ceased to be 
a fashionable quarter of the town , so that, though the old edifice xvas sur- 
rounded by habitations of modern date, they xxere mostly small, built 
entirely of wood, and typical of tlie most plodding uniformity of common 
life Doubtless, however, the whole story of human existence may be lat- 
ent in each of them, but xvith no picturesqueness, externally, that can 
attract the imagination or sympathy to seek it theie But as for the old 
structure of our story, its white-oak frame, and its boards, shingles, and 
crumbling plaster, and even the huge, clustered chimney in the midst, 
seeined to constitute only the least and meanest part of its reality So 
much of mankind’s varied experience had passed there, so much had 
been suffered, and something, too, enjoyed, that the very timbers xx'ere 
oozy , as with the moisture of a heart It xvas itself like a great human 
^ sombre reminiscences 

■the deep projection of the second story gave the house such a medita- 
ive look, that you could not pass it without the idea that it had secrets to 
’eep, and an eventful history to moralize upon In front, just on the edge 
0 e unpaved sidewalk, grew the Pyncheon Elm, which, in reference to 
SUCH trees as one usually meets with, might well be termed gigantic It 
aa been planted by a great-grandson of the first P 3 mcheon, and, though 
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now fourscore 3 cars of ape. or perhaps ncvicr a luindrcd, v.a5 still in its 
strong and broad matunt}*, throwinir its shadow fiom side to side of the 
street, o\ertoppinc the ^c\cn p.iblc«. and sweeping the whole black roof 
with its pendent foliage It gave beaut to the old edifice, and seemed to 
make it a part of nature. 'I he street huMiig been widened about fort}’ 
3’cars ago. the front gable was now preciscl}’ on a line with it On either 
side extended a ruinou*; wooden fence of open lattice-work, through which 
could be seen a gra'^s}' }ard. and. c'^pecialh in the angles of the building, 
an enoimous fertilit}' of burdocks, with lca\cs, it is hardl}’ an exaggera- 
tion to ‘:a\’. two or three ket long lichind the house there appeared to be 
a garden, which iindoubtcdh* had once been cxlen|:ive, but was now’ in- 
fringed upon b\’ other enclosures, or ‘^hut in Iw habitations and outbuild- 
inp*; that stood on another street It would be an omission, trifling, in- 
deed. but unpaidonablc, were we to forget the gtecn moss that Iiad long 
since gathered o\cr the pr elections of the windows, and on the slopes of 
the roof, nor mu'^t we fail to direct the readers 03^0 to a crop, not of 
weeds, but flower-shrubs, which were growing aloft in the air, not a great 
wpy from the chimnc}'’, in the nook between two of the gables The}'' were 
called Mice s Posies The tradition was, that a certain Alice Pyncheon 
had flung up the seeds, in sport, and that the dust of the street and the 
deaiy of the roof gradually formed a kind of soil foi them, out of which 
they grew, when Alice had long been in her grave Howe\er the flowers 
might haNC come there, it was both sad and sweet to observe how Nature 
adopted to her'-elf this desolate, decaying, gusty, rusty old house of the 
Pyncheon family, and how the ever-icturning summer did her best to 
gladden it with tender beauty, and grew' melancholy in the effort 

There is one other feature, very essential to be noticed, but whidi, we 
greatly fear, may damage any picturesque and lomantic impression w'hich 
w'e have been walling to throw over our sketch of this respectable edifice 
In the front gable, under the impending brovr of the second story, and 
contiguous to the street, was a shop-door, divided horizontally in the 
midst, and with a window for its upper segment, such as is often seen m 
dwellings of a somew'hat ancient date This same shop-door had been a 
subject of no slight mortification to the present occupant of the august 
Pyncheon House, as w'ell as to some of her predecessors The matter is 
disagreeably delicate to handle, but, since tlie reader must needs be let 
into the secret, he xvill please to understand, tliat, about a century ago, 
the head of the Pyncheons found himself involved in serious financial 
difficulties The fellow (gentleman, as he styled himself) can haidly have 
been other than a spurious interloper, for, instead of seeking office from 
the king or the roy^ governor, or urging his hereditary claim to Eastern 
lands, he bethought himself of no bettei avenue to w'ealth than by cutting 
a shop-door through the side of his ancestral residence It w'as the custom 
of the time, indeed, for merchants to store their goods and transact busi- 
ness in their own dwellings But there was something pitifully small in 
this old Pyncheon’s mode of setting about his commercial operations, it 
was whispered, that, with his own hands, all beruffled as they were, he 
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used to give change for a shilling, and would turn a half-penny twice 
over, to make suie that it was a good one Beyond all question, he had 
the blood of a petty huckster in his veins, through whatever channel it 
may have found its way there 

Immediately on his death, the shop-door had been locked, bolted, and 
barred, and, down to the period of our story, had probably never once 
been opened The old counter, shelves, and other fixtures of the little shop 
remained just as he had left them. It used to be affirmed, that the dead 
shop-keeper, m a white wig, a faded velvet coat, an apron at his waist, 
and his ruffles carefully turned back from his wrists, might be seen 
thiough the chinks of the shutters, any night of the year, ransacking his 
till, or poring over the dingy pages of his day-book From the look of un- 
utteiable woe upon his face, it appeared to be his doom to spend eteinity 
in a vain effort to make his accounts balance 

And now m a very humble way, as will be seen we proceed to open 
our narrative 


II 

The Little Shop-Window 

It still lacked half an hour of sunrise, when Miss Hepzibah Pyncheon 
we will not say awoke, it being doubtful whether the poor lady had so 
much as closed her eyes during the brief night of midsummer but, at all 
events, arose from her solitary pillow, and began what it would be mock- 
ery to term the adornment of her person Far from us be the indecorum 
of assisting, even in imagination, at a maiden lady’s toilet' Our story 
must therefore await Miss Hepzibah at the threshold of her chamber, 
only presuming, meanwhile, to note some of the heavy sighs that labored 
from her bosom, with little restraint as to their lugubrious depth and 
volume of sound, inasmuch as they could be audible to nobody save a dis- 
embodied listener like ourself The Old Maid "was alone in the old house 
Alone, 

m the 
lodger 

oits, and oaken bars on all the intervening doors Inaudible, conse- 
quently were poor Miss Hepzibah’s gusty sighs Inaudible the creaking 
stiffened knees, as she knelt down by the bedside And in- 
au ible, too, by mortal ear, but heard with all-comprehending love and 
pi y m the farthest heaven, that almost agony of prayer now whispered, 
now a groan, now a struggling silence wherewith she besought the Di- 
vine as^stance through the day' Evidently, this is to be a day of more 
an ordinary trial to Miss Hepzibah, who, for above a quarter of a cen- 
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tury gone by, has d^^elt in stiict seclusion, taking no pait in the business 
of life, and just as little in its intercourse and pleasures Not ^\lth such 
fer\or pra3^s the torpid recluse, looking forward to the cold, sunless, stag- 
nant calm of a daj'' that is to be like innumerable 3^esterdays! 

The maiden lady's devotions are concluded Will she now issue forth 
over tlie threshold of our story? Not yet, by many moments First, every 
draA\er m the tall, old-fashioned bureau is to be opened, with difficult3'’, 
and ^ith a succession of spasmodic jerks, then, all must close again, with 
the same ridget3'’ reluctance There is a rustling of stiff silks, a tread of 
backward and forwaid footsteps to and fro across the chamber We sus- 
pect iMiss Hepzibah, moreover, of taking a step upward into a chair, m 
order to give heedful regard to her appearance on all sides, and at full 
length, in the oval, dingy-framed toilet-glass, that hangs above her table 
Truly' \\ell, indeed' who vould have thought it' Is all this piecious time 
to be lavished on the matutinal repair and beautifying of an elderly per- 
son, who never goes abroad, wfiom nobody ever visits, and from whom, 
wdien she shall have done her utmost, it w^ere the best charity to turn one’s 
eyes another w'ay? 

Now' she IS almost ready Let us pardon her one other pause, for it is 
given to the sole sentiment, or, w'e might better say, heightened and 
rendered intense, as it has been, by sorrow and seclusion, to the strong 
passion of her life We heard the turning of a key in a small lock, she has 
opened a secret draw'er of an escritoire, and is probably looking at a cer- 
tain miniature, done in Malbone’s most perfect style, and lepiesentmg a 
face w'orthy of no less delicate a pencil It w'as once our good fortune to 
see this picture It is a likeness of a young man, in a silken diessing- 
gown of an old fashion, the soft iichness of w'hich is well adapted to the 
countenance of reverie, with its full, tender lips, and beautiful eyes, that 
seem to indicate not so much capacity of thought, as gentle and voluptu- 
ous emotion Of the possessor of such features we shall have a right to 
ask nothing, except that he would take the rude world easily, and make 
himself happy in it Can it have been an early lover of Miss Hepzibah? 
No, she never had a lover poor thing, how could she? noi ever knew, 
by her own experience, w'hat love technically means And yet, her undy- 
ing faith and trust, hei fresh remembrance, and continual devotedness 
towards the original of that miniature, have been the only substance for 
her heart to feed upon 

She seems to have put aside the miniature, and is standing again be- 
foie the toilet-glass There are tears to be wiped off A few more foot- 
steps to and fro , and here, at last, with another pitiful sigh, like a gust 
of chill, damp wind out of a long-closed vault, the door of which has 
accidentally been set ajar, here comes Miss Hepzibah Pyncheon' Forth 
she steps into the dusky, time-darkened passage, a tall figure, clad m 
black silk, with a long and shrunken waist, feeling her way towards the 
stairs like a near-sighted person, as in truth she is 

The sun, meanwhile, if not already above the horizon, was ascending 
nearer and nearer to its verge A few clouds, floating high upward, caught 
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some of the earliest light, and thiew down its golden gleam on the win- 
dows of all the houses in the street, not forgetting the House of the Seven 
Gables, whicli many such sunrises as it had witnessed looked cheer- 
fully at the present one The reflected radiance served to show, pretty 
distinctly, the aspect and arrangement of the room which Hepzibah en- 
tered, after descending the stairs It was a low-studded room, with a 
beam across the ceiling, panelled with dark wood, and having a large 
chimney-piece, set round with pictured tiles, but now closed by an iron 
fire-board, through which ran the funnel of a modern stove There was a 
carpet on the floor, originally of rich texture, but so worn and faded in 
these latter years that its once brilliant figure had quite vanished into one 
indistinguishable hue In the way of furniture, there were two tables 
one, constructed with perplexing intricacy and exhibiting as many feet as 
a centipede, the other, most delicately wrought, with four long and slen- 
der legs, so apparently frail that it w^ almost incredible what a length of 
time the ancient tea-table had stood upon them Half a dozen chans stood 
about the room, straight and stiff, and so ingeniously contrived for the 
discomfort of the human person that they were irksome even to sight, and 
conveyed the ugliest possible idea of the state of society to which they 
could have been adapted One exception there was, however, in a very 
antique elbow-chan, with a high back, carved elaborately in oak, and a 
roomy depth within its arms, that made up, by its spacious comprehen- 
siveness, for the lack of any of those artistic curves which abound in a 
modern chair 

As for ornamental articles of furniture, we recollect but two, if such 
they may be called One was a map of the Pyncheon territory at the 
eastward, not engraved, but the handiwork of some skilful old draughts- 
man, and grotesquely illuminated with pictures of Indians and wild 
beasts, among which was seen a lion, the natural history of the region 
being as little known as its geography, which was put down most fantas- 
tically awry The other adornment was the portrait of old Colonel Pyn- 
cheon, at two thirds length, representing the stern features of a Puritanic- 
looking personage, m a skull-cap, with a laced band and a grizzly beard, 
holding a Bible with one hand, and in the other uplifting an iron sword- 
hilt The latter object, being more successfully depicted by the artist, 
stood out in far greater prominence than the sacred volume Face to face 
With this picture, on entering the apartment, Miss Hepzibah Pyncheon 
can^ to a pause , regarding it with a singular scowl, a strange contortion 
01 the brow, which, by people who did not know her, would probably have 
oeen interpreted as an expression of bitter anger and ill-will But it was 
^ She, in fact, felt a reverence for the pictured visage, of 

'' ^ far-descended and time-stricken virgin could be susceptible, 

ana this forbidding scowl was the innocent result of her near-sightedness, 
^ effort so to concentrate her powers of vision as to substitute a firm 
outline of the object instead of a vague one 

7 } V ^^st linger a moment on this unfortunate expression of poor Hep- 

1 a s brow Her scowl, as the world, or such part of it as sometimes 
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caught a transitory glimpse of her at the window, wickedly persisted in 
calling it, her scowl had done Miss Hepzibah a very ill office, in estab- 
lishing her character as an ill-tempered old maid, noi does it appear im- 
probable that, by often gazing at herself in a dim looking-glass, and per- 
petually encountering her own frown within its ghostly sphere, she had 
been led to interpret the expression almost as unjustly as the world did 
“How miserably cross I look' ” she must often have whispered to herself, 
and ultimately have fancied herself so, by a sense of inevitable doom 
But her heart never frowned It was naturally tender, sensitive, and full 
of little tremors and palpitations, all of which weaknesses it retained, 
while her visage was growing so perversely stern, and even fierce Nor 
had Hepzibah ever any hardihood, except what came from the very 
Warmest nook in her affections 

All this time, however, we are loitering faint-heartedly on the threshold 
of our story In very truth, we have an invincible reluctance to disclose 
what Miss Hepzibah Pyncheon was about to do 

It has already been observed, that, m the basement story of the gable 
fronting on the street, an unworthy ancestor, nearly a century ago, had 
fitted up a shop Ever since the old gentleman retired from trade, and fell 
asleep under his coffin-lid, not only the shop-door, but the inner arrange- 
ments, had been suffered to remain unchanged, while the dust of ages 
gathered inch-deep over the shelves and counter, and partly filled an old 
pair of scales, as if it were of value enough to be weighed It treasured 
itself up, too, m the half-open till, where there still lingered a base six 
pence, worth neither more nor less than the hereditary pride which had 
been put to shame Such had been the state and condition of the little 
shop m old Hepzibah ’s childhood, when she and her brother used to play 
at hide-and-seek m its forsaken precincts So it had remained, until within 
a few days past 

But now, though the shop-window was still closely curtained from the 
public gaze, a remarkable change had taken place in its interior The rich 
and heavy festoons of cobweb, which it had cost a long ancestral succes- 
sion of spiders their life’s labor to spin and weave, had been carefully, 
brushed away from the ceiling The counter, shelves, and floor had all 
been scoured, and the latter was overstrewn with fresh blue sand The 
browm scales, too, had evidently undergone rigid discipline, m an unavail- 
ing effort to rub off the rust, which, alas' had eaten through and through 
their substance Neither was the little old shop any longer empty of mer- 
chantable goods A curious eye, privileged to take an account of stock, 
and investigate behmd the counter, would have discovered a barrel, 
yea, two or three barrels and half ditto, one containing flour, another 
apples, and a third, perhaps, Indian meal. There was likewise a square 
box of pine-wood, full of soap in bars, also, another of the same size, in 
which were tallow-candles, ten to the pound A small stock of brown 
sugar, some white beans and split peas, and a few other commodities of 
low price, and such as are constantly in demand, made up the bulkier 
portion of the merchandise It might have been taken for a ghostly or 
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phantasmagoric reflection of the old shop-keeper Pyiicheon’s shabbily 
piovided shelves, save that some of the articles weie of a description and 
outward foim ^^hlch could hardly have been known in his day For in- 
stance, theie was a glass pickle-jar, filled with fragments of Gibraltar 
rock, not, indeed, splinters of the veritable stone foundation of the fa- 
mous foitiess, but bits of delectable candy, neatly done up in white paper. 
Jim Crow, moreover, was seen executing his world-renowned dance, in 
gmgeibread A paity of leaden dragoons were galloping along one of the 
shelves, in equipments and uniform of modern cut, and there were some 
sugar figures, with no strong resemblance to the humanitj^ of any epoch, 
but less unsatisfactonl}^ leprescnting our own fa'^hions than those of a 
hundred years ago Another phenomenon, still more strikingly modern, 
was a package of lucifer matches, which, in old times, would have been 
thought actually to borrow their instantaneous flame from the nether fires 
of Tophet 

In short, to bring the matter at once to a point, it was incontrovcrtibly 
evident that somebodj' had taken the shop and fixtures of the long-retired 
and forgotten ]\Ir Pyncheon, and w'as about to renew the enterprise of 
that departed W'orthy, w'lth a different set of customers Who could this 
bold adventurer be? And, of all places m the world, why had he chosen 
ihe House of the Seven Gables as the scene of his commercial specu- 
lations^ 

We return to the elderly maiden She at length withdrew her eyes from 
the dark countenance of the Colonel’s portrait, heaved a sigh, indeed, 
her breast w'as a very cave of ^^loIus that morning, and stept across the 
room on tiptoe, as is the customary gait of elderly women Passing 
through an intervening passage, she opened a door that communicated 
with the shop, just now so elaborately described Owing to the projection 
of the upper story and still more to the thick shadow' of the Pyncheon 
Elm, w'hich stood almost directly in front of the gable the twilight, here, 
was still as much alvin to night as morning Another heavy sigh from IN'Iiss 
Hepzibah' After a moment’s pause on the threshold, peering tow'ards the 
window with her near-sighted scowl, as if frowning dowm some bitter 
enemy, she suddenly projected herself into the shop The haste, and, as it 
were, the galvanic impulse of the movement, were really quite startling 
Nervously m a sort of frenzy, we might almost say she began to 
busy herself in arranging some children’s playthings, and other little 
wares, on the shelves and at the shop-window In the aspect of this dark- 
arrayed, pale-faced, lady-like old figure there was a deeply tragic char- 
acter that contrasted irreconcilably with the ludicrous pettiness of her 
employment It seemed a queer anomaly, that so gaunt and dismal a per- 
soMge should take a toy in hand , a miracle, that the toy did not vanish 
1 ? ^ miserably absurd idea, that she should go on perplexing 

er stiff and sombre intellect with the question how to tempt little boys 
in 0 er premises' Yet such is undoubtedly her object Now she places a 

against the window, but with so tremulous a touch 
a 1 tumbles upon the floor, with the dismemberment of three legs and 
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its trunk, it has ceased to be an elephant, and has become a few bits of 
must}'^ gingerbread There, again, she has upset a tumbler of marbles, all 
of which roll different ^^ays, and each individual marble, devil-directed, 
into the most difficult obscurit}?’ that it can find Heaven help our poor 
old Hepzibah, and forgive us for talcing a ludicrous view of her position ’ 
As her rigid and rusty frame goes down upon its hands and knees, in 
quest of the absconding marbles, we positively feel so much the more 111- 
dmed to shed tears of sympathy, from the very fact that we must needs 
turn aside and laugh at her Foi here, and if we fail to impress it suit 
ably upon the reader, it is our own fault, not that of the theme, here is 
one of the truest points of melancholy inteiest that occur m ordinaiy life 
It w'as the final throe of wdiat called itself old gentility. A lady \vho had 
fed herself from childhood with the shadowy food of aristocratic reminis- 
cences, and w'hose religion it was that a lady’s hand soils itself irremedi- 
ably by doing aught for bread this born lady, after sixty j^ears of nar- 
rowing means, is fain to step dowm from her pedestal of imaginary lank 
Po\erty, treading closely at her heels for a lifetime, has come up with her 
at last She must earn her owm food, or starve’ And we have stolen upon 
Miss Hepzibah Pjmcheon, too irreverently, at the instant of time when 
the patrician lady is to be transformed into the plebeian woman 

In this republican country, amid the fluctuating weaves of our social 
life, somebody is alw^ays at the drownmg-pomt The tragedy is enacted 
with as continual a repetition as that of a popular drama on a holiday, 
and, nevertheless, is felt as deeply, perhaps, as when an hereditary noble 
sinks below his order More deeply, since, with us, rank is the grosser sub- 
stance of wealth and a splendid establishment, and has no spiritual exist- 
ence after the death of these, but dies hopelessly along with them And, 
therefore, since we have been unfortunate enough to introduce our hero- 
ine at so inauspicious a juncture, we would entreat for a mood of due sol- 
emnity m the spectators of her fate Let us behold, in poor Hepzibah, the 
immemorial lady, tw^o hundred years old, on this side of the w^ater, and 
thrice as many on the other, with her antique portraits, pedigrees, coats 
of arms, records and traditions, and her claim, as joint heiress, to that 
princely territory at the eastward, no longer a wilderness, but a populous 
fertility, born, too, in Pyncheon Street, under the Pyncheon Elm, and 
in the Pjmcheon House, where she has spent all her days, reduced now, 
in that very house, to be the hucksteress of a cent-shop 

This business of setting up a petty shop is almost the only resource of 
women, m circumstances at all similar to those of our unfortunate recluse 
With her near-sightedness, and those tremulous fingers of hers, at once 
inflexible and delicate, she could not be a seamstress , although her sam- 
pler, of fifty years gone by, exhibited some of the most recondite speci- 
mens of ornamental needlework A school for little children had been 
often in her thoughts , and, at one time, she had begun a review of her 
early studies in the New England Primer, with a view to prepare herself 
for the office of instructress But the love of children had never been 
quickened m Hepzibah’s heart, and was now torpid, if not extinct, she 
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watched the little people of the neighborhood from her chamber-window, 
and doubted whether she could tolerate a more intimate acquaintance 
with them Besides, in our day, the very ABC has become a science 
greatly too abstruse to be any longer taught by pointing a pm from letter 
to letter A modern child could teach old Hepzibah more than old Hepzi- 
bah could teach the child So with many a cold, deep heait-quake at 
the idea of at last coming into sordid contact with the world, from which 
she had so long kept aloof, while every added day of seclusion had rolled 
another stone against the cavern-door of her hermitage the poor thing 
bethought heiself of the ancient shop-wlndo\^ , the rusty scales, and dusty 
till She might have held back a little longer, but another circumstance, 
not yet hinted at, had somewhat hastened her decision Her humble 
preparations, therefore, weie duly made, and the enterprise was now to 
be commenced Noi was she entitled to complain of any remarkable sin- 
gularity m her fate, for, m the to\\Ti of her nativity, we might point to 
several little shops of a similar description, some of them in houses as 
ancient as that of the Seven Gables, and one or two, it may be, where a 
decayed gentlewoman stands behind the counter, as grim an image of 
family pride as Miss Hepzibah Pyncheon herself 

It was overpoweringly ridiculous we must honestly confess it the 
deportment of the maiden lady while setting her shop m order for the 
public eye She stole on tiptoe to the window, as cautiously as if she con- 
ceived some bloody-minded villain to be watching behind the elm-tree, 
with intent to take her life Stretching out her long, lank arm, she put a 
paper of pearl buttons, a jew’s-harp, or whatever the small article might 
be, in Its destined place, and straightway vanished back into the dusk, as 
if the world need never hope for another glimpse of her It might have 
been fancied, indeed, that she expected to minister to the wants of the 
community unseen, like a disembodied divinity or enchantress, holding 
forth her bargains to the reverential and awe-stricken purchaser in an 
invisible hand But Hepzibah had no such flattering dream She was well 
aware that she must ultimately come forward, and stand revealed in her 
proper individuality , but, like other sensitive persons, she could not bear 
to be observed in the gradual process, and chose rather to flash forth on 
the world’s astonished gaze at once 

The inevitable moment was not much longer to be delayed The sun- 
siiine might now be seen stealing down the front of the opposite house, 
windows of which came a reflected gleam, struggling through 
e boughs of the elm-tree, and enlightening tlie interior of the shop more 
IS inctly than heretofore The to\Am appeared to be waking up A baker’s 
car had already rattled through the street, chasing away the latest ves- 
ge ot night’s sanctity with the jmgle-jangle of its dissonant bells A 
pnrl distributing the contents of his cans from door to door, 

fhp p ^ ^^^sh peal of a fisherman’s conch-shell was heard far off, around 
bar? of these tokens escaped Hepzibah’s notice The moment 

delay longer would be only to lengthen out her misery 
ng remained, except to take down the bar from the shop-door, leav- 
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mg the entrance free more than free welcome, as if all were household 
friends to everj’^ passer-by, whose ej^es might be attracted by the com- 
modities at the window This last act Hepzibah now performed, letting 
the bar fall with ^^hat smote upon her excited nerves as a most astound- 
mg clatter. Then as if the only barrier betwixt herself and the world 
had been thro^^*n do^^n, and a flood of evil consequences would come 
tumbling through the gap she fled into the inner parlor, threw heiself 
into the ancestral elbow-chair, and wept 
Our miserable old Hepzibah’ It is a heavy anno3’^ance to a writer, w^ho 
endeavors to represent nature, its various attitudes and circumstances, in 
a reasonably correct outline and true coloring, that so much of the mean 
and ludicrous should be hopelessly mixed up wuth the purest pathos which 
life anywdiere supplies to him What tragic dignity, for example, can be 
UTought into a scene like this' How can W'e elevate our history of retribu- 
tion for the sm of long ago, w'hen, as one of our most prominent figures, 
we are compelled to introduce not a young and lovely woman, nor even 
the stately remains of beauty, storm-shattered by affliction but a gaunt, 
sallow^ rusty-jomted maiden, in a long-w^aisted silk gowm, and wuth the 
strange horror of a turban on her head' Her visage is not even ugly It is 
redeemed from insignificance only by the contraction of her eyebrows 
into a near-sighted scowl And, finally, her great life-trial seems to be, 
that, after sixty years of idleness, she finds it convenient to earn com- 
fortable biead by setting up a shop m a small w^ay Nevertheless, if we 
look through all the heroic fortunes of mankind, we shall find this same 
entanglement of something mean and trivial with whatever is noblest in 
joy or sorrow Life is made up of marble and mud And, without all the 
deeper trust m a comprehensive S5mipathy above us, we might hence be 
led to suspect the insult of a sneer, as w^ell as an immitigable frown, on 
the iron countenance of fate What is called poetic insight is the gift of 
discerning, m this sphere of strangely mingled elements, the beauty and 
the majesty which are compelled to assume a garb so sordid 


111 

The First Customer 

Miss Hepzibah Pyncheon sat in the oaken elbow-chair, with Jtier hands 
over her face, giving way to that heavy down-sinking of the heart which 
most persons have experienced, when the image of hope itself seems pon- 
derously moulded of lead, on the eve of an enterprise at once doubtful 
and momentous She was suddenly startled by the tinkling alarum high, 
sharp, and irregular of a little bell The maiden lady arose upon her 
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feet, as pale as a ghost at cock-ciow, for she was an enslaved spirit, and 
this the talisman to which she owed obedience This little bell, to speals. 
in plainer terms, being fastened over the shop-door, was so contrived as 
to vibrate by means of a steel spring, and thus convey notice to the inner 
legions of the house when any customer should cross the threshold Its 
ugly and spiteful little dm (heard now for the first time, perhaps, since 
Hepzibah’s periwigged predecessor had retired from trade) at once set 
eveiy nerve of her body m responsive and tumultuous vibration The cri- 
sis was upon her ' Hei first customer was at the door i 

Without giving herself time for a second thought, she rushed into the 
shop, pale, wild, desperate in gesture and expression, scoi\lmg porten- 
tously, and looking far better qualified to do fierce battle with a house- 
brealcei than to stand smiling behind the counter, bartering small in arcs 
for a copper recompense Any ordinary customer, indeed, would have 
turned his back and fled And yet there w'as nothing fierce in Hepzibah's 
poor old heait, nor had she, at the moment, a single bitter thought 
against the world at large, or one individual man or w'oman She washed 
them all w'ell, but wished, too, that she herself were done with them, and 
m her quiet grave 

The applicant, by this time, stood within the doorw^ay Coming freshly, 
as he did, out of the morning light, he appeared to have brought some of 
Its cheery influences into the shop along wath him It w^as a slender young 
man, not more than one or tw'o and tw'enty years old, wath rather a grave 
and thoughtful expression for his years, but likewase a springy alacrity 
and vigor These qualities w^ere not only perceptible, physically, in his 
make and motions, but made themselves felt almost immediately m his 
character A brown beard, not too silken in its texture, fiinged his chin, 
but as yet without completely hiding it, he W'ore a short mustache, too, 
and his dark, high-featured countenance looked all the better for these 
natural ornaments As for his dress, it w^as of the simplest kind, a summer 
sack of cheap and ordinary material, thin checkered pantaloons, and a 
straw hat, by no means of the finest braid Oak Hall might have sup- 
plied his entile equipment He was chiefly marked as a gentleman if 
such, indeed, he made any claim to be by the rather remarkable white- 
ne^and nicety of his clean linen 

He met the scowl of old Hepzibah without apparent alaim, as having 
eretofore encountered it and found it harmless 

tVi 1 Miss Pyncheon,” said the daguerreotypist, for it was 

that occupant of the seven-gabled mansion, ‘T am glad to see 

„ have not shrunk from your good purpose I merely look in to 
best wishes, and to ask if I can assist you any further in your 

preparations ” ^ 

woriri°^^^ ^ difficulty and distress, or in any manner at odds with the 
the endure a vast amount of harsh treatment, and perhaps be only 

^l^^y give way at once before the simplest 
with 'What they perceive to be genuine sympathy So it proved 

P or epzibah, for, when she saw the young man’s smile, looking 
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SO much the brighter on a thoughtful face, and heard his kindly tone, 
she broke first into a lustcric giggle and then began to sob 

‘‘Ah, Mr Holgra\c,’ cried she. as soon .is she could spe.ak, “I never can 
go through with it' Xc\ei, never, nc\crl I wish I were dead, and m the 
old family-tomb, with all my forefathers’ AVith my father, and my 
mother, and m3' sister’ Yes, and with nn brother, who had far better find 
me there than here' The world is too chill and hard, and I am too old, 
and too feeble, and too liopelcss' 

‘‘Oh. bclie\c me, Miss Hep7ib.ah, ' said the t^oung man, quietl3% “these 
feelings will not trouble 3'ou any longer, after 3'ou arc once fairly in the 
midst of 3 our enterprise The3* arc una\oidablc at this moment, standing, 
as 30U do on the outer \erge of 3 our long seclusion, and peopling the 
world with ugl3' shape';, which 3011 wall soon find to be as unreal as the 
giants and ogres of a child's stor3'’-book I find nothing so singular m life, 
as that e\erything appears to lose its substance the instant one actually 
grapples with it So it will be with what 3^11 think so terrible ” 

“But I am a woman' ” said Hepzibah, piteously “I was going to say, a 
lad3'', but I consider that as past ” 

‘‘‘Well, no matter if it be past'” answered the artist, a strange gleam of 
half-hidden sarcasm flashing through the kindliness of his manner “Let 
It go’ You are the better without it I speak frankl3^, my dear Miss Pyn- 
cheon' for are we not friends^ I look upon this as one of the fortunate 
da3^s of 3^our life It ends an epoch and begins one Hitherto, the lifeblood 
has been gradually chilling m your veins as you sat aloof, w’lthin your 
circle of gentility, wdiile the rest of the w'orld w'as fighting out its battle 
wath one kind of necessity or another Henceforth, 3mu will at least have 
the sense of health3>’ and natural effort for a purpose, and of lending your 
strength be it great or small to the united struggle of mankind This 
IS success, all the success that anybody meets with ' ” 

“It IS natural enough, Mr Holgrave, that you should have ideas like 
these,” rejoined Hepzibah, drawing up hei gaunt figure, wath slightly 
offended dignity “You are a man, a young man, and brought up, I sup- 
pose, as almost everybody is now'adays, wath a view' to seeking your for- 
tune But I was born a lady, and have ahvays lived one, no matter in 
w'hat nan owness of means, alw'ays a lady ' ” 

“But I was not born a gentleman , neither have I lived like one,” said 
' Holgrave, slightly smiling , “so, my dear madam, you wall hardly expect 
me to sympathize witli sensibilities of this kind, though, unless I deceive 
myself, I have some imperfect comprehension of them These names of 
gentleman and lady had a meaning, in the past history of the woild, and 
conferred privileges, desirable or otherwise, on those entitled to bear 
them In the present and still more in the future condition of society 
they imply, not privilege, but restriction!” 

“These are new notions,” said the old gentlewoman, shaking her head 
“I shall never understand them, neither do I wash it ” 

“We will cease to speak of them, then,” replied the artist, with a 
friendlier smile than his last one, “and I will leave you to feel whether it 
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IS not better to be a true woman than a lady Do you really think, Miss 
Hepzibah, that any lady of your family has ever done a more heroic 
thing, since this house was built, than you aie performing in it to-day? 
Never , and if the Pyncheons had always acted so nobly, I doubt whether 
an old wizard Maule’s anathema, of which you told me once, would have 
had much weight with Providence against them ” 

“Ah’ no, no'” said Hepzibah, not displeased at this allusion to the 
sombre dignity of an inherited curse “If old Maule’s ghost, or a de- 
scendant of his, could see me behind the counter to-day, he would call it 
the fulfilment of his worst wishes But I thank you for your kindness, iMr 
Holgrave, and will do my utmost to be a good shop-keepei ” 

“Pray do,” said Holgrave, “and let me have the pleasure of being your 
first customer I am about taking a walk to the sea-shore, before going to 
my rooms, where I misuse Heaven’s blessed sunshine by tracing out 
human features through its agency A few of those biscuits dipt in sea- 
water, will be just what I need for breakfast What is the price of half a 
dozen?” 

“Let me be a lady a moment longer,” replied Hepzibah, with a manner 
of antique stateliness to which a melancholy smile lent a kind of grace 
She put the biscuits into his hand, but rejected the compensation “A 
Pyncheon must not, at all events under her forefathers’ roof, receive 
money for a morsel of bread from her only friend ' ” 

Holgrave took his departure, leaving her, for the moment, with spirits 
not quite so much depressed Soon, however, they had subsided nearly to 
their former dead level With a beating heart, she listened to the footsteps 
of early passengers, which now began to be frequent along the street 
Once or twice they seemed to linger, these strangers, or neighbors, as the 
case might be, were looking at the display of toys and petty commodities 
in Hepzibah ’s shop-window She was doubly tortured, in part, with a 
sense of overwhelming shame that strange and unloving eyes should ha\ e 
the privilege of gazing, and partly because the idea occurred to her, with 
ridiculous importunity, that the window was not arranged so skilfully, 
nor nearly to so much advantage, as it might have been It seemed as if 
the whole fortune or failure of her shop might depend on the display of a 
different set of articles, oi substituting a fairer apple for one which ap- 
peared to be specked So she made the change, and straightway fancied 
that eveiythmg was spoiled by it, not recognizing that it was the ner- 
vousness of the juncture, and her own native squeamishness as an old 
maid, that wrought all the seeming mischief 
Anon, there was an encounter, just at the door-step, betwixt two labor- 
ing men, as then rough voices denoted them to be After some slight talk 
a out their own affairs, one of them chanced to notice the shop-window, 
and directed the other’s attention to it 

irtni- cried he, “what do you think of this? Trade seems to be 

^n Pjmeheon Street' ” 

cll, well, this is a sight, to be sure'” exclaimed the other “In the 
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old Pyiicheon House, and underneatli the Puncheon Elm’ Who would 
ha\e thought it? Old Maid P\ncheon is setting up a cent-shop!” 

‘‘Will she make it go, think 3011 Di\c\ ? ’ said his friend “I don’t call 
It a verjf good stand There s anothei shop just round the corner ” 

‘‘Make It go''’ cried Dixc}’’, with a most contemptuous expiession, as 
if the ver}' idea ^^ere impossible to be conceued “Not a bit of it! Why, 
her face Fnc seen it, for I dug hei garden for her one year her face is 
enough to frighten the Old Nick himself, if he had ever so great a mind 
to trade ^\lth her People can’t stand it, I tell you' She scowls dreadfully, 
leason or none, out of pure ugliness of lempei I ” 

“Well, thats not so much mattei,’ remarked the other 'man “These 
.sour-tempered folks are mostly handj'^ at business, and know pretty well 
what the\’^ are about But, as 3^11 say, I don’t think she 11 do much This 
business of keeping ccnt-shops is overdone, like all other kinds of trade, 
handicraft, and bodily labor I know it, to my cost' My wife kept a cent- 
shop three months, and lost five dollats on her outlay' ” 

“Poor business'” responded Dixey, m a tone as if he w’ere shaking his 
head, “poor business ' ” 

For some reason or other, not very easy to analyze there had hardly 
been so bittei a pang in all her previous misery about the mattei as what 
thrilled Hepzibah’s heart, on overhearing the above conveisation The 
testimony in regard to her scowl was frightfully important, it seemed to 
hold up her image wholly relieved from the false light of her self-partiali- 
ties, and so hideous that she dared not look at it She was absurdly hurt, 
moreover, by the slight and idle effect that her setting up shop an event 
of such breathless interest to herself appeared to have upon the public, . 
of which these two men were the nearest repiesentatives A glance, a 
passing word or two, a coarse laugh, and she was doubtless forgotten 
before they turned the corner' They cared nothing for her dignity, and 
just as little for her degradation Then, also, the augury of ill-success, 
uttered from the sure wisdom of experience, fell upon hei half-dead hope 
like a clod into a grave The man’s wife had already tried the same ex- 
periment, and failed ' How could the born lady, the recluse of half a 
lifetime, utterly unpractised in the world, 'at sixty yeais of age, how 
could she ever dream of succeeding, when the hard, vulgar, keen, busy, 
hackneyed New England woman had lost five dollars on her little outlay' 
Success presented itself as an impossibility, and the hope of it as a wild 
hallucination 

Some malevolent spirit, doing his utmost to drive Hepzibah mad, un- , 
rolled before her imagination a kind of panorama, representing the great 
thoroughfare of a city all astir with customers So many and so magnifi- 
cent shops as theie were' Groceries, toy-shops, drygoods stores, with 
their immense panes of plate-glass, their gorgeous fixtures, their vast and 
complete assortments of merchandise, m which fortunes had been in- 
vested and those noble mirrors at the farther end of each establishment 
doubling all this wealth by a brightly burnished vista of unrealities' On 
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one side of the street this splendid bayaai, \Mlh a multitude of perfumed 
and glossy salesmen, smirking, smiling, bowing, and measuring out the 
goods On the other, the dusky old House of the Seven Gables, with the 
antiquated shop-ivindow' under its projecting stoiy, and Hep^ibah her- 
self, m a gown of rusty black silk, behind the counter, scowling at the 
world as it went by' This might}’’ contrast thrust itself forward as a fair 
expiession of the odds against which she was to begin her struggle for <i 
subsistence Success^ Pieposterous' She would nc\cr think of it again' 
The house might just as well be buiied in an eternal fog while all other 
houses had the sunshine on them, for not a foot would ever cross the 
threshold, nor a hand so mucli as try the door' 

But, at this instant, the shop-bell, right over lier licad, tinkled as if it^ 
w’ere bewitched The old gentlewoman's heart seemed to be .ittached to* 
the same steel spiing, for it went through a series of sharp jerks, in unison 
with the sound The door was thrust open, although no human form was 
perceptible on the other side of the half-window' Hep/ibah, ne\ ertheless, 
stood at a gaze, W’lth her hands clasped, looking very much as if she had 
summoned up an evil spirit, and were afraid, yet resolved, to hazard the 
encounter 

“Heaven help me! ” she groaned, mentally “Now is my hour of need ' *' 
The door, which moved with difficulty on its creaking and rusty hinges, 
being forced quite open, a square and sturdy little urchin became appar- 
ent, W’lth cheelcs as led as an apple He was clad rather shabbily (but, as 
it seemed, more ow’ing to his mother's carelessness than his father’s pov- 
erty), in a blue apion, very wide and short trousers, shoes somew'hat out 
at the toes, and a chip-hat, w'lth the frizzles of his curly hair sticking 
through its crevices A book and a small slate, under his arm, indicated 
that he was on his way to school He stared at Hepzibah a moment, as an 
elder customer than himself w'ould have been likely enough to do, not 
knowing w’hat to make of the tragic attitude and queer scow'l wherew’ith 
she regarded him 

“Well, child,” said she, taking heart at sight of a personage so little 
formidable, “well, my childj w’hat did you wash for?” 

“That Jim Crow there in the window,” answ’ered the urchin, holding 
out a cent, and pointing to the gingerbread figure that had attracted his 
notice, as he loitered ^ong to school, “the one that has not a broken 
foot ” 

So Hepzibah put forth her lank arm, and, taking the effigy from the 
shop-window, delivered it to her first customer 

“No matter for the money,” said she, giving him a little push tow’ards 
the door , for her old gentility was contumaciously squeamish at sight of 
com, and, besides, it seemed such pitiful meanness to take the 
child s pocket-money in exchange for a bit of stale gingerbread “No mat- 
^ welcome to Jim Crow ” 

^ child, staring with round eyes at this instance of liberality, wholly 
large experience of cent-shops, took the man of 
e g r read, and quitted the premises No sooner had he reached the side- 
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^^nllv (littlo cannibal that he ^\as*) than Jim Cro^^ s head ^^as in his 
niouih \5 he had not been careful to shut the door, HcpJ'ibah ^\as at the 
pains of closing it after him, ^^ith a pettish ejaculation or U\o about the 
tioublesomeness of 3'oung people, and particular!} of small boys. She 
had Ill'll placed another 1 cprcscntatn e of thq renowned Jim Crow at the 
window, when again the shop-bell tinkled clamorously, and again the door 
being tliru'il open, with its characteristic jerk and jar, disclosed the same 
sturdy little urchin who, precisely two minutes ago, had made his exit 
Ihc crumbs and discoloration of the cannibal feast, as yet hardly con- 
summated. were exceedingly x isible about his mouth 

‘‘Wdiat IS It now, chiid^” asked the maiden lady, rather impatiently, 
“did } ou come back to shut the door? ’ 

‘No.' answered the urciiin, pointing to the figure that had just been 
put up “I want that other Jim Crow ” 

‘‘Well, here it is for you,*’ said Hepzibah. reaching it down, but rec- 
ognizing that this peitinacious customer would not quit her on any other 
terms, so long as she had a gingerbread figure in her shop, she partly drew 
back her extended hand. “Where is the cent?’* 

The little boy had the cent ready, but, like a true-born Yankee, would 
have preferred the better bargain to the worse Looking somewhat cha- 
grined, he put the com into Hepzibah’s hand, and departed, sending the 
second Jim Crow' in quest of the former one The new shopkeeper dropped 
the first solid result of her commercial enterprise into the till It was 
done’ The sordid stain of that copper com could nevei be washed aw’ay 
from her palm The little school-boy, aided by the impish figure of the 
negro dancer, had wrought an irreparable ruin The structure of ancient 
aristocracy had been demolished by him, even as if his childish gripe had 
torn down the seven-gabled mansion Now' let Hepzibah tuin the old 
P}mcheon portraits with their faces to the w'all, and take the map of her 
Eastern territory to kindle the kitchen fire, and blow' up the flame w'lth 
the empty breath of her ancestral traditions' What had she to do with 
ancestry? Nothing, no moie than with posterity’ No lady, now', but 
simply Hepzibah Pyncheon, a forlorn old maid, and keeper of a cent' 
shop' 

Nevei theless, even while she paiaded these ideas somexvhat ostenta- 
tiously through her mind, it is altogether surprising what a calmness had 
come over her The anxiety and misgivings W'hich had tormented he>r, 
whethei asleep or in melancholy day-dreams, ever since her project began 
to take an aspect of solidity, had now vanished quite away She felt the 
novelty of her position, indeed, but no longer with disturbance or af- 
fright Now and then, there came a thrill of almost youthful enjoyment 
It w'as the invigorating breath of a fresh outw'ard atmosphere, after the 
long torpor and monotonous seclusion of her life So wholesome is effort' 
So miraculous the strength that we do not know of ! The healthiest glow 
that Hepzibah had known for years had come now in the dieaded ciisis, 
when, for the first time, she had put forth her hand to help heiself The 
little ciiclet oi the school-boy’s copper com dim and lustieless though it 
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was, with the small services which it had been doing here and there about 
the world had proved a talisman, fragrant with good, and deserving to 
be set in gold and worn next her heart It was as potent, and perhaps en- 
dowed with the same kind of efficacy, as a galvanic ring> Hepzibah, at all 
events, was indebted to its subtile operation both in body and spirit, so 
much the more, as it inspired her with energy to get some breakfast, at 
which, still the better to keep up her courage, she allowed herself an extra 
spoonful m her infusion of black tea 

Her introductory day of shop-keeping did not run on, however, with- 
out many and serious interruptions of this mood of cheerful vigor As a 
general rule. Providence seldom vouchsafes to mortals any more than just 
that degree of encouragement which suffices to keep them at a reasonably 
full exertion of their powers In the case of our old gentlewoman, after the 
excitement of new effort had subsided, the despondency of her whole life 
threatened, ever and anon, to return It was like the heavy mass of cloud 
which we may often see obscuring the sky, and making a gray twilight 
everywhere, until, towards nightfall, it yields temporarily to a glimpse of 
sunshine But, always, the envious cloud strives to gather again across the 
streak of celestial azure 

Customers came in, as the forenoon advanced, but rather slowly, in 
some cases, too, it must be owned, with little satisfaction either to them- 
selves or Miss Hepzibah, nor, on the whole, with an aggregate of very 
rich emolument to the till A little girl, sent by her mother to match a 
skein of cotton thread, of a peculiar hue, took one that the near-sighted 
old lady pronounced extremely like, but soon came running back, with a 
blunt and cross message, that it would not do, and, besides, was very 
rotten' Then, there was a pale, care-wrinkled woman, not old but hag- 
gard, and already with streaks of gray among her hair, like silver rib- 
bons, one of those women, naturally delicate, whom you at once recog- 
nize as worn to death by a brute probably a drunken brute of a hus- 
band, and at least nine children She wanted a few pounds of floui, and 
, offered the money, which the decayed gentlewoman silently rejected, and 
gave the poor soul better measure than if she had taken it Shortly after- 
wards, a man in a blue cotton frock, much soiled, came in and bought a 
pipe, filling the whole shop, meanwhile, with the hot odor of strong drmk, 
not only exhaled in the torrid atmosphere of his breath, but oozing out of 
ms entire system, lilce an inflammable gas It was impressed on Hepzi- 
bah’s mind that this was the husband of the care-wrmkled woman He 
asked for a paper of tobacco , and as she had neglected to provide herself 
wiffi the article, her brutal customer dashed down his newly-bought pipe 
and left the shop, muttering some unintelligible words, which had the 
tone and bitterness of a curse Hereupon Hepzibah threw up her eyes, 
unmtentionally scowling in the face of Providence' 

No less than five persons, during the forenoon, inquired for ginger- 
beer, or root-beer, or any drmk of a similar brewage, and, obtaining noth- 
ing 01 the kind, went off m an exceedingly bad humor Three of them left 
e door open, and the other two pulled it so spitefully m going out that 
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the little bell played the very deuce with Hepzibah’s nerves A round, 
bustling, fire-ruddy housewife of the neighborhood, burst breathless into 
the shop, fiercely demanding yeast, and when the poor gentlewoman, 
with her cold shyness of manner, gave her hot customer to understand 
that she did not keep the article, this very capable housewife took upon 
herself to administer a regular rebuke 

“A cent-shop, and no yeast 1” quoth she, “that will never do> Who 
ever heard of such a thing? Your loaf will never rise, no more than mine 
will to-day You had better shut up shop at once ” 

“Well,” said Hepzibah, heaving a deep sigh, “perhaps I hadl” 

Several times, moreover, besides the above instance, her lady-like 
sensibilities were seriously infringed upon by the familiar, if not rude, 
tone with which people addressed her They evidently considered them- 
selves not merely her equals, but her patrons and superiors Now, Hepzi- 
bah had unconsciously flattered herself with the idea that there would be 
a gleam or halo, of some kind or other, about her person, which would 
insure an obeisance to her sterling gentility, or, at least, a tacit recogni- 
tion of it On the other hand, nothing tortured her more intolerably than 
when this recognition was too prominently expressed To one or two 
rather officious offers of sympathy, her responses were little short of acri- 
monius, and, we regret to say, Hepzibah was thrown into a positively 
unchristian state of mind by the suspicion that one of her customers was 
drawn to the shop, not by any real need of the article which she pretend- 
ed to seek, but by a wicked wish to stare at her The vulgar creature was 
determined to see for herself what sort of a figure a mildewed piece of 
aristocracy, after wasting all the bloom and much of the decline of her 
life apart from the world, would cut behind a counter In this particular 
case, however mechanical and mnocuous it might be at other times, Hep- 
zibah’s contortion of brow served her m good stead 

“I never was so frightened m my life'” said the curious customer, in 
describing the incident to one of her acquaintances “She’s a real old 
vixen, take my word of it' She says little, to be sure, but if you could 
only see the mischief m her eye' ” 

On the whole, therefore, her new experience led our decayed gentle- 
woman to very disagreeable conclusions as to the temper and manners of 
what she termed the lower classes, whom heretofore she had looked down 
upon with a gentle and pitying complaisance, as herself occupying a 
sphere of unquestionable superiority But, unfortunately, she had like- 
wise to struggle against a bitter emotion of a directly opposite kind a 
sentiment of virulence, we mean, towards the idle aristocracy to which it 
had so recently been her pride to belong When a lady, m a delicate and 
costly summer garb, with a floating veil and gracefully swaying gown, 
and, altogether an etherial lightness that made you look at her beautifully 
slippered feet, to see whether she trod on the dust or floated in the air, 
when such a vision happened to pass through this retired street, leaving it 
tenderly and delusively fragrant with her passage, as if a bouquet of tea- 
roses had been borne along, then again, it is to be feared, old Hepzi- 
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bah’s scowl could no longer vindicate itself entirely on the plea of near- 

^^^“Fm-”wLt end ” thought she, giving vent to that feeling of hostility 
which IS the only real abasement of the poor in pi esence of the rich, for 
what good end, in the wisdom of Pi evidence, does that woman Ine^ iNlust 
the whole world toil, that the palms of hei hands may be kept white and 


delicate^” 

Then, ashamed and penitent, she hid her face 

“May God forgive me > ” said she 

Doubtless, God did forgive her But, taking the inward and outward 
history of the first half-day into consideration, PIep 7 ibah began to fear 
that the shop would prove her rum m a moral and religious point of view, 
without contributing very essentially tow'ards even her temporal welfare 


TV 

A Day Behind the Counter 

Towards noon, Hepzibah saw an elderly gentleman, large and portly, and 
of remaikably dignified demeanor, passing slowdy along on the opposite 
side of the white and dusty street On coming within the shadow of the 
Pyncheon Elm, he stopt, and (taking off his hat, meanw^hile, to wnpe the 
perspiration from his brow) seemed to scrutinize, wuth especial interest, 
the dilapidated and rusty-visaged House of the Seven Gables He him- 
self, in a very different style, was as well worth looking at as the house 
No better model need be sought, nor could have been found, of a very 
high order of respectability, w^hich, by some indescribable magic, not 
merely expressed itself in his looks and gestures, but even governed the 
fashion of his garments, and rendered them all proper and essential to 
the man Without appearing to differ, in any tangible w'ay, from other 
people’s clothes, there was yet a wide and rich gravity about them that 
must have been a characteristic of the wearer, since it could not be de- 
fined as pertaining either to the cut or mateiial His gold-headed cane, 
n a ^ staff, of dark polished wood, had similar tiaits, and, 

nad it chosen to talce a walk by itself, would have been recognized any- 
wmere ^ a tolerably adequate representative of its master This charactei 
which showed itself so strikingly in everything about him, and the 
e ect 01 which we seek to convey to the reader went no deeper than his 
station, habits of life, and external circumstances One perceived him to 
^ ^ marked influence and authority, and, especially, you 

could feel just as certain that he was opulent as if he had exhibited his 
ank ^count, or as if you had seen him touching the twigs of the Pyn- 
cheon Elm, and, Midas-like, transmuting them to gold 
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111 Ills yoiJlh. he had probably been considered a handsome man, at his 
present age his brow v.as too licavy his temples too bare his remaining 
lipir loo siray. Ins c\c too cold, his lips loo closely coniprcs=cd, to bear any 
relation to mere pcr^onal bcaiitj He v.oiild 1ia\c made a eood and mas- 
s.\ c portrait beticr now , perhaps, than at ain prc\ inu^ period of his life, 
alinodch Ins k oh miaht crow positnch harsh in the process oi bemcfi'cd 
iinnp the cam as '1 ne artwt would ha\c found it desirable to study his 
face and pnno its camcri\' for \aried c'prcssion, to darken it with a 
frown to Lmrlie it up v itii a smile 

Whik the clfk'rlv centlcman stood looking at the Pyncheon House, 
both the ^ro^^n nal the smdo nas^ed succcssi\cl> o\ei his countenance 
His e\<' rfsti d on the siiop.Y.ipfiov.. .imi putting up a pair of gold-bovcd 
spactarks which lie held m his hand he minutely suncyed Hepnbah s 
1utk‘ arrrngemcni of lo\s .and commodities \t first it seemed not to 
pie ise him, na% to cause him c\ceedmg displeasure, and a cl, the \ cry 
nc'.t mr.mcnl he smil d \\ hile the latter expression was xct on his lips, 
he cnmht a ulimpsc of Hcp/ibah, who had iinolunlanl}' bent forward to 
the windoa. and then the smuc changed fiom acrid and disagreeable to 
the sunniest complacency and hence olcnce He bowed, with a happy mix- 
ture of ditimiy and courteous kindliness and pursued his way. 

‘ riirrc he is' Slid Hcp/ihah to hcr.vclf gulping down a eery bitter 
emotion and, since she co’ Id not nd herself of it trying to drixe it baclv 
into her heart ‘ What does he think of it, I wonder^ Does it please him? 
.\h' he is looking I) ick' 

The gentleman had paused in the street and turned himself half about, 
still with hib c\es fi'cd on the shop-window In fact he wheeled wholly 
round, and commenced a step or two as if designing to enter the shop, 
but. as it chanced his purpose was anticipated by Hcp/abalPs first cus- 
tomer, the little cannibal of Jim Crow, who, staring up at the window’, 
was irresistibly attracted by an elephant of gingerbread What a grand 
appetite Iiad tins small urchin' Two Jim Crows immediatel}* after 
breakfast' and now an elephant, as a preliminary wdiet before dinnerl 
By the time this latter pui chase was completed, the elderly gentleman 
had resumed his wxiy, and tui ned the street corner 

‘ Take it as you like, Cousin Jaffrey'” muttered the maiden lady, as 
she diew' back, after cautiously thrusting out her head, and looking up 
and down the street, “take it as you like' You have seen my little shop- 
windov/' Well' what ha\e you to say? is not the Pyncheon House my 
own, W'hile I’m alive?” 

After this incident, Hepzibah retreated to the back parlor, where she at 
first caught up a half-finished stocking, and began knitting at it with 
nervous and irregular jeiks, but quickly finding herself at odds with' the 
stitches, she threw it aside, and walked hurriedly about the room At 
length, she paused before the portrait of the stern old Puiitan, her an- 
cestor, and the founder of the house In one sense, this picture had almost 
faded into the canvas, and hidden itself behind tlie duskiness of age, in 
another, she could not but fancy that it had been growing more promi- 
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nent, and strikingly expressive, evei since her earliest familiarity with it 
as a child For, while the physical outline and substance were darkening 
away from the beholder’s eye, the bold, hard, and, at the same time, in- 
direct character of the man seemed to be brought out in a kind of spiritual 
relief. Such an effect may occasionally be observed in pictures of antique 
date. They acquire a look which an artist (if he have anything like the 
complacency of artists nowadays) would never dream of presenting to a 
patron as his own characteristic expression, but vhich, nevertheless, we 
at once recognize as reflecting the unlovely truth of a human soul In 
such cases, the painter’s deep conception of his subject’s inward traits 
has wrought itself into the essence of the picture, and is seen after the 
superficial coloring has been rubbed off by time 

While gazing at the portrait, Hepzibah trembled under its eye Her 
hereditary reverence made her afraid to judge the character of the orig- 
inal so harshly as a peiception of the truth compelled her to do But still 
she gazed, because the face of the picture enabled her at least, she fan- 
cied so to read more accurately, and to a greater depth, the face which 
she had just seen m the street 

‘'This is the very man*” murmured she to herself “Let Jaffrey Pyn- 
cheon smile as he will, there is that look beneath t Put on him a skull-cap, 
and a band, and a black cloak, and a Bible in one hand and a sword in 
the other, then let Jaffrey smile as he might, nobody w'ould doubt that 
It was the old Pyncheon come again' He has proved himself the very man 
to build up a new house' Perhaps, too, to draw’ dowm a new’ curse' ” 

Thus did Hepzibah bewilder herself w’lth these fantasies of the old 
time She had dwelt too much alone, too long in the Pyncheon House, 
until her very brain was impregnated w’lth the dry-rot of its timbers She 
needed a walk along the noonday street to keep her sane 

By the spell of contrast, another poi trait rose up before her, painted 
with more daring flattery than any artist would have ventured upon, but 
yet so delicately touched that the likeness remained perfect IMalbone’s 
miniature, though from the same original, w’as far inferior to Hepzibah’s 
air-dr^n picture, at which affection and sorrowful remembrance 
wi ought together Soft, mild, and cheerfully contemplative, w’lth full, red 
ips, just cm the verge of a smile, which the eyes seemed to heiald by a 
6 ^indlmg-up of their orbs' Feminine traits, moulded inseparably 
VI those of the other sex' The miniature, likewise, had this last peculi- 
inevitably thought of the original as resembling his 
infi ^ ^ lovely and lovable woman, with perhaps some beautiful 

"to low her that'made it all the pleasanter to know and easier 

prawf Hepzibah, with grief of which it was only the more tol- 
rntpd that welled up from her heart to her eyelids, “they perse- 

cuted his mo&er m him ' He never was a Pyncheon ' ” 

so^far^ari w j ^ sound from a remote distance, 

iscence^ ^®-P^^^^^^^®scended into the sepulchral depths of her remin- 
n ering the shop, she found an old man there, a humble 
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resident of Pyncheon Street, and whom, for a great many years past, she 
had suffered to be a kind of familiar of the house He was an immemorial 
personage, who seemed always to have had a white head and wrinkles, 
and never to have possessed but a single tooth, and that a half-decayed 
one, m the front of the upper jaw Well advanced as Hepzibah was, she 
could not remember when Uncle Venner, as the neighborhood called him, 
had not gone up and down the street, stooping a little and drawmg his 
feet heavily over the gravel or pavement But still there was something 
tough and vigorous about him, that not only kept him m daily breath, but 
enabled him to fill a place which would else have been vacant in the ap- 
parently crowded world To go of errands with his slow and shuffling gait, 
which made you doubt how he ever was to arrive anywhere, to saw a 
small household’s foot or two of firewood, or knock to pieces an old bar- 
rel, or split up a pme board for kmdlmg-stuff , m summer, to dig the few 
yards of garden ground appertaining to a low-rented tenement, and share 
the produce of his labor at the halves, m winter, to shovel away the snow 
from the sidewalk, or open paths to the woodshed, or along the clothes- 
line, such weie some of the essential offices which Uncle Venner per- 
formed among at least a scoie of families Within that circle, he claimed 
the same sort of privilege, and probably felt as much warmth of interest, 
as a clergyman does m the range of his parishioners Not that he laid 
claim to the tithe pig , but, as an analogous mode of reverence, he went 
his rounds, every morning, to gather up the crumbs of the table and over--, 
flowings of the dinner-pot, as food for a pig of his owm 

In his younger days for, after all, there was a dim tradition that he 
had been, not young, but younger Uncle Venner was commonly regard- 
ed as rather deficient, than otherwise, m his wits In truth he had virtually 
pleaded guilty to the charge, by scarcely aiming at such success as other 
men seek, and by taking only that humble and modest part m the inter- 
course of life which belongs to the alleged deficiency But now, in his ex- 
treme old age, whether it were that his long and hard experience had 
actually brightened him, or that his decaying judgment rendered him less 
capable of fairly measuring himself, the venerable man made preten- 
sions to no little wisdom, and really enjoyed the credit of it There was 
likevwse, at times, a vein of something like poetry in him, it was the 
moss or wall-flower of his mind m its small dilapidation, and gave a 
charm to what might have been vulgar and commonplace in his earlier 
and middle life Hepzibah had a regard for him, because his name was 
ancient in the town and had formerly been respectable It was a still bet- 
ter reason for awarding him a species of familiar reverence that Uncle 
Venner was himself the most ancient existence, whether of man or thing, 
in P3mclieon Street, except the House of the Seven Gables, and perhaps 
the ehn tliat overshadowed it 

This patriarch now presented himself before Hepzibah, clad in an old 
blue coat, which had a fashionable air, and must have accrued to him 
from the cast-off wardrobe of some dashing clerk As for his trousers, they 
were of tow-cloth, ver^’- short in the legs, and bagging down strangely in 
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the rear, but yet having a suitableness to his figure which his other gar- 
ment entirely lacked His hat had relation to no other part of his dres^, 
and but very little to the head that wore it liuis Uncle Vrnner vas a 
miscellaneous old gentleman, partly himself, but, in good nica^irc, some- 
body else, patched together, too, of different epochs, an epitome of times 
and fashions 

“So, you have really begun trade,’ said he, ' i rally begun trade' 
Well, i’m glad to see it Young people should never li\c idle in tlic world, 
nor old ones neither, unless w'hen the iheumati/e gets hold of them It has 
given me warning already, and in two or three 3 ears longer, I '=hali think 
of putting aside business and retiring to my faim That yonrler, the 
great brick house, you know', the workhouse, most folks call it, but I 
mean to do my work first, and go there to be idle and cnjo\' mviclf. And 
I’m glad to see you beginning to do your w'ork. Miss Ilep/ibah ' ” 

“Thank you. Uncle Venner,” said Hep/ibah, smiling, for she alwajs 
felt kindly towards the simple and talkative old man Had he be tn an old 
woman, she might probably have repelled the freedom, whicli she now 
took in good part “It is time foi me to begin work, indeed' Or, to speak 
the truth, I have just begun w'hen I ought to be gi\ mg it up 
“Oh, nevei say that. Miss HepzibalT” answered the old man “You .ire 
a young woman yet Why, I hardlj' thought myself \'oungci tlnin I am 
now, it seems so little w'hile ago since I used to see you playing about the 
door of the old house, quite a small child < Oftener, though. 3’ou used to 
be sitting at the threshold, and looking gravely into the sticet, for you 
had always a giave kind of w'aj'’ with j'ou, a grown-up air, when j'ou 
were only the height of my knee It seems as if I saw’ you now , and 3 our 
grandfather with his red cloak, and his white wig, and his cocked hat. and 
his cane, coming out of the house, and stepping so grandh' up the street' 
Those old gentlemen that grew up before the Revolution used to put on 
grand airs In my young days, the great man of the town was commonly 
called King, and his wife, not Queen to be suie, but Lady Nowadays, a 
nmn would not dare to be called King, and if he feels himself a little 
above common folks, he only stoops so much the lower to them I met 
your cousin, the Judge, ten minutes ago, and, in my old tow -cloth trous- 
ers, as you see, the Judge raised his hat to me, I do believe ' At any rate, 
the Judge bowed and smiled ' ” 


Yes, said Hepzibah, with something bitter stealing unaw’ares into her 
(u’ cousin Jaffrey is thought to have a very pleasant smile ' ’’ 

-Md so he has' ” replied Uncle Venner “And that’s rather remarkable 
in a Fyncheon, for, begging your pardon, Miss Hepzibah, they never had 
me name of being an easy and agieeable set of folks There was no fretting 
But now. Miss Hepzibah, if an old man may be bold lo ask, 
wny don t Judge Pyncheon, with his great means, step forward, and tell 
ms cousin to shut up her little shop at once? It’s for your credit to be do- 
ing something, but it’s not for the Judge’s credit to let you ' ” 

coldN ^ if} Venner,” said Hepzibah, 

coldly I ought to say, however, that, if I choose to earn bread for my- 
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self, it IS not Judge Pyncheon’s fault Neither -will he deserve the blame,-’ 
added she, more kindly, remembering Uncle Venner’s privileges of age 
and humble familiarity, “if I should, by and by, find it convenient to re- 
tire with you to your farm.” 

“And it’s no bad place, either, that farm of mine!” cried the old man, 
cheerily, as if there were something positively delightful in the prospect 
“No bad place is the great brick faim-house, especially for them that will 
find a good many old cronies there, as will be my case I quite long to be 
among them, sometimes, of the wunter evenings , for it is but dull business 
for a lonesome elderly man, like me, to be nodding, by the hour together, 
wntli no company but his air-tight stove Summer oi wunter, there’s a great 
deal to be said m favor of my farm ' And, talre it m the autumn, w^hat can 
be pleasanter than to spend a w'hole day on the sunny aide of a barn or a 
wood-pile, chatting w'lth somebody as old as one’s self, or, perhaps, idling 
away the time with a natural-born simpleton, who knows how to be idle, 
because even our busy Yankees never have found out how to put him to 
any use^ Upon my w'ord, Miss Hepzibah, I doubt w^hether I’ve ever been 
so comfortable as I mean to be at my farm, which most folks call the 
v/orkhouse But you, you’re a jmung w'oman yet, you never need go 
there' Something still better wall turn up for you I’m sure of it'” 

Hepzibah fancied that there w^as something peculiar m her venerable 
friend’s look and tone, insomuch, that she gazed into his face with con- 
siderable earnestness, endeavoring to discover what secret meaning, if 
any, might be lurking there Individuals whose affairs have reached an ut- 
terly desperate crisis almost invariably keep themselves alive with hopes, 
so much the more airily magnificent as they have the less of solid matter 
within their grasp w^hereof to mould any judicious and moderate expecta- 
tion of good Thus, all the while Hepzibah w'as perfecting the scheme of 
her little shop, she had cherished an unacknowledged idea that some 
harlequin trick of foitune would intervene in her favoi For example, an 
uncle who had sailed for India fifty years before, and never been heard 
of since might yet return, and adopt her to be the comfort of his very 
extreme and decrepit age, and adorn her with pearls, diamonds, and 
Oriental shawls and turbans, and make her the ultimate heiress of his un- 
reckonable iiches Or the member of Parliament, now at the head of the 
English branch of the family, with which the elder stock, on this side of 
the Atlantic, had held little or no intercourse for the last two centuries, 
this eminent gentleman might invite Hepzibah to quit the ruinous House 
of the Seven Gables, and come over to dwell with her kindred at Pyn- 
cheon Hall But, for reasons the most imperative, she could not yield to 
his request It was more probable, therefore, that the descendants of a 
Pyncheon who had emigrated to Virginia, m some past generation, and 
became a great planter there, hearing of Hepzib^’s destitution, and 
impelled by the splendid generosity of character with which their Vir. 
gmian mixture must have enriched the New England blood, would senr 
her a remittance of a thousand dollars, with a hint of repeating the favor 
annually Or, and, surely, anything so undeniably just could not'be be- 
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yond the limits of leasonable anticipation, the great claim to the herit- 
age of Waldo County might finally be decided in fa\ or of the Pyncheons , 
so that, instead of keeping a cent-shop, Hep^ibah ^^ould build a palace, 
and look down from its highest tower on hill, dale, forest, field, and town, 
as her own share of the ancestral territory 

These were some of the fantasies which she had long dreamed about, 
and, aided by these. Uncle Venner’s casual attempt at encouragement 
kindled a strange festal glory in the poor, bare, melancholy chambers of 
her brain, as if that inner world were suddenly lighted up with gas But 
either he knew nothing of her castles in the air as how should he^ or 
else her earnest scowl disturbed his recollection, as it might a more cour- 
ageous man’s Instead of pursuing any w'eightier topic. Uncle Venner was 
pleased to favor Hepzibah with some sage counsel in her shop-keeping 
capacity 

“Give no credit*” these were some of his golden maxims, “Nc\er 
take paper-money' Look well to your change’ Ring the silver on the four- 
pound weight' Shove back all English half-pence and base copper tokens, 
such as are very plenty about towm’ At your leisure hours, knit children’s 
woollen socks and mittens! Brew your own yeast, and make your own 
guiger-beer’” 

And while Hepzibah was doing her utmost to digest the hard little pel- 
lets of his already uttered wnsdom, he gave vent to his final, and what he 
declared to be his all-important advice, as follows 
“Put on a bright face for your customers, and smile pleasantly as you 
hand them what they ask for’ A stale article, if you dip it in a good, 
warm, sunny smile, will go off better than a fresh one that you've scowled 
upon ” 

To this last apothegm poor Hepzibah responded wnth a sigh so deep 
and heavy that it almost rustled Uncle Venner quite aw ay, like a w ithered 
leaf, as he was, before an autumnal gale Recovering himself, how- 
ever, he bent foiward, and, with a good deal of feeling m his ancient vis- 
age, beckoned her nearer to him 

^‘When do you expect him home?” w'hispered he 
^|Vdiom do you mean?” asked Hepzibah, turning pale 
Ah? you don’t love to talk about it,” said Uncle Venner “Well, well’ 
well say no more, though there’s wmrd of it all over towm I remember 
him, Miss Hepzibah, before he could run alone ’ ” 

During the remainder of the day pooi Hepzibah acquitted herself even 
less creditably, as a shop-keeper, than in her earlier efforts She appeared 
to be walking in a dream, or, more truly, the vivid life and reality as- 
sumed by her emotions made all outward occurrences unsubstantial, like 
the teasing phantasms of a half-conscious slumber She still responded, 
mechanically, to the frequent summons of the shop-bell, and, at the de- 
manq of her customers, went prying with vague eyes about the shop, 
pottering them one article after another, and thrusting aside perverse- 
y, as mpt of them supposed the identical thing they asked for There is 
confusion, indeed, when the spirit thus flits away into the past, or into 
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the more a^^ful future, or, in any manner, steps across the spaceless 
boundary betwixt its own region and the actual world, where the body 
remains to guide itself as best it may, with little more than the mechanism' 
of animal life It is like death, without death’s quiet privilege, its free- 
dom from mortal care Worst of all, when the actual duties are comprised' 
m such petty details as now vexed the brooding soul of the old gentle- 
woman As the animosity of fate would have it, there was a great influx 
of custom m the course of the afternoon Hepzibah blundered to and fro 
about her small place of business, committing the most unheard-of eriors 
now stringing up twelve, and now seven, tallow-candles, instead of ten to 
the pound, selling ginger for Scotch snuff, pins foi needles, and needles 
for pins, misreckomng her change, sometimes to the public detriment, 
and much oftener to hei own, and thus she went on, doing her utmost to 
bring chaos back again, until, at the close of the day’s labor, to her in- 
explicable astonishment, she found the money-drawer almost destitute of 
com After all her painful traffic, the whole proceeds were perhaps half a 
dozen coppers, and a questionable mnepence which ultimately proved to 
be copper likewise 

At this price, or at whatever price, she rejoined that the day had 
reached its end Never before had she had such a sense of the intolerable 
length of time that creeps between dawn and sunset, and of the miser- 
able irksomeness of having aught to do, and of the better wisdom that it 
would be to he down at once, m sullen resignation, and let life, and its 
toils and vexations, ti ample over one’s prostrate body as they may' Hep- 
zibah’s final operation was with the little devourer of Jim Crow and the 
elephant, who now proposed to eat a camel In her bewilderment, she of- 
fered him first a wooden dragoon, and next a handful of marbles, neither 
of which being adapted to his else omnivorous appetite, she hastily held 
out her whole remaining stock of natural history in gingerbread, and hud- 
dled the small customer out of the shop She then muffled the bell in an 
unfinished stocking, and put up the oaken bar across the door 

During the lattei process, an omnibus came to a stand-still under the 
branches of the elm-tree Hepzibah’s heart was in her mouth Remote 
and dusky, and with no sunshine on all the intervening space, was that 
region of the Past whence her only guest might be expected to arrive' 
Was she to meet him now? 

Somebody, at all events, was passing from the farthest interior of the 
omnibus towards its entrance A gentleman alighted, but it was only to 
offer his hand to a young girl whose slender figure, nowise needing such 
assistance, now lightly descended the steps, and made an airy little jump 
from the final one to the sidewalk She rewarded her cavalier with a smile, 
the cheery glow of which was seen reflected on his own face as he reen- 
tered the vehicle The girl then turned towards the House of the Seven 
Gables, to the door of which, meanwhile, not the shop-door, but the 
antique portal, the omnibus-man had carried a light trunk and a band- 
box First giving a sharp rap of the old iron knocker, he left his passenger 
and her luggage at the door-step, and departed 
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“WTio can it be?” thought Hep/ubah, \\ho had been screw mg licr vi'^ual 
organs into the acutest focus of which the}^ were capable “The girl must 
have mistaken the house'” 

She stole softly into the hall, and, herself invisible, ga^cd through the 
dusty side-hghts of the portal at the young, blooming, and very cliccrful 
face, which presented itself foi admittance into the gloomy old mansion 
It w^as a face to which almost any dooi w'ould ha\e opened of its own ac- 
cord 

The young girl, so fresh, so unconventional, and yet '^o orderly and 
obedient to common rules, as you at once recognized her to be, v as widely 
in contrast, at that moment, with everything about liei The sordid and 
ugly luxuriance of gigantic weeds that gicw' in tlic angle of the house, and 
the heavy projection that overshadowed her, and the time-worn frame- 
work of the door, none of these things belonged to her ■sphere Hut, even 
as a ray of sunshine, fall into what dismal place it may, nistantanenush 
creates for itself a propriety in being there, so did it '^cem altogether fit 
that the girl should be standing at the threshold It was no less c\ idently 
proper that the door should swung open to admit her The maiden lad\ , 
herself, sternly inhospitable m her first purposes, soon began (o feel that 
the door ought to be shoved back, and the rusty Ivcy be turned in tlic re- 
luctant lock 

“Can it be Phoibe?” questioned she within herself “It mil'll he liUlc 
Phoebe, for it can be nobody else, and there is a look of licr father 
about her, too' But wdiat does she w'anl here^ And how like a country 
cousin, to come down upon a poor body in tins way, without so much as 
a day’s notice, or asking whether she would be w'cleome' Well , she must 
have a night’s lodging, I suppose, and to-moirow' the child sliall go back 
to her mother'” 

Phoebe, it must be understood, w’as that one little offshoot of the Pyn- 
cheon race to whom w^e have alieady referred, as a native of a lural part 
of New England, where the old fashions and feelings of relationship are 
still partially kept up In her owm cncle, it was regarded as b 3 ^ no means 
improper for kinsfolk to visit one another wuthout invitation, or pre- 
hminary and ceremonious warning Yet, m consideration of ]\Iiss Ilepzi- 
bahs recluse way of life, a letter had actually been wuitten and des- 
patched, conveying information of Phoebe’s projected visit This epistle, 
for three of four days past, had been in the pocket of the penny-postman, 
wno, happening to have no other business in Pyncheon Street, had not yet 
to call at the House of the Seven Gables 
A night,” said Hepzibah, unbolting the 

door it Clifford were to find her here, it might disturb him 1 ’’ 
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V 

May and November 

Phccbe Pyncheon slept, on the night of her arrival, in a chamber that 
looked doivn on the garden of the old house It fronted towards the east, 
so tliat at a very seasonable hour a glow of crimson light came flooding 
through the window, and bathed the dingy ceiling and paper-hangings in 
its own hue Theie weie curtains to Phoebe’s bed, a dark, antique canopy, 
and ponderous festoons of a stuff which had been rich, and even mag- 
nificent, in its time, but which now brooded over the girl like a cloud, 
making a night in that one corner, while elsewhere it was beginning to be 
day The morning light, however, soon stole into tlie aperture at the foot 
of the bed, betwixt those faded curtains Finding the new guest there, 
with a bloom on her cheeks like the moinmg’s own, and a gentle stir of 
departing slumber in her limbs, as wdien an early breeze moves the foliage, 

the dawn kissed her brow It was the caress which a dewy maiden 
such as the Dawm is, immortally gives to her sleeping sistei, partly from 
the impulse of irresistible fondness, and partly as a pretty hint that it is 
time now to unclose her eyes 

At the touch of those lips of light, Phoebe quietly awoke, and, for a mo- 
ment, did-not recognize where she was, nor how those heavy cui tains 
chanced to be festooned around her Nothing, indeed, was absolutely 
, plain to her, except that it was now early morning, and that, w'hatever 
might happen next, it w'as propei, first of all, to get up and say her pray- 
ers She was the more inclined to devotion from the grim aspect of the 
chamber and its furniture, especially the tall, stiff chans, one of w^hich 
stood close b3'’ her bedside, and looked as if some old-fashioned personage 
had been sitting there all night, and had vanished only just m season to 
escape discovery 

When Phoebe was quite dressed, she peeped out of the window, and saw 
a rose-bush in the gaiden Being a very tall one, and of luxuriant growth, 
it had been propped up against the side of the house, and was literally 
covered with a rare and very beautiful species of white rose A large poi- 
tion of them, as the girl afterwards discovered, had blight or mildew at 
their hearts, but, viewed at a fan distance, the whole rose-bush looked as 
if it had been brought from Eden that very summer, together with the 
mould m which it grew The truth was, nevertheless, that it had been 
planted by Alice Pyncheon, she was Phoebe’s great-great-grand-aunt, 
in soil w^hich, reckoning only its cultivation as a garden-plat, was now 
unctuous with nearly two hundred years of vegetable decay Growing as 
they did, however, out of the old eaith, the flowers still sent a fresh and 
sweet incense up to their Creator, nor could it have been the less pure and 
acceptable, because Phoebe’s young breath mingled with it, as the frag- 
rance floated past the window Hastening down the creaking and carpet- 
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less staircase, she found her way into the garden, gathered some of the 
most perfect of the loses, and brought them to her chamber 

Little Phoebe was one of those persons ^^ho possess, as their exclusive 
patrimony, the gift of practical arrangement It is a kind of natuial magic 
that enables these favored ones to bring out the hidden capabilities of 
things around them, and particularly to give a look of comfort and hab- 
itableness to any place which, for however brief a period, may happen to 
be their home A wild hut of underbrush, tossed together by wayfarers 
through the primitive forest, w'oiild acquire the home aspect by one 
night’s lodging of such a woman, and would letain it long after her c^uiet 
figure had disappeared into the surrounding shade No less a portion of 
such homely witchcraft was requisite to reclaim, as it w ere, Phoebe s 
waste, cheerless, and dusky chamber, w'hich had been untenanted so long 
-except by spiders, and mice, and rats, and ghosts that it w as all ov er- 
grown with the desolation w'hich w'atches to obliterate every trace of 
man’s happier hours What was precisely Phoebe's process we find it im- 
possible to sa}^ She appeared to have no preliminary design, but ga% e a 
touch here and another there, brought some articles of furniture to light 
and dragged others into the shadow, looped up or let down a window'- 
curtain, and, in the course of half an hour, had fully succeeded in throw’- 
ing a kindly and hospitable smile over the apartment No longer ago 
than the night before, it had resembled nothing so much as the old maid’s 
heart, for there was neithei sunshine nor household fire in one nor the 
other, and, save for ghosts and ghostly reminiscences, not a guest, for 
many years gone by, had entered the heart or the chambei 

There was still another peculiarity of this inscrutable chaim The bed- 
chamber, no doubt, was a chamber of very great and varied experience, 
as a scene of human life the joy of bridal nights had throbbed itself 
away here, new immortals had first drawn earthly breath here, and here 
old people had died But whether it were the white roses, or whatcNcr 
the subtile influence might be a person of delicate instinct w'ould have 
known at once that it was now a maiden’s bedchambei, and had been 
former evil and sorrow by her sweet breath and happy 
noughts Her dreams of the past night, being such cheerful ones, had 
exorcised the gloom, and now haunted the chamber in its stead 
Alter arranging matters to her satisfaction, Phcebe emerged from her 
c amber, with a purpose to descend again into the garden Besides the 
rose-bush, she had observed several other species of flowers growung 
ere in a wilderness of neglect, and obstructing one another’s develop- 
men (as is often the parallel case in human society) by their uneducated 
n anglement and confusion At the head of the stairs, however, she met 
epaban, who, it being still early, invited her into a room which she 
called her boudoir, had her education embraced any 
WA 1- ■f phrase It was strewn about with a few old books, and a 
hlarl^' ^ 1 ^ dusty writing-desk , and had, on one side, a large, 

^ article of furniture, of very strange appearance, which the old gen- 
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llev\oman loM Phcebe was a liarpsicliord. It looked more like a coffin than 
anything else, and. indeed,- not Inning been played upon, or opened, 
for 3 ears, there must ha\e been a \ast deal of dead music in it, stifled 
for want of air Human finger was hardl}' knowm to have touched its 
chords since the da\s of Mice pNnchcon, who had learned the sweet ac- 
complishment of melod} in Europe 

Hepnbah bade her 30ung guest sit down, and, herself taking a chair 
near by, looked as earnestly at Pheebe’s trim little figure as if she ex- 
pected to see right into its springs and motn e secrets 

“Cousin Phoebe/' said she, at last, “I really can’t see my way clear to 
keep 30U with me ” 

These words. howc\er, had not the inhospitable bluntness wath which 
tlie3' may strike the reader, for the two relatues, in a talk before bed- 
time, had arrived at a certain degree of mutual understanding Hepzibah 
knew' enough to enable her to appreciate the circumstances (resulting 
from the second marriage of tlie girl’s mother) w'hich made it desirable 
for Phoebe to establish herself in another home. Nor did she misinterpret 
Phoebe's character, and the genial activity pervading it, one of the most 
\aluable traits of the true New' England w'oman, w'hich had impelled 
her forth, as might be said, to seek her fortune, but with a self-respecting 
purpose to confer as much benefit as she could anyw'ise receive As one oi 
her nearest kindred, she had naturally betaken herself to Hepzibah, w'lth 
no idea of forcing herself on her cousin’s protection, but only for a visit 
of a week or two, which might be indefinitely extended, should it prove 
for tlie happiness of both 

To Hepzibah ’s blunt observation, therefore, Phoebe replied, as frankly, 
and more cheerfully 

“Dear cousin, I cannot tell how it will be,” said she “But I really 
think we may suit one another much better than you suppose ” 

“You are a nice girl, I see it plainly,” continued Hepzibah, “and it 
is not any question as to that point which makes me hesitate But, Phoebe, 
this house of mine is but a melancholy place for a young person to be in 
It lets in the wind and rain, and the snow', too, m the garret and upper 
chambers, in winter-time, but it never lets in the sunshine' And as for 
myself, you see what I am, a dismal and lonesome old woman (for I 
begin to call myself old, Phoebe), whose temper, I am afraid, is none of 
the best, and whose spiiits are as bad as can be I cannot make your life 
pleasant. Cousin Phoebe, neither can I so much as give you bread to eat ” 

“You will find me a cheerful little body,” answered Phoebe, smiling, 
and yet with a kind of gentle dignity, “and I mean to earn my bread 
You know I have not been brought up a Pyncheon A girl learns many 
things in a New England village ” 

“Ah' Phoebe,” said Hepzibah, sighing, “your knowledge would do but 
little for you here' And then it is a wretched thought that you should 
fling away your young days in a place like this Those cheeks would not 
be so rosy after a month or two Look at my face ' ” and, indeed, the 
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contrast was very striking, “you see how pale I ami It is my idea that 
the dust and continual decay of these old houses are unwholesome for 
die lungs ” 

“Theie is the garden, the floweis to be taken care of,” observed 
Pheebe “I should keep myself healthy ivith e\ercise in the open air ” 
“And, after all, child,” exclaimed Hepzibah, suddenly rising, as if to 
dismiss the subject, “it is not for me to say who shall be a guest or in- 
habitant of the old Pyncheon House Its master is coming ” 

“Do you mean Judge Pyncheon?” asked Phoebe, in surprise. 

“Judge Pyncheon'” answered her cousin, angrily “He will hardly 
cross the threshold while I live' No, no! But, Pheebe, you shall see the 
face of him I speak of ” 

She w^ent in quest of the miniature already described, and returned 
with it in her hand Giving it to Phoebe, she w'atched her features narrow- 
ly, and with a certain jealousy as to the mode m which the girl would 
show herself affected by the picture 

“How do you like the face?” asked Hepzibah. 

“It is handsome' it is very beautiful'” said Phoebe, admiringly “It 
IS as sweet a face as a man’s can be, or ought to be It has something of a 
child’s expression, and yet not childish, only one feels so ver}' kind!} 
towards him' He ought never to suffer anything One w'ould bear much 
for the sake of sparing him toil or sorrow^ Who is it, Cousin Hepzibah^ ’ 
“Did you never hear,” whispered her cousin, bending towards her, “of 
Clifford Pyncheon'”’ 

“Never' I thought there were no Pyncheons left, except yourself and 
our cousin Jaffrey,” answ^ered Phoebe “And yet I seem to have heard the 
name of Clifford Pyncheon Yes' from my father or my mother, but 
has he not been a long while dead ? ” 

“Well, well, child, perhaps he has'” said Hepzibali, wuth a sad, hollow 
laugh, “but, m old houses like this, you know^, dead people are very apt 
to come back again ' We shall see And, Cousin Phoebe, since, after all that 
I have said, your courage does not fail you, we wall not pait so soon You 
are welcome, my child, for the present, to such a home as your kins- 
woman can offer you ” 

With this measured, but not exactly cold assurance of a hospitable pur- ' 
pose, Hepzibah kissed her cheek 

went below stairs, where Phoebe not so much assuming 
the onke as attracting it to herself, by the magnetism of innate fitness 
took the most active part in preparing brealefast The mistress of the 
house, meanwhile, as is usual with persons of her stiff and unmalleable 
cast, stood mostly aside, willmg to lend her aid, yet conscious that her 
” a inaptitude would be likely to impede the business in hand Phoebe, 
EM the fire that boiled the teakettle, were equally bright, cheerful, and 
8 cient, m their respective offices Hepzibah gazed forth from her habit- 
ua s uggishness, the necessary result of long solitude, as from another 
sphere She could not help being interested, how^ever, and even amused, at 
the readiness with which her new inmate adapted herself to the circum- 
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stances, and brought the house, moreover, and all its rusty old appliances, 
into a suitableness for her pin poses Whate\er she did, too, was done 
lYithout conscious effort, and iMth fiequent outbreaks of song, which were 
exceedingly pleasant to the ear This natuial tunefulness made Phoebe 
seem like a bird m a shadowy tree, or conveyed the idea that the stream 
of life ivarbled through her heart as a brook sometimes ivarbles through 
a pleasant little dell It betokened the cheeriness of an active tempera- 
ment, finding joy in its activity, and, therefore, rendering it beautiful, it 
was a New England trait, the stern old stuff of Puiitanism with a gold 
thread in the web 

Hepzibah brought out some old silver spoons with the family crest 
upon them, and a china tea-set painted over wnth grotesque figures of 
man, bird, and beast, m as grotesque a landscape These pictured people 
were odd humorists, in a world of their own, a w^orld of vivid brilliancy,, 
so far as color went, and still unfaded, although the teapot and small 
cups w'ere as ancient as the custom itself of tea-dnnking 

“Youi great-great-great-great-grandmother had these cups, when she 
was married,” said Hepzibah to Phoebe “She was a Davenport, of a good 
family They w'ere almost the first teacups ever seen in the colony, and if 
one of them were to be broken, my heart would break wth it But it is 
nonsense to speak so about a brittle teacup, w^hen I remember what my 
heart has gone through without breaking ” 

The cups not having been used, perhaps, since Hepzibah’s youth 
had contracted no small burden of dust, which Phoebe W'ashed away with 
so much care and delicacy as to satisfy even the proprietor of this in- 
valuable china 

“Wliat a nice little housewafe you are'” exclaimed the latter, smiling, 
and, at the same time, frowning so prodigiously that the smile was sun- 
shine under a thunder-cloud “Do you do other things as well? Are you 
as good at jmur book as you are at washing teacups?” 

“Not quite, I am afraid,” said Phoebe, laughing at the form of Hepzi- 
bah’s question “But I was school-mistress for the little children m our 
district last summer, and might have been so still ” 

“Ah ' ’t IS all very well ' ” observed the maiden lady, drawing herself up 
“But these things must have come to you with your mother’s blood I 
nevei knew a Pyncheon that had any turn for them ” 

It IS very queer, but not the less tiue, that people are generally quite as 
vain, or even more so, of their deficiencies than of their available gifts, 
as was Hepzibah of this native inapplicability, so to speak, of the Pyn- 
cheons to any useful purpose She regarded it as an hereditary trait, and 
so, perhaps, it was, but, unfortunately, a morbid one, such as is often 
generated in families that remain long above the surface of society 
Before they left the breakfast-table, the shop-bell rang sharply, and 
Hepzibah set down the remnant of her final cup of tea, with a look of sal- 
low despair that was truly piteous to behold In cases of distasteful oc- 
cupation, the second day is generally worse than the first, we return to 
the rack with all the soreness of the preceding torture in our limbs At 
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all events, Hepzibah had fully satisfied herself of the impossibility of 
ever becoming wonted to this peevishly obstreperous little bell Ring as 
often as it might, the sound always smote upon her nervous system rude- 
ly and suddenly And especially now, while, wnth her crested teaspoons 
and antique china, she was flatteiing'heiself w’lth ideas of gentility, she 
felt an unspeakable disinclination to confront a customer 

‘‘Do not trouble yourself, dear cousin ' ” cried Phoebe, starting lightly 
up “I am shop-keeper to-day ” 

“You, child'” exclaimed Hepzibah “What can a little country-girl 
know of such matters?” 

“Oh, I have done all the shopping for the family at our village store,” 
said Phoebe “And I have had a table at a fancy fair, and made better 
sales than anybody These things are not to be learnt, they depend upon 
a knack that comes, I suppose,” added she, smiling, “with one’s mother’s 
blood You shall see that I am as nice a little saleswoman as I am a house- 
wife ' ” 

The old gentlewoman stole behind Phoebe, and peeped from tlie pas- 
sage-way into the shop, to note how' she would manage her undertaking 
It was a case of some intricacy A very ancient woman, in a white short 
gown and a green petticoat, with a string of gold beads about her neck, 
and what looked like a nightcap on her head, had brought a quantity of 
yarn to barter for the commodities of the shop She W'as probably the very 
last person in town who still kept the time-honored spinning-wheel m 
constant revolution It was worth w'hile to hear the croaking and hollow 
tones of the old lady, and the pleasant voice of Phoebe, mingling in one 
twisted thread of talk, and still better to contrast their figures, so light 
and bloomy, so decrepit and dusky, with only the counter betwixt 
them, in one sense, but more than threescore years, in another As for the 
bargain, it was wrinkled slyness and craft pitted against native truth and 
sagacity 

Was not that well done?” asked Phoebe, laughing, w'hen the customer 
was gone 

Nicely done, indeed, child ' ” answered Hepzibah “I could not have 
gone through with it nearly so well As you say, it must be a knack that 
belongs to you on the mother’s side ” 

It IS a very genuine admiration, that with which persons too shy or 
00 awkward to take a due part in the bustling world regard the real ac- 
ors in lifes stirring scenes, so genuine, in fact, that the former are. 
usually fain to make it palatable to their self-love, by assuming that i 
^ctive and forcible qualities are incompatible with others, w'hich 
ey choose to deem higher and more important Thus, Hepzibah was 
we 1 content to acknowledge Pheebe’s vastly superior gifts as a shop- 
vceper, she listened, with compliant ear, to her suggestion of various 
me hods whereby the influx of trade might be increased, and rendered 
pro table, without a hazardous outlay of capital She consented that the 
P^^hen should manufacture yeast, both liquid and in cakes , and 
s ouid brew a certain kind of beer, nectareous to the palate, and of rare 
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stomachic virtues, and, moreover, should bake and exhibit for sale some 
little spice-cakes, which whosoevei tasted would longingly desire to taste 
again All such proofs of a ready mind and skilful handiwork weie highly 
acceptable to the aristocratic hucksteress, so long as she could murmur 
to herself with a grim smile, and a half-natural sigh, and a sentiment of 
mixed wonder, pity, and growing affection, 

“Wdiat a nice little body she is' If she could only be a lady, too' but 
that’s impossible ' Phoebe is no P3mcheon She takes everything from her 
mother ” 

As to Phoebe’s not being a lady, or whethei she were a lady or no, it 
was a point, perhaps, difficult to decide, but which could hardly have 
come up for judgment at all in any fair and healthy mind Out of New 
England, it would be impossible to meet with a person combining so many 
lady-like attributes with so many others that form no necessary (if com- 
patible) part of the chaiacter She shocked no canon of taste, she was 
admirably in keeping with herself, and never jarred against surrounding 
circumstances Her figure, to be suie, so small as to be almost childlike, 
and so elastic that motion seemed as easy or easier to it than rest, 
would hardly have suited one’s idea of a countess Neither did her face 
with the brovm iinglets on either side, and the slightly piquant nose, and 
the wholesome bloom, and the clear shade of tan, and the half a dozen 
freckles, fiiendly remembrancers of the April sun and breeze precise^ 
give us a right to call her beautiful But theie was both lustre and depth 
in her eyes She was very pretty, as graceful as a bird, and graceful much 
in the same way, as pleasant about the house as a gleam of sunshine fall- 
ing on the floor through a shadow of twinkling leaves, or as a 1 ay of fire- 
light that dances on the wall while evening is drawing nigh Instead of 
discussing her claim to lank among ladies, it would be preferable to re- 
gard Phoebe as the example of feminine grace and availability combined, 
in a state of society, if there were any such, where ladies did not exist 
There it should be woman’s office to move in the midst of practical affairs, 
and to gild them all, the very homeliest, weie it even the scouring of 
pots and kettles, with an atmosphere of loveliness and joy 

Such was the sphere of Phoebe To find the born and educated lady, on 
the other hand, we need look no farther than Hepzibah, oui forlorn old 
maid, m her rustling and rusty silks, with her deeply cherished and ridicu- 
lous consciousness of long descent, her shadowy claims to princely terri- 
tory, and, m the way of accomplishment, her recollections, it may be, of 
having formerly thrummed on a harpsichord, and walked a minuet, and 
worked an antique tapestry-stitch on her sampler It was a fair parallel 
between new Plebeianism and old Gentility 

It really seemed as if the battered visage of the House of the Seven 
Gables, black and heavy-browed as it still certainly looked, must hhve 
shown a kind of cheerfulness ghmmeimg through its dusky windows as 
Phoebe passed to and fro m the interior Otherwise, it is impossible to ex- 
plain how the people of the neighborhood so soon became aware of the 
girl’s presence There was a great run of custom, setting steadily m, from 
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about ten o’clock until towards noon, relaxing, somewhat, at dinner- 
time, but recommencing in the afternoon, and, finally, dying away a half 
an hour oi so before the long day’s sunset One of the stanchest patrons 
was little Ned Higgins, the devourer of Jim Crow and the elephant, who 
to-day had signalized his omnivorous proiiess by swallowing two drom- 
edaries and a locomotive Phoebe laughed, as she summed up her aggre- 
gate of sales upon the slate, while Hepzibah, first drawing on a pair of 
silk gloves, reckoned over the sordid accumulation of copper coin, not 
without silvei intermixed, that had jingled into the till 

“We must renew our stock, Cousin Hepzibah’” cried the little sales- 
woman “The gingerbread figures aie all gone, and so are those Dutch 
wooden milkmaids, and most of our other playthings There has been 
constant inquiry for cheap laisins, and a great cry for whistles, and 
trumpets, and jew’s-harps , and at least a dozen little boys have asked for 
molasses-candy And we must contrive to get a peck of russet apples, late 
in the season as it is But, deal cousin, what an enormous heap of copper ’ 
Positively a copper mountain’” 

“Well done’ well done’ well done’” quoth Uncle Vennei, who had 
taken occasion to shuffle in and out of the shop several times m the course 
of the day “Here’s a girl that will never end her days at my farm I Bless 
my eyes, what a brisk little soul ' ” 

“Yes, Phoebe is a nice girl’ ” said Hepzibah, with a scowd of austere ap 
probation “But, Uncle Venner, you have known the family a great many 
years Can you tell me whether there ever was a Pyncheon whom she 
takes afteU” 

“I don’t believe there ever was,” answered the venerable man “At any 
rate, it never was my luck to see her like among them, nor, for that mat- 
ter,^ anywhere else I’ve seen a great deal of the wmrld, not only in peo- 
ple’s kitchens and back-yards, but at the street-corners, and on the 
wharves, and in other places where my business calls me, and I’m free to 
say, Miss Hepzibah; that I never knew a human creature do her work so 
. much like one of God’s angels as this child Phoebe does ' ” 

ncle Venner’s eulogium, if it appear rather too high-strained for the 
pel son and ocrasion, had, nevertheless, a sense in which it was both sub- 
oMlf 1 There was a spiritual quality m Phoebe’s activity The life 
e ong and busy day spent m occupations that might so easily have 
a ven a squalid and ugly aspect had been made pleasant, and even love- 
y? y he spontaneous grace with which these homely duties seemed to 
oom out of her character , so that labor, while she dealt with it, had the 
y and flexible charm of play Angels do not toil, but let their good 
woiks grow out of them , and so did Phoebe 

fnr ^ ^o^utives the young maid and the old one found time be- 
nffp intervals of trade, to make rapid advances towards 

i- confidence A recluse, like Hepzibah, usually displays re- 

J ^ ® frankness, and at least temporary affability, on being absolutely 
nere , and brought to the point of personal intercourse, like the angel 
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■whom Jacob mestled with, she is ready to bless 3 mu when once over- 
come. 

The old gentlewoman took a dreary and pioud satisfaction m leading 
Phoebe fiom room to room of the house, and recounting the traditions 
TOth -which, as ve may say, the walls were lugubrious^ frescoed She 
showed the indentations made by the lieutenant-governor’s sword-hilt in 
the door-panels of the apartment where old Colonel Pyncheon, a dead 
host, had received his affrighted visitors with an awful frown The dusky 
terror of that frown, Hepzibah obseived, was thought to be lingering 
ever since in the passage-way She bade Phcebe step into one of the tall 
chairs, and inspect the ancient map of the Pyncheon territory at the east- 
ward In a tract of land on wdiich she laid hei finger, there existed a silver- 
mine, the locality of which was precisely pointed out in some memoranda 
of Colonel Pyncheon himself, but only to be made known w^hen the 
family claim should be recognized by government Thus it was for the m- 
terest of all New England that the Pyncheons should have justice done 
them She told, too, how’- that there was undoubtedly an immense treasure 
of English guineas hidden somewhere about the house, or in the cellar, or 
possibly m the gaiden 

“If you should happen to find it, Phoebe,” said Hepzibah, glancing 
aside at her with a giiln yet kindly smile, “we will tie up the shop-bell for 
good and all 1” 

“Yes, dear cousin,” answered Phoebe, “but, in the mean time, I hear 
somebody ringing it'” 

When the customer was gone, Hepzibah talked rather vaguely, and at 
great length, about a certain Alice Pyncheon, who had been exceedingly 
beautiful and accomplished m her lifetime, a hundred years ago The 
fragrance of her rich and delightful character still lingered about the 
place where she had lived, as a dried rosebud scents the drawer where it 
has withered and perished This lovely Alice had met with some great and 
mysterious calamity, and had grown thin and white, and gradually faded 
out of the wmrld But, even now, she was supposed to haunt the House of 
the Seven Gables, and, a great many times, especially when one of the 
Pyncheons was to die, she had been heard playing sadly and beautifully 
on the harpsichord One of these tunes, just as it had sounded fiom her 
spiritual touch, had been written down by an amateui of music, it was 
so exquisitely mournful that nobody, to this day, could bear to hear it 
played, unless when a great sorrow had made them know the still pro- 
founder sweetness of it 

“Was it the same harpsichord that you showed me?” inquired Phoebe 

“The very same,” said Hepzibah “It was Alice Pyiicheon’s harp- 
sichord When I was learning music, my father would never let me open 
it So, as I could only play on my teacher’s instrument, I have forgotten 
all my music long ago ” 

Leaving these antique themes, the old lady began to talk about the 
daguerreotypist, whom, as he seemed to be a well-meaning and orderly 
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young man, and in nariow circumstances, she had permitted to take up 
his residence m one of the seven gables But, on seeing more of IVIr IIol- 
grave, she haidly knew iihat to make of him lie had tlie strangest com- 
panions imaginable, men vith long bcaids, and dtcs':ed in linen blouses, 
and other such new-fangled and ill-fitting gai ments reformers, temper- 
ance lectuieis, and all manner of cro'^s-looking philanthropists, com- 
munity-men, and come-outers, as Ilcp/ibah believed, who acknowledged 
no law, and ate no solid food, but lived on the scent of other people's 
cookery, and turned up their noses at the fare As for the daguerreotypist, 
she had read a paragraph in a penny paper, the other day, accusing him 
of malung a speech full of w ild and disorganizing matter, at a meeting of 
his banditti-hke associates For her own part, she had reason to believe 
that he practised animal magnetism, and, if such things were in fashion 
nowadays, should be apt to suspect him of studying the Black Art up 
there in his lonesome chamber 

‘‘But, dear cousin,” said Phoebe, “if the young man is so dangerous, 
why do you let him stay? If he does nothing worse, he may set tlie house 
on fire'” 

“Why, sometimes,” answered Hepzibah, “I have seriously made it a 
question, whether I ought not to send him awa}’’ But, w ith all his oddities, 
he is a quiet kind of a person, and has such a way tif taking hold of one’s 
mind, that, without exactly liking him (for I don’t know enough of the 
young man), I should be sorry to lose sight of him entirely A woman 
clings to slight acquaintances W'hen she lives so much alone as I do ” 

“But if Mr Holgiave is a lawless person'” remonstrated Phoebe, a 
part of whose essence it was to keep within the limits of law 

Oh'” said Hepzibah, carelessly, for, formal as she w'as, still, in her 
life’s experience, she had gnashed her teeth against human law, “I sup- 
pose he has a law of his own ' ” 


VI 

Maxjle’s Well 

httle country-girl strayed into the garden The 
11 been very extensive, but was now contracted 

ariH hemmed about, partly by high wooden fences, 

it<? rfinf ^ outbuildings of houses that stood on another street In 

showpH^^ ^ grass-plat, surrounding a ruinous little structure, w^hich 
a summ^^ L original design to indicate that it had once been 

ninp- ^ hop-vine, springing from last year’s root, was begin- 

6 c amber over it, but would be long in covering the roof with its 
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green mantle Three of tlie seven gables cither fronted 01 looked sideways, 
■VMth a dark solemnity of aspect, dovn into the garden 
The black, rich soil had fed itself %\ith the decay of a long period of 
time, such as fallen leaves, the petals of flowers, and the stalks and seed- 
vessels of vagrant and lawless plants, more useful after their death than 
ever while flaunting in tlie sun The evil of these departed years would 
naturally have sprung up again, in such rank l,^eeds (symbolic of the 
transmitted vices of society) as are ab\ays prone to root themselves about 
human dwellings Phoebe saw', however, that their grow'th must have been 
checked b}’- a degree of careful labor, bestow'ed daily and systematically 
on the garden The white double rose-bush had evidently been propped 
up anew against the house since tlie commencement of the season, and a 
pear-tree and three damson-trees, which, eveept a row of currant-liushes, 
constituted the only varieties of fruit, bore marks of the recent amputa- 
tion of several superfluous or defective limbs There were also a few 
species of antique and hereditary flowers, m no very flourishing condi- 
tion, but scrupulously w^eeded, as if some person, either out of love or 
curiosity, had been anxious to bring them to such perfection as they were 
capable of attaining The remainder of the garden presented a well-se- 
lected assortment of esculent vegetables, in a piaiseworthy state of ad- 
vancement Summer squashes, almost in their golden blossom, cucum- 
bers, now evincing a tendency to spread away from the mam stock, and 
ramble far and wide, two or three rows of string-beans, and as many 
more that were about to festoon themselves on poles, tomatoes, occupy^ 
mg a site so sheltered and sunny that the plants were already gigantic, 
and promised an early and abundant harvest 

Phoebe wondered whose care and toil it could have been that had 
planted these vegetables, and kept the soil so clean and orderly Not 
surely her cousin Hepzibah’s, who had no taste nor spirits for the lady- 
like employment of cultivating flowers, and with her recluse habits, and 
tendency to shelter herself within the dismal shadow of the house 
would hardly have come forth under the speck of open sky to weed and 
hoe among the fraternity of beans and squashes 

It being her first day of complete estrangement from rural objects, 
Phoebe found an unexpected charm in this little nook of grass, and foliage, 
and aristocratic flowers, and plebeian vegetables The eye of Heaven 
seemed to look down into it pleasantly, and with a peculiar smile, as if 
glad to perceive that nature, elsewhere overwhelmed, and driven out of 
the dusty town, had here been able to retain a breathing-place The spot 
acquired a somewhat wilder grace, and yet a very gentle one, from^ the 
fact that a pair of robins had built their nest in the pear-tree, and were 
malcing themselves exceedingly busy and happy in the dark intricacy of 
Its boughs Bees, too, strange, to say, had thought it worth their while 
to come hither, possibly from the range' of hives beside some farm-house 
miles away How many serial voyages might they have made, in quest of 
honey, or honey-laden, betwixt dawn and sunset' Yet, late as it now was 
there still arose a pleasant hum out of one or two of the squash-blossoms,' 
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in the depths of which these bees were plying their golden labor. There 
was one other object in the garden which Nature might fairly claim as 
her inalienable property, in spite of whatever man could do to render it 
his own This was a fountain, set round with a rim of old mossy stones, 
and paved, in its bed, with what appeared to be a sort of mosaic-work of 
variously colored pebbles The play and slight agitation of the water, in 
its upward gush, wi ought magically wuth these variegated pebbles, and 
made a continually shifting apparition of quaint figures, vanishing too 
suddenly to be definable Thence, swelling over the rim of moss-grown 
stones, the water stole away under the fence, through what we regret to 
call a gutter, rather than a channel 

Nor must we forget to mention a hen-coop of very reverend antiquity 
that stood in the farther corner of the garden, not a great way from the 
fountain It now contained only Chanticleer, his two wives, and a soli- 
tary chicken All of them were pure specimens of a breed which had been 
transmitted down as an heirloom in the Pyncheon family, and were said, 
while in their prime, to have attamed almost the size of turkeys, and, 
on the score of delicate flesh, to be fit for a prince’s table In proof of 
the authenticity of this legendary renown, Hepzibah could have exhibited 
the shell of a great egg, which an ostricli need hardly have been ashamed 
of Be that as it might, the hens were now scarcely larger than pigeons, 
and had a queer, rusty, withered aspect, and a gouty kind of movement, 
and a sleepy and melancholy tone throughout all the variations of their 
clucking and cackling It was evident that the race had degenerated, like 
many a noble race besides, in consequence of too strict a watchfulness to 
keep it pure These feathered people had existed too long in their distinct 
variety, a fact of which the present representatives, judging by their 
lugubrious deportment, seemed to be aware They kept themselves alive, 
unquestionably, and laid now and then an egg, and hatched a chicken, 
not for any pleasure of their own, but that the world might not absolute- 
ly lose what had once been so adnurable a breed of fowls The distinguish- 
ing mark of the hens was a crest of lamentably scanty growth, m these 
oddly and wickedly analogous to Hepzibah’s turban, 

at Phoebe to the poignant distress of her conscience, but inevitably 
was led to fancy a general resemblance betwixt these forlorn bipeds and 
her respectable relative 

The girl ran into the house to get some crumbs of bread, cold potatoes, 
and ot^r such scraps as were suitable to the accommodating appetite of 
s Retimnmg, she gave a peculiar call, which they seemed to recog- 
nize the chicken crept through the pales of the coop and ran, with some 
s ow of liveliness, to her feet, while Chanticleer and the ladies of his 
ousehold regarded her with queer, sidelong glances, and then croaked 
one to another, as if communicating their sage opinions of her character. 

o Wise, as well as antique, was their aspect, as to give color to the idea, 
fh ^ descendants of a time-honored race but 

existed, in their individual capacity, evei since the House 
e beven Gables was founded, and were somehow mixed up with its 
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destiny They were a species of tutelary sprite, or Banshee, although 
winged and feathered differently from most other guardian angels 

“Here, you odd little chicken said Phoebe, “here are some nice 
crumbs for you'” 

The chicken, hereupon, though almost as venerable m appearance as 
its mother, possessing, indeed, the whole antiquity of its progenitors in 
miniature, mustered vivacity enough to flutter upward and alight on 
Phoebe’s shoulder 

“That little fowl pays you a high compliment'” said a voice behind 
Phoebe 

Turning quickly, she was surprised at sight of a young man, who had 
found access into the garden by a door opening out of another gable than 
that whence she had emerged He held a hoe in his hand, and, while 
Phoebe was gone in quest of the crumbs, had begun to busy himself with 
drawing up fresh earth about the roots of the tomatoes 

“The chicken really treats you like an old acquaintance,” continued he, 
in a quiet way, while a smile made his face pleasanter than Phoebe at 
first fancied it “Those venerable personages m the coop, too, seem very 
affably disposed You are lucky to be m their good graces so soon' They 
have known me much longer, but never honor me with any familiarity, 
though hardly a day passes without my bringing them food Miss Hepzi- 
bah, I suppose, will interweave the fact with her other traditions, and set 
It down that the fowls know you to be a Pyncheon ' ” 

“The secret is,” said Phoebe, snulmg, “that I have learned how to talk 
with hens and chickens ” 

“Ah, but these hens,” answered the young man, “these hens of ansto- 
cractic lineage would scorn to understand the vulgar language of a barn- 
yard fowl I prefer to thinlc and so would Miss Hepzibah that they 
recognize the family tone For you are a Pyncheon?” 

“My name is Phoebe Pyncheon,” said the girl, with a manner of some 
leserve, for she was aware that her new acquaintance could be no othei 
than the daguerreotypist, of whose lawless propensities the old maid had 
given her a disagreeable idea “I did not know that my cousin Hepzibah’s 
garden was under another person’s care ” 

“Yes,” said Holgrave, “I dig, and hoe, and weed, in this black old 
eaith, for the sake of refreshing myself with what little nature and sim- 
plicity may be left in it, after men have so long sowii and reaped here I 
turn up the earth by waj^ of pastime My sober occupation, so far as I 
have any, is ^Ylth a lighter material In short, I make pictures out of sun- 
shine, and, not to be too much dazzled nith my own trade, I have pre- 
vailed with jNIiss Hepzibah to let me lodge in one of these dusky gables 
It IS like a bandage over one’s eyes, to come mto it But would you like to 
see a specimen of m\’' productions?” 

“A daguerreotj-pe likeness, do jmu mean’’ asked Phoebe, with less re- 
serve; for, in spite of prejudice, her own 3'outhfulness sprang fon\ard to 
meet his ‘ I don't niucli like pictures of that sort, they are so hard and 
stern; besides dodging away from the eye, and Irjang to escape alto- 
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gether They are conscious of looking very unamiable, I suppose, and 
therefore hate to be seen ” 

'Tf you would permit me,” said the artist, looking at Phoebe, ‘T should 
like to try whether the daguerreotype can bring out disagreeable traits on 
a perfectly amiable face But there certainly is tiuth in what you have 
said Most of my likenesses do look unamiable, but the very sufficient 
reason, I fancy, is, because the originals are so There is a wondei ful in- 
sight in Heaven’s broad and simple sunshine While we give it credit only 
for depicting the merest suiface, it actually brings out the secret char- 
acter with a truth that no painter would ever venture upon, even could he 
detect it There is, at least, no flattery in my humble line of art Now, 
here is a likeness which I have talcen over and over again, and still with 
no better result Yet the original wears, to common eyes, a very different 
expression It would gratify me to have your judgment on this character ” 
He exhibited a daguerreotype miniature in a morocco case Phoebe 
merely glanced at it, and gave it back 

“I know the face,” she replied, “for its stern eye has been following 
me about all day It is my Puritan ancestor, who hangs yonder in the 
parlor To be sure, you have found some way of copying the portrait 
without Its black velvet cap and gray beaid, and have given him a modern 
coat and satin cravat, instead of his cloak and band I don’t think him im- 
proved by your alterations ” 

“You would have seen other differences bad you looked a little longer,” 
said Holgrave, laughing, yet apparently much struck “I can assure you 
that this IS a modern face, and one which you will very probably meet 
Now, the remarkable point is, that the original wears, to the world’s eye, 
^and, for aught I know, to his most intimate friends, an exceedingly 
pleasant countenance, indicative of benevolence, openness of heart, sunny 
good-humor, and other praiseworthy qualities of that cast The sun, as 
you see, tells quite another story, and will not be coaxed out of it, after 
half a dozen patient attempts on my part Here we have the man, sly, 
subtle, hard, imperious, and, withal, cold as ice Look at that eye ^ Would 
you like to be at its mercy^ At that mouth' Could it ever smile? And yet, 
if you could only see the benign smile of the original' It is so much the 
more unfortunate, as he is a public character of some eminence, and the 
Iilceness was intended to be engraved ” 

‘Well, I don’t wish to see it any more,” observed Phoebe, turning 
^ay her eyes “It is certainly very like the old portrait But ray cousin 
Hepzibah has another picture, a miniature If the original is still in the 
^ might defy the sun to make him look stern and hard ” 

You have seen that picture, then ' ” exclaimed the artist, with an ex- 
pression of much interest “I never did, but have a great curiosity to do 
so ^And you judge favorably of the face?” 

There never was a sweeter one,” said Phoebe “It is almost too soft and 
gentle for a man’s ” 

Is there nothing wild in the eye?” continued Holgrave, so earnestly 
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that it embarrassed Phoebe, as did also the quiet freedom with which he 
presumed on their so recent acquaintance “Is there nothing dark or sin^ 
ister anywhere^ Could you not conceive the origmal to have been guilty 
of a great crime?” 

“It is nonsense,” said Phoebe, a little impatiently, “for us to talk about 
a picture which you have never seen You mistake it for some other A 
crime, indeed' Since you are a friend of mj^ cousin Hepzibah’s, you should 
ask her to show you the picture ’ 

“It will suit my purpose still better to see the origmal,” replied the 
daguerreotypist coolly “As to his character, we need not discuss its 
points, they have already been settled by a competent tribunal, or one 
which called itself competent But, stay' Do not go yet, if you please' I 


have a proposition to make you ” 

Phoebe was on the point of retreating, but turned back, with some hesi- 
tation, for she did not exactly comprehend his manner, although, on bet- 
ter observation, its feature seemed rather to be lack of ceremony than any 
approach lo offensive rudeness There was an odd kind of authority, too, 
m what he now proceeded to say, rather as if the garden were his own 
than a place to which he was admitted merely by Hepzibah s courtesy 

“If agreeable to you,” he observed, “it would give me pleasure to turn 
over these flowers, and those ancient and respectable fowls, to your care. 
Coming fresh from country air and occupations, you will soon feel 
the need of some such out-of-door employment My own sphere does not 
so much he among flowers You can trim and tend them, therefore, as 
you please, and I will ask only the least trifle of a blossom, now and 
then, m exchange for all the good, honest kitchen-vegetables with cvhich I 
piopose to enrich Miss Hepzibah’s table So we will be fellow- a orers, 

somewhat on the community system ” , -ni. i 

Silently, and rather surprised at her own compliance, Phcebe accord- 
ingly betook herself to weeding a flower-bed, but busied herself still more 
with cogitations respecting this young man, with whom she so unexpec 
tedly found herself on terms approaching to familiarity She did not al- 
togetlier like him His character perplexed the little countiy-girl, as it 
might a more practised observer, for, while the tone of conversation 
had generally been playful, the impression left on her mind \Aas *at of 
gravfty, andf except as his youth modified it, almost sternness She re- 
belled, as It were, against a certain magnetic element in ^^c artiA s na- 
ture, which he exercised towards her, possibly without einj. 

After a little while, the tvnhght, deepened by the 
trees and the surrounding buildings, threw an obscurity w , f . i.. 

“There,” said Holgrave, “it is time to give f ^^r v orl^ That last stroke 
of the hoe has cut off a beanstalk Good-night, Miss Phce > 

Any bright day, if you wall put one of those rosebuds in your ^air, and 
come to my rooms m Central Street, I wi]l seize the purest ray of sun- 
shine, and make a picture of the flower and its v earer 
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He retired towards his own solitary gable, but turned his head, on 
reaching the door, and called to Phcnbe, with a tone which certainly had 
laughter in it, yet which seemed to be more than half in earnest 

“Be careful not to drink at Maule’s well’ ” said he “Neither drink nor 
bathe your face in iti ” 

“Maule’s well'” answered Phoebe “Is that it with the rim of mossy 
stones^ I have no thought of drinking there, but why not?” 

“Oh,” rejoined the daguerreotypist, “because, like an old lady’s cup of 
tea, it IS water bewitched' ” 

He vanished, and Phoebe, lingering a moment, saw a glimmeimg light, 
and then the steady beam of a lamp, in a chamber of the gable On re- 
turning into Hepzibah’s apartment of the house, she found the low- 
studded parlor so dim and dusky that her eyes could not penetrate the 
interior She was indistinctly aware, however, that the gaunt figure of the 
old gentlewoman was sitting in one of the straight-backed chairs, a little 
withdrawn from the window, the faint gleam of which showed the 
blanched paleness of her cheek, turned sideway towards a corner 
“Shall I light a lamp. Cousin Hepzibah^” she asked 
“Do, if you please, my dear child,” answered Hepzibah “But put it on 
the table in the corner of the passage My eyes are weak, and I can sel- 
dom bear the lamplight on them ” 

What an instrument is the human voice' How wonderfully responsive 
to every emotion of the human soul' In Hepzibah’s tone, at that moment, 
there was a certain rich depth and moisture, as if the words, common- 
place as they were, had been steeped in the warmth of her heart Again, 
while lighting the lamp in the kitchen, Phoebe fancied that her cousin 
spoke to her 

“In a moment, cousin'” answered the girl “These matches just glim- 
mer, and go out ” 

But, instead of a response from Hepzibah, she seemed to hear the 
murmur of an unknown voice It was strangely indistinct, however, and 
ess like articulate words than an unshaped sound, such as would be the 
utterance of feeling and sympathy, rather than of the intellect So vague 
was it, that its impression or echo in Phoebe’s mind was that of unreality 
tn ® f^^t she must have mistaken some other sound for that of 

e uman voice , or else that it was altogether in her fancy 
w r hghted lamp m the passage, and again entered the parlor 

epzibahs form, though its sable outline mingled with the dusk, was 
now less imperfectly visible In the remoter parts of the room, however, 
1 s walls being so ill adapted to reflect light, there was nearly the same 
obscurity as before 

Cousin,” said Phoebe, “did you speak to me lust now?” 

hi 0 , child ' ” replied Hepzibah 

'ewer words than before, but with the same mysterious music in them' 
yet not mournful, the tone seemed to gush up out 
finn Hepzibah’s heart, all steeped in its profoundfest emo- 

nere was a tremor in it, too, that as all strong feeling is electric 
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partly communicated itself to Phoebe The girl sat silently for a mo- 
ment But soon, her senses being very acute, she became conscious of an 
irregular respiration m an obscure corner of the room Her physical or- 
ganization, moreover, being at once delicate and healthy, gave her a per- 
ception, operating with almost the effect of a spiritual medium, that 
somebody ivas near at hand 

“My dear cousin,” asked she, overcoming an indefinable reluctance, “is 
there not some one m the room with us?” 

“Phcebe, my dear little girl,” said Hepzibah, after a moment’s pause, 
“you were up betimes, and have been busy all day Pray go to bed, for 
I am sure you must need rest I will sit in the pailor awhile, and collect 
my thoughts It has been my custom for more years, child, than you have 
lived'” 

Wrhile thus dismissing her, the maiden lady stept forward, kissed 
Phoebe, and pressed her to her heart, which beat against the girl’s bosom 
with a strong, high, and tumultuous swell How came there to be so much 
love m this desolate old heart, that it could afford to well over thus abund- 
antly? 

“Good night, cousin,” said Phoebe, strangely affected by Hepzibah’s 
manner “If you begin to love me, I am glad ' ” 

She retired to her chamber, but did not soon fall asleep, noi then very 
profoundly At some uncertain period in the depths of night, and, as it 
were, through the thin veil of a dream, she was conscious of a footstep 
mounting the stairs heavily, but not with force and decision The voice of 
Hepzibah, with a hush through it, was going up along with the footsteps, 
and, again, responsive to her cousin’s voice, Phoebe heard that strange, 
vague murmur, which might be likened to an mdistmct shadow of human 
utterance 


VII 

The Guest 

Phoebe awoke, which she did with the early twittering of the con- 
jugal couple of robins m the pear-tree, she heard movements below 
stairs, and, hastening down, found Hepzibah already in the kitchen She 
stood by a window, holding a book m close contiguity to her nose, as if 
with the hope of gaming an olfactory acquamtance with ifs contents, since 
her imperfect \ision made it not verj^ easy to read them If any volume 
could have manifested its essential wisdom in the mode suggested it 
would certainly have been the one now m Hepzibah’s baud'" and the 
kitchen, in such an event, would forthwith have steamed with the fra- 
grance of venison, turke3's, capons, larded partridges, pudrlmgs. cake'? 
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and Christmas pies, in all manner of elaborate mixture and concoction 
It was a cookery book, full of innumerable old fashions of English dishes, 
and illustrated with engravings, which represented the arrangements of 
the table at such banquets as it might have befitted a nobleman to give in 
the great hall of his castle And, amid these rich and potent devices of the 
culinary art (not one of which, probably, had been tested, within the 
memory of any man’s grandfather), poor Hepzibah was seeking for some 
nimble little titbit, which, with what skill she had, and such materials as 
were at hand, she might toss up for brealcfast 

Soon, with a deep sigh, she put aside the savory volume, and inquired 
of Phoebe whether old Speckle, as she called one of the hens, had laid an 
egg the preceding day Phoebe ran to see, but returned without the ex- 
pected treasure in her hand At that instant, however, the blast of a fish- 
dealer’s conch was heard, announcing his approach along the street With 
energetic raps at the shop-window, Hepzibah summoned the man in, and 
made purchase of what he wai ranted as the finest mackerel in his cart, 
and as fat a one as ever he felt with his finger so early in the season Re- 
questing Phmbe to roast some coffee, which she casually observed was 
the real Mocha, and so long kept that each of the small berries ought to 
be worth its weight in gold, the maiden lady heaped fuel into the vast 
receptacle of the ancient fireplace in such quantity as soon to drive the 
lingering dusk out of the kitchen The country-girl, willing to give her ut- 
most assistance, proposed to make an Indian c^ce, after her mother’s pe- 
culiar method, of easy manufacture, and which she could vouch for as 
possessing a richness, and, if rightly prepared, a delicacy, unequalled by 
any other mode of breakfast-cake Hepzibah gladly assenting, the kitchen 
was soon the scene of savory preparation Perchance, amid their proper 
element of smoke, which eddied forth from the ill-constructed chimney, 
the ghosts of departed cook-maids looked wondenngly on, or peeped 
down the great breadth of the flue, despising the simplicity of the pro- 
jected meal, yet ineffectually pining to thrust their shadowy hands into 
each inchoate dish The half-starved rats, at any rate, stole visibly out of 
their hiding-places, and sat on their hind-legs, snuffing the fumy atmos- 
p ^e, and wistfully awaiting an opportunity to nibble 

-nepzibah had no natural turn foi cookery, and, to say the truth, had 
air y incurred her present meagreness by often choosing to go without 
er dinner rather than be attendant on the rotation of the spit, or ebulli- 
lon ot the pot Her zeal over the fire, therefore, w^as quite an heroic test 
sentiment It was touching, and positively worthy of tears (if Phoebe, 
le only spectator, except the rats and ghosts aforesaid, had not been bet- 
shedding them), to see her rake out a bed of fresh 
' , 8‘0''mg coals, and proceed to broil the mackerel Her usually pale 

ablaze wnth heat and hurry She watched the fish with as 
c 1 tender care and minuteness of attention as if, we know not how to 
press It otherwise, as if her own heart were on the gridiron, and her 
mortal happiness were involved in its being done precisely to a turn i 
e, Within doors, has few pleasanter prospects than a neatly arranged 
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and well-provisioned breakfast-table We come to it freshl}'-, m the dewy 
3-outli of the da}'^, and when our spiritual and sensual elements are in bet- 
ter accord than at a later period, so that the material delights of the 
morning meal are capable of being fully enjoyed, without any very griev- 
ous reproaches, whether gastric or conscientious, for yielding even a trifle 
o\ ermuch to the animal department of our nature The thoughts, too, that 
run around the ring of familiar guests have a piquancy and mirthfulness, 
and oftentimes a vivid truth, vhich more rarely find their way into the 
elaborate intercourse of dinner Hepzibah’s small and ancient table, sup" 
ported on its slender and graceful legs, and covered with a cloth of the 
richest damask, looked vorthy to be the scene and centre of one of the 
cheerfullest of parties The vapor of the broiled fish arose like incense 
from the shrine of a barbarian idol, while the fragrance of the Mocha 
might have gratified the nostrils of a tutelary Lar, or whatever power has 
scope over a modern breakfast-table Phoebe’s Indian cakes were the 
sweetest offering of all, m tlieir hue befitting the rustic altars of the in- 
nocent and golden age, or, so brightly yellow were they, resembling 
some of the bread which v as changed to glistening gold when Midas tried 
to eat it The butter must not be foigotten, butter which Phoebe herself 
had churned, in her ovn rural home, and bi ought it to her cousin as a 
propitiatory gift, smelling of clover-blossoms, and diffusing the 
of pastoral scenery through the daik-panelled parlor All this, with the 
quaint gorgeousness of the old china cups and saucers, and the crested 
spoons, and a silver cream-jug (Hepzibah’s only other article of plate, and 
shaped like the rudest porringer), set out a board at which die statehes 
of old Colonel Pyncheon’s guests need not have scorned to take his place 
But the Puritan’s face scowled down out of the picture, as if no mg on 


the table pleased his appetite , , ™ .u ..a 

By way of contributing what grace she could, Phoebe ga er 
roses and a few other flowers, possessing either scent or beau y, an 
ranged them in a glass pitcher, which, having long ago lost 1 s an > 
so much the fitter for a flower-vase The early sunshine 
which peeped into Eve’s bower while she and Adam sat at bre^fast ther 
came twinkling through the branches of the pear-tree, an A 
across the table All was now ready There were chairs and Plates for 
three A chair and plate for Hepzibah, the same for Phoebe, but what 

other guest did her cousin look for? m Hpn- 

Throughout this preparation there had been a cons an nuiver- 

zibah’s frame, an agitation so powerful that Pbmbe cou „ 

mg of her gaunt shadow, as thrown by the firelight on ® various 

by the sunshine on the parlor floor Its J 

and agreed so little with one another, that the gir ' ness At 

make of it Sometimes it seemed an ecstasy of tn 

such moments, Hepzibah would fling out her arms, 
them, and kiss her cheek as tenderly as ^ver her mother had she ap 

peared to do so by an inevitable impulse, and as 1 littlp m 

pressed with tenderness, of which she must needs pour out a little, m 
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order to gam breathing-room The next moment, n ithout any visible cause 
for the change, her unwonted joy shrank back, appalled, as it w'cre, and 
clothed Itself m mourning, or it ran and hid itself, so to speak, in the 
dungeon of her heart, where it had long lam cliamed, uhile a cold, spec- 
tral sorrow took the place of the imprisoned joy, that -was afraid to be 
enfranchised, a sorrow as black as that uas bright She often broke into 
a little, nervous, hysteric laugh, moie touching than any tears could be, 
and forthwith, as if to try uhich was the most touching, a gush of tears 
would follow, 01 perhaps the laughter and tears came both at once, and 
surrounded our poor Hepzibah, in a moral sense, mth a kind of pale, dim 
rainbow Towards Phoebe, as we have said, she was affectionate, far 
tenderer than ever before, in their brief acquaintance, except for that one 
kiss on the preceding night, yet with a continually recurring pettish- 
ness and irritabilit}^ She ivould speak sharply to her, then, throwing 
aside all the starched reserve of her ordinary manner, ask pardon, and 
the next instant renew the just-forgiven injury 

At last, when their mutual labor was all finished, she took Phoebe's 
hand in her own trembling one 

^'Bear wath me, my dear child,” she cried, “for tnily my heart is full 
to the brim' Bear with me, for I love you Phoebe, though I speak so 
roughly! Think nothing of it, dearest child' By and by, I shall be kind, 
and only kind'” 

‘‘My dearest cousin, cannot you tell me wdiat has happened?” asked 
Phoebe, with a sunny and tearful sympathy “What is it that moves you 
so?” 


“Hush' hush' He is coming' ” whispered Hepzibah, hastily W’lping her 
eyes “Let him see you first, Phinbe, for you are young and rosy, and 
cannot help letting a smile break out w'hether or no He always liked 
might faces' And mine is old now, and the tears are hardly dry on it 
He never could abide tears There, draw the cur tarn a little, so Aat the 
snadow may fall across his side of the table' But let there be a good deal 
o too, for he never was fond of gloom, as some people are 

o 1 ^ sunshine in his life, poor Clifford, and, oh, what 

a black shadow' Poor, poor Clifford'” 

hpnrf 'fx undertone, as if speaking rathei to her own 

rnnm Phffibe, the old gentlewoman stepped on tiptoe about the 

M ’ arrangements as suggested themselves at the crisis 

i there was a step m the passage-way, above stairs Pheebe 
•Cognized it as the samp wtunii Woa -u 


rppncrn -r a pussagc-way, aoove siairs x'nmue 

g 1 e It as the same which had passed upward, as through her dream, 

The approaching guest, whoever it might be, appeared 

In nf flio T 3 i. x. 1 .^ 


VVA11L.U iiclU ] 

^ approaching guest, whoever it might be, appeared 

sppni j staircase, he paused twice or thrice in the de- 

wifho’nt again at the foot Each time, the delay seemed to be 

had QPf rather from a forgetfulness of the purpose which 

stand-ctiii aiohon, or as if the person’s feet came involuntarily to a 
ress motive-power was too feeble to sustain his prog- 

y, e made a long pause at the threshold of the parlor He 
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ok hold of the knob of the door, then loosened his giasp without open- 
g it Hepzibah, her hands convulsively clasped, stood gazing at the 
trance 

“Dear Cousin Hepzibah, pray don’t look so'” said Phoebe, trembling, 
r her cousin’s emotion, and this mysteriously reluctant step, made her 
el as if a ghost were coming into the room “You really frighten me ' Is 
methmg awful going to happen?” 

“Hush> ” whispered Hepzibah “Be cheeiful! whatever may happen, be 
) thing but cheerful ' ” 

The final pause at the threshold proved so long, that Hepzibah, unable 
endure the suspense, rushed forward, threw open the door, and led m 
e stranger by the hand At the first glance, Phoebe saw an elderly per- 
nage, in an old-fashioned dressing-gown of faded damask, and wearing 
s gray or almost white hair of an unusual length It quite overshadowed 
s forehead, except when he thrust it back, and stared vaguely about the 
om After a very brief inspection of his face, it w^as easy to conceive 
at his footstep must necessarily be such an one as that which, slowly, 
id with as indefinite an aim as a child’s first journey across a floor, had 
st brought him hitherward Yet there were no tokens that his physical 
rength might not have sufficed for a free and determined gait It was the 
lint of the mah that could not walk The expression of his countenance 
while, notwithstanding, it had the light of reason in it seemed to 
aver, and glimmer, and nearly to die away, and feebly to recover itself 
jam It was like a flame which we see twinkling among half-extinguished 
nbers, we gaze at it more intently than if it were a positive blaze, gush- 
ig vividly upward, more intently, but with a certain impatience, as if 
ought either to kindle itself into satisfactory splendor, or be at once 
s-tinguished 

For an instant after entering the room, the guest stood still, retaining 
iepzibah’s hand, instinctively, as a child does that of the grown person 
ho guides it He saw Phoebe, however, and caught an illumination from 
er youthful and pleasant aspect, which, indeed', threw a cheerfulness 
Dout the parlor, like the circle of reflected brilliancy around the glass 
ase of flowers that was standing m the sunshine He made a salutation, 
r, to speak nearer the truth, an ill-defined, abortive attempt at courtesy 
nperfect as it was, however, it conveyed an idea, or, at least, gave a hint, 
f indescribable grace, such as no practised art of external manners could 
ave attained It was too slight to seize upon at the instant, yet, as rec- 
llected afterwards, seemed to transfigure the whole man 
“Dear Clifford,” said Hepzibah, in the tone with which one soothes a 
^ayu’^ard infant, “this is our cousin Phoebe, little Phosbe Pyncheon, 
Lrthur’s only child, you know She has come from the country to stay 
'ith us awhile , for our old house has grown to be very lonely now ” 
“Phoebe^ Phosbe Pyncheon? Phoebe?” repeated the guest, with a 
trange, sluggish, ill-defined utterance “Arthur’s child > Ah, I forget > No 
latter' She is very welcome'” 
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“Come, dear Clifford, take this chair,” said Hepzibah, leading him to 
his place “Pray, Phoebe, lower the curtain a very little more Now let us 
begin breakfast ” 

The guest seated himself in the place assigned him, and looked strange- 
ly arouhd He was evidently trying to grapple with the present scene, and 
bring it home to his mind with a more satisfactory distinctness He de- 
sired to be certain, at least, that he was heie, in the low-studded, cross- 
beamed, oaken-panelled parlor, and not in some other spot, which had 
stereotyped itself into his senses But the effort w'as too great to be sus- 
tained with more than a fragmentary success Continually, as we may ex- 
press it, he faded away out of his place, or, in other w^ords, his mind and 
consciousness took their departure, leaving his wasted, gray, and melan- 
choly figure a substantial emptiness, a material ghost to occupy his 
seat at table Again, after a blank moment, there would be a flickering 
taper-gleam in his eyeballs It betokened that his spiritual part had re- 
turned, and w^as doing its best to kindle the heart’s household fire, and 
light up intellectual lamps m the dark and ruinous mansion, where it was 
doomed to be a forlorn inhabitant 

At one of these moments of less torpid, yet still imperfect animation, 
Phoebe became convinced of w^liat she had at first rejected as too extrava- 
gant and startling an idea She saw that the person before her must have 
been the original of the beautiful miniature in her cousin Hepzibah’s pos- 
session Indeed, wath a feminine eye for costume, she had at once iden- 
tified the damask dressing-gown, which enveloped him, as the same in fig- 
ure, material, and fashion, with that so elaborately represented in the pic- 
ture This old, faded garment, with all its pristine brilliancy extinct, 
seemed, m some indescribable w'ay, to translate the w^earer’s untold mis- 
fortune, and make it perceptible to the beholder’s eye It was the better to 
be discerned, by this exteiior type, how worn and old were the soul’s more 
immediate garments, that form and countenance, the beauty and grace 
of which had almost transcended the skill of the most exquisite of artists 
It could the more adequately be knowm that the soul of the man must 
have suffered some miserable wrong, from its earthly experience There he 
seemed to sit, with a dim veil of decay and rum betwuxt him and the 
world, but through which, at flitting intervals, might be caught the same 
expression, so refined, so softly imaginative, which Malbonc venturing 
a happy touch, with suspended breath had imparted to the miniature' 
There had been something so innately characteristic in this look, that all 
the dusky years, and the burden of unfit calamity which had fallen upon 
him, did not suffice utterly to destroy it 

Hepzibah had now poured out a cup of deliciously fragrant coffee, and 
presented it to her guest As his eyes met hers, he seemed bewildered and 
disquieted 

“Is this you, Hepzibah?” he murmured, sadly, then, more apart, and 
perhaps unconscious that he was overheard, “How changed' how 
changed' And is she angry with me? Why does she bend her brow so?” 

Poor Hepzibah ' It was that wretched scowl which time and her near- 
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sightedness, and the fret of inward discomfort, had rendered so habitual 
that any vehemence of mood invariably evoked it But at the indistinct 
murmur of his words her whole face grew tender, and even lovely, with 
sorrowful affection , the harshness of her features disappeared, as it were, 
behind the warm and misty glow 

“Angry > ” she repeated , “angry with you, Clifford ' ” 

Her tone, as she uttered the exclamation, had a plaintive and really ex- 
quisite melody thrilling through it, yet without subduing a certain some- 
thing which an obtuse auditor might still have mistaken for asperity It 
was as if some transcendent musician should draw a soul-thrilling sweet- 
ness out of a cracked instrument, which makes its physical imperfection 
heard in the midst of ethereal harmony, so deep was the sensibility that 
found an organ m Hepzibah’s voiced 

“There is nothing but love, here, Clifford,” she added, “nothing but 
love > You are at home 1 ” 

The guest responded to her tone by a smile, which did not half light up 
his face Feeble as it was, however, and gone in a moment, it had a charm 
of wonderful beauty It was followed by a coarser expression, or one that 
had the effect of coarseness on the fine mould and outline of his counten- 
ance, because there was nothing intellectual to temper it It was a look of 
appetite He ate food with what might almost be termed voracity, and 
seemed to forget himself, Hepzibah, the young girl, and everything else 
around him, in the sensual enjoyment which the bountifully spread table 
afforded In his natural system, though high-wrought and delicately re- 
fined, a sensibility to the delights of the palate was probably inherent It 
would have been kept m check, however, and even converted into an ac- 
complishment, and one of the thousand modes of intellectual culture, had 
his more ethereal characteristics retained their vigor But as it existed 
now, the effect was painful and made Phoebe droop her eyes 

In a little while the guest became sensible of the fragrance of the yet 
untasted coffee He quaffed it eagerly The subtle essence acted on him 
like a charmed draught, and caused the opaque substance of his animal 
being to grow transparent, or, at least, translucent, so that a spiritual 
gleam was transmitted through it, with a clearer lustre than hitherto 
“More, more ' ” he cried, with nervous haste in his utterance, as if anx- 
ious to retain his grasp of what sought to escape him “This is what I 
need' Give me more'” 

Under this delicate and powerful influence he sat more erect, and 
looked out from his eyes with a glance that took note of what it rested on 
It was not so much that his expression grew more intellectual, this, 
though it had its share, was not the most peculiar effect Neithei was what 
we call the moral nature so forcibly awakened as to present itself in re- 
markable prominence But a certain fine temper of being vas now not 
brought out m full relief, but changeably and imperfectly betrayed, of 
which it was the function to deal with all beautiful and enjoyable things 
In a character where it should exist as the chief attribute, it would bestow 
on its possessor an exquisite taste, and an enviable susceptibility of hap- 
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piness Beauty would be his life, his aspirations would all tend toward it; 
and, allowing his frame and physical oigans to be in consonance, his own 
developments would likewise be beautiful Such a man should have noth- 
ing to do with sorrow, nothing with stiife, nothing with the martyrdom 
which, m an infinite variety of shapes, awaits those who have the heart, 
and will, and conscience, to fight a battle with the vorld To these heroic 
tempers, such martyrdom is the richest meed in the world’s gift To the 
individual before us, it could only be a grief, intense in due proportion 
with the severity of the infliction He had no right to be a martyr, and, 
beholding him so fit to be happy and so feeble for all other purposes, a 
generous, stiong, and noble spiiit would methinks, have been ready to 
sacrifice what little enjoyment it might have planned for itself, it v ould 
have flung down the hopes, so paltry in its regard, if thereby the ^^intry 
blasts of our lude sphere might come tempeicd to such a man 

Not to speak it liaishly or scornfully, it seemed Clifford’s nature to be 
a Sybaiite It was peiceptible, even there, in the dark old parlor, m the 
inevitable polarity with which his eyes were attracted towards the quiver- 
ing play of sunbeams through the shadowy foliage It w'as seen in his ap- 
preciating notice of the vase of flow'ers, the scent of w’hich he inhaled with 
a zest almost peculiar to a physical organization so refined that spiritual 
ingredients are moulded in w'lth it It was betrayed in the unconscious 
smile with which he regarded Phoebe, whose fresh and maidenly figure 
was both sunshine and flow'ers, their essence, in a prettier and more 
agreeable mode of manifestation Not less evident w’as this love and nec- 
essity for the Beautiful, in the instinctive caution with which, even so 
soon, his eyes turned away from his hostess, and w'andered to any qiiartei 
rather than come ,back It was Hepzibah’s misfortune, not Cliffoid’s 
fault How could he, so yellow as she was, so W'nnkled, so sad of mien, 
with that odd uncouthness of a turban on her head, and that most per- 
verse of scowls contorting her brow, how could he love to gaze at her^ 
But, did he owe her no affection for so much as she had silently given? 
He owed her nothing A nature like Clifford’s can contract no debts of 
that kind It is we say it without censure, nor in diminution of the claim 
which it mdefeasibly possesses on beings of another mould it is always 
selfish in its essence, and we must give it leave to be so, and heap up our 
heroic and disinterested love upon it so much the more, w'lthout a recom- 
pense Pool Hepzibah knew this tiuth, or, at least, acted on the instinct 
of it So long estranged from what was lovely as Clifford had been, she re- 
joiced rejoiced, though with a present sigh, and a secret purpose to shed 
tears in her own chamber that he had bnghtei objects now before his 
eyes than her aged and uncomely features They never possessed a dharm, 
and if they had, the canker of her grief for him would long since have de- 
stroyed it 

The guest leaned back in his chair Mingled in his countenance with a 
dreamy delight, there was a troubled look of effort and unrest He was 
seeking to make himself more fully sensible of the scene around him, or, 
perhaps, dreading it to be a dream, or a play of imagination, was vexing 
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the fan moment with a struggle for some added brilliancy -and more dur- 
able illusion 

‘ Hou pleasant' How delightful'” he murmincd, but not as if ad- 
dics'^ing ail}’- one ' Will it last? How balm}'- the atmo'^pherc thiough that 
open window! An open window' How' beautiful that play of sunshine' 
Those floweis, how' \ery fragiant! That young gnl’s face, how' chceifiil, 
how blooming' a flower with the dew' on it, and sunbeams in the dew- 
diops' \h' this must be all a dream 1 A dream' Adi earn' But it has quite 
hidden the foui stone w'alls!” 

Then Ins face darkened, as if the shadow' of a cavern or a dungeon had 
come o\ci it, there was no more light m its e\pression than might ha\e 
come through the iron grates of a prison wandow, still lessening, too, as 
if he were sinking farther into the depths Phoebe (being of that quickness 
and activity of temperament that she seldom long refrained from taking 
a part, and generally a good one, in wdiat w'as going forw'aid) now felt 
herself moved to address the stranger 

“Here is a new' kind of rose, which I found tins morning m the garden ’ 
said she, choosing a small crimson one from among the flowers in tlie \ase 
“Theie will be but five or si\ on the bush this season This is the most 
perfect of them all, not a speck of blight 01 mildew' in it And how sweet 
It is' sweet like no other rose' One can ne\er foigct that scent'” 

'‘Ah' let me see' let me Tiold it!” cried the guest, eagerly seizing 
the flower, which, by the spell peculiar to remembered odors, brought in- 
numerable associations along with the fragrance that it e\haled ‘‘Thank 
you' This has done me good I remember how I used to prize this flower, 
long aeo, I suppose, ^ er}' long ago' or was it only } esterday? It makes 
me feel } ouinr again' Am I } oung^ Hither this remembrance is smgularl} 
distinct o*" this consciousness strangely dim' But how kind of the fair 
\ oung gii 1 ' Thank you ' TJiank } ou ' 

The f.<\orable excitement derned from this little crimson rose afio’-dcd 
Clifiord tlie briL'htcst moment which lie cnjo\ed at the brc.'>kiast-tablc 
It mieht ha\e la'-ted longer, but that his e\ cs happened soon after,' 
to n'st on the f^ce of the old l^uritan who. out of h s ('mg} frame .ind lus- 
treless cam .us ^^as looking down on the scene h'se a ghr.st and m >st ill- 
temneied and tingcnnl one The guc-t made rn imp itiem ges'iire o' the 


lund and addressed Htp/ib-’h \,iili ’..'’at mignt ta-ih be rec 
lhehci,,-td irritcbilit} of a pc’ ted aHmbrrof ihi mmiK. 
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“YeSj dear Clifford, the picture shall be covered,” said Hep/ibah, sooth- 
ingly “There is a crimson curtain in a tiunk above stairs, a little faded 
and moth-eaten, I’m afraid, but Phoebe and I will do ^\onders ^Mth it ” 
“This very day, remember'” said he, and then added, m a low, self- 
communing voice, “Why should we live in this dismal house at all’ WTiy 
not go to the South of France^ to Italy? Pans, Naples, Venice, 
Rome? Hepzibah wall say we have not the means A droll idea that' ’’ 

He smiled to himself, and threw a glance of fine sarcastic meaning to- 
wards Hepzibah 

But the several moods of feeling, faintly as they were marked, through 
which he had passed, occurring m so brief an interval of time, had evi- 
dently wearied the stranger He was probably accustomed to a sad monot- 
ony of life, not so much flowing m a stream, however sluggish, as stagnat- 
ing m a pool around his feet A slumberous veil diffused itself over his 
countenance, and had an effect, morally speaking, on its naturally deli- 
cate and elegant outline, like that which a brooding mist, with no sunshine 
m it, throw's over the features of a landscape He appeared to become 
grosser, almost cloddish If aught of interest or beauty even ruined 
beauty had heretofore been visible m this man, the beholder might now 
begin to doubt it, and to accuse his owm imagination of deluding him wnth 
whatever grace had flickered over that visage, and whatever exquisite 
lustre had gleamed m those filmy eyes 

Before he had quite sunken aw'ay, how'ever, the sharp and peevish tin- 
kle of the shop-bell made itself audible Striking most disagreeably on 
Clifford’s auditory organs and the characteiistic sensibility of his nerves, 
it caused him to start upright out of his chair 

“Good heavens, Hepzibah' what horrible disturbance have w'e now m 
the house?” cried he, wreaking his resentful impatience as a matter of 
course, and a custom of old on the one person m the w'orld that loved 
him “I have never heard such a hateful clamor' Why do you permit it? 
In the name of all dissonance, what can it be?” 

It was very remarkable into wdiat prominent relief even as if a dim 
picture should leap suddenly from its canvas Clifford’s character was 
thrown by this apparently trifling annoyance The secret was, that an in- 
dividual of his temper can always be pricked more acutely through his 
sense of the beautiful and harmonious than through his heart It is even 
possible for similar cases have often happened that if Clifford, m his 
foregoing life, had enjoyed the means of cultivating his taste to its utmost 
perfectibility, that subtile attribute might, before this period, have com- 
pletely eaten out or filed away his affections Shall we venture to pro- 
nounce, therefore, that his long and black calamity may not have had a 
redeeming drop of mercy at the bottom? 

‘Dear Clifford, I wish I could keep the sound from your ears,” said 
Hepzibah, patiently, but reddening with a painful suffusion of shame 
It IS very disagreeable even to me But, do you know, Clifford, I have 
something to tell you? This ugly noise, pray run, Phoebe, and see who 
IS there ' this naughty little tinkle is nothing but our shop-bell ' ” 
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“Shop-bell f ” repeated Clifford, with a bewildered stare 

“Yes, our shop-bell,” said Hepzibah, a certain natural dignity, mingled 
with deep emotion, now asserting itself in her manner “For you must 
know, dearest Clifford, that we are very poor And there was no other re- 
source, but either to accept assistance from a hand that I would push 
aside (and so would you' ) vere it to offer bread when we were dying foi 
it, no help, save from him, or else to earn our subsistence with my own 
hands' Alone, I might have been content to starve But you were to be 
given back to me' Do you think, then, dear Clifford,” added she, with a 
wretched smile, “that I have brought an irretrievable disgrace on the old 
house, by opening a little shop in the front gable? Our great-great-grand- 
father did the same, when there "nas far less need' Are you ashamed of 
me?” 

“Shame' Disgrace' Do you speak these words to me, Hepzibah?” said 
Clifford, not angrily, however, for when a man's spirit has been thor- 
oughly crushed, he ma}'" be peevish at small offences, but nevei resentful 
of great ones So he spoke with only a grieved emotion “It was not kind 
to say so, Hepzibah ' What shame can befall me now^?” 

And then the unneived man he that had been born for enjoyment, 
but had met a doom so veiy wuetched burst into a w^oman’s passion of 
tears It was but of brief continuance, how^ever, soon leaving him in a 
quiescent, and, to judge by his countenance, not an uncomfortable state 
From this mood, too, he partially rallied for an instant, and looked at 
Hepzibah with a smile, the keen, half-derisory purport of which was a 
puzzle to her 

“Are we so very poor, Hepzibah?” said he 

Finally, his chair being deep and softly cushioned, Clifford fell asleep 
Hearing the more regular rise and fall of his breath (which, however, even 
then, instead of being strong and full, had a feeble kind of tremoi, corre- 
sponding with the lack of vigor in his character) , hearing these tokens 
of settled slumber, Hepzibah seized the opportunity to peruse his face 
more attentively than she had yet dared to do Her heart melted away in 
tears , her profoundest spirit sent forth a moaning voice, low, gentle, but 
inexpressibly sad In this depth of grief and pity she felt that there w^as no 
irreverence in gazing at his altered, aged, faded, ruined face But no soon- 
er was she a little lelieved than her conscience smote her for gazing curi- 
ously at him, now that he was so changed, and, turning hastily away, 
Hepzibah let down the curtain over the sunny window, and left Clifford 
to slumber there 
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VUJL 

The Pynchfon of To-day 

Phcebe, on entermg the shop, beheld there the already familiai face of 
the little devourer if we can reckon his mighty deeds aright of Jim 
Crow, the elephant, the camel, the dromedaries, and the locomotive Hav- 
ing expended his private fortune, on the two preceding days, in the pur- 
chase of the above unheard-of luxuries, the young gentleman’s present 
errand was on the part of his mother, m quest of three eggs and half a 
pound of raisins These articles Phoebe accordingly supplied, and, as a 
mark of gratitude for his previous patronage, and a slight super-added 
morsel after bieakfast, put likewise into his hand a whale' The great fish, 
reveising his expeiience rvith the prophet of Nineveh, immediately began 
his progress down the same red pathway of fate whither so varied a cara- 
van had preceded him This remarkable urchin, in truth, was the very em- 
blem of old Fatlier Time, both in respect of his all-devourmg appetite for 
men and things, and because he, as well as Time, after mgulfing thus 
much of creation, looked almost as youthful as if he 'had been just that 
moment made 

After partly closmg the door, the child turned back, and mumbled 
something to Phoebe, which, as the whale was but half disposed of, she 
could not perfectly understand 

“What did you say, my little fellow^” asked she 
“Mother wants to know,” repeated Ned Higgins, more distinctly, “how 
Old Maid Pyncheon’s brother does'’ Folks say he has got home ” 

“My cousin Hepzibah’s brother ' ” exclaimed Phcebe, surprised at this 
sudden explanation of the relationship between Hepzibah and her guest 
“Her brother! And where can he have beenf”’ 

The little boy only put his thumb to his broad snub-nose, with that 
look of shrewdness which a child, spending much of his time m the street, 
so soon learns to throw over his features, however unintelligent m them- 
selves Then as Phosbe continued to gaze at him, without answermg his 
mother’s message, he took his departure 
As tlie child went down the steps, a gentleman ascended them, ana 
made his entrance into the shop It was the portly, and, had it possessed 
the advantage of a little more height, would have been the stately figure 
of a man considerably in the decline of life, dressed in a black suit of some 
thin stuff, resembling broad-cloth as closely as possible A gold-headed 
cane, of rare Oriental wood, added materially to the high respectability 
of his aspect, as did also a neckcloth of the utmost snowy purity, and the 
conscientious polish of his boots His dark, square countenance, with its 
almost shaggy depth of eyebrows, was naturally impressive, and would, 
perhaps, have been rather stern, had not the gentleman considerately 
taken upon himself to mitigate the harsh effect by a look of exceeding 
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good-humor and benevolence Owing, however, to a somewhat massive 
accumulation of animal substance about the lower region of his face, the 
look was, perhaps, unctuous, rather than spiritual, and had, so to speak, 
a kind of 'fleshly effulgence, not altogetlier so satisfactory as he doubtless 
intended it to be A susceptible observer, at any rate, might have regarded 
it as affording very little evidence of the general benignity of soul where- 
of It purported to be the outward reflection And if the observer chanced 
to be ill-natured, as well as acute and susceptible, he would probably sus- 
pect that the sirale on the gentleman’s face was a good deal akin to the 
shine on his boots, and that each must have cost him and his boot-black, 
respectively, a 'good deal of hard labor to bring out and preserve them 

As the stranger entered the little shop, where the projection of the sec- 
ond story and the thick foliage of the elm-tree, as well as the commodities 
at the window, created a sort of gray medium, his smile grew as intense as 
if he had set his heart on counteracting the whole ^loom of the atmos- 
phere (besides any moral gloom pertaining to Hepzibah and her inmates) 
by the unassisted light of his countenance On percemng a young i ose- 
bud of a girl, instead of the gaunt presence of the old maid, a look of sur- 
prise was manifest He at first knit his brows , then smiled with more'unc- 
tuous benignity than ever 

“Ah, I see how it is' ” said he, m a deep voice, a voice which, had it 
come from the throat of an uncultivated man, would have been 'gruff, but, 
by dint of careful training, was now sufficiently agreeable, “I was not 
aware that Miss Hepzibah Pyncheon had commenced business under such 
favorable auspices You are her assistant, I suppose?” 

“I certainly am,” answered Phoibe, and added, with a little air of lady- 
like assumption (for, civil as the gentleman was, he evidently took her to 
be a young person servmg for wages), “I am a cousin of Miss Hepzibah, 
on a visit to her ” 

“Her cousin? and from the country? Pray pardon me, then,” said the 
gentleman, bowmg and smiling, as Phoebe never had been bowed to nor 
smiled on before, “m that case, we must be better acquamted, for, unless 
I am sadly mistaken, you are my own little kinswoman like'wise' Let me 
see, Mary? Dolly? Phoebe? yes, Phoebe is the name ' Is it possible 
that you are Phoebe Pyncheon, only child of my dear cousin and class- 
mate, Arthur? Ah, I see your father now, about your mouth' Yes, yes' 
we must be better acquainted ' I am your kinsman, my dear Surely you 
must have heard of Judge P5mcheon?” 

As Phoebe courtesied m reply, the Judge bent forward, with the pardon- 
able and even praiseworthy purpose considering the nearness of blood, 
and the difference of age of bestowing on his young relative a kiss of 
acknowledged kindred and natural affection Unfortunately (without de- 
sign, or only with such instinctive design as gives no account of itself to 
the intellect) Phoebe, just at the critical moment, drew back, so that her 
highly respectable kinsman, with his body bent over the counter, and his 
lips protruded, was betrayed into the rather absurd predicament of kiss- 
ing Ihe empty air It was a modem parallel to the case of Ixion embraang 
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a cloud, and was so much the more ridiculous, as the Judge prided himself 
on eschewing all airy matter, and never mistaking a shadow for a sub- 
stance The truth was, and it is Phoebe’s only excuse, that, although 
Judge Pyncheon’s glowing benignity might not be absolutely unpleasant 
to the feminine beholder, with the width of a street, or even an ordinary- 
sized room, interposed between, yet it became quite too intense, when 
this dark, full-fed physiognomy (so roughly bearded, too, that no razor 
could ever make it smooth) sought to bring itself into actual contact with 
the object of its regards The man, the sex, somehow or other, was entirely 
too prominent in the Judge’s demonstrations of that sort Phoebe’s eyes 
sank, and, without knowing why, she felt herself blushing deeply under 
his look Yet she had been kissed before, and without any particular 
squeamishness, by perhaps half a dozen different cousins, younger as well 
as older than this dark-browed, grisly-bearded, white-neck-clothed, and 
unctuously-benevolent Judge' Then, why not by him? 

On raising her eyes, Phoebe was startled by the change m Judge Pyn- 
cheon’s face It was quite as striking, allowing for the difference of scale, 
as that betwixt a landscape under a broad sunshine and just before a 
thunder-storm, not that it had the passionate intensity of the latter as- 
pect, but was cold, hard, immitigable, like a day-long brooding cloud 
“Dear me' what is to be done now>” thought the country-girl to her- 
self “He looks as if there were nothing softer m him than a rock, nor 
milder than the east wind' I meant no harm' Since he is really my cousin, 
I would have let him kiss me, if I could ' ” < 

Then, all at once, it struck Phcebe that this very Judge Pyncheon was 
the original of the miniature which the daguerreotypist had shown her m 
the garden, and that the hard, stern, relentless look, now on his face, was 
the same that the sun had so inflexibly persisted m bringing out Was it, 
therefore, no momentary mood, but, however skilfully concealed, the set- 
tled temper of his life? And not merely so, but was it hereditary in him, 
and transmitted down, as a precious heirloom, from that bearded ances- 
tor, m whose picture both the expression, and, to a singular degree, the 
features of the modern Judge were shown as by a kind of prophecy^ A 
deeper philosopher than Phoebe might have found something very terrible 
m this idea It implied that the weaknesses and defects, the bad passions, 
the mean tendencies, and the moral diseases which lead to crime are hand- 
ed down from one generation to another, by a far surer process of trans- 
mission than human law has been able to establish in respect to the riches 
and honors which it seeks to entail upon posterity ^ 

But, as it happened, scarcely had Phoebe’s eyes rested agam on the 
Judge’s countenance than all its ugly sternness vanished, and she found 
herself quite overpowered by the sultry, dog-day heat, as it were, of be- 
nevolence, which this excellent man diffused out of his great heart into 
the surrounding atmosphere, very much like a serpent, which, as a pre- 
hrninary to fascination, is said to fill the air with his peculiar odor 

' ^ Cousin Phoebe' ” cried he, with an emphatic nod of appro- 

bation “I like it much, my little cousin' You are a good child, and know 
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how to take care of yourself A young girl especially if she be a very 
pretty one can never be too chary of her lips ” 

“Indeed, sir,” said Phoebe, tr3nng to laugh the matter off, “I did not 
mean to be unkmd ” 

Nevertheless, whether or no it were entirely owing to the inauspicious 
commencement of their acquaintance, she still acted under a certain re- 
serve, which was by no means customary to her frank and genial nature 
The fantasy would not quit her, that the original Puritan, of whom shd 
had heard so many sombre traditions, the progenitor of the whole race 
of New England Pyncheons, the founder of the House of the Seven Ga- 
bles, and who had died so strangely in it, had now stept into the shop 
In these days of off-hand equipment, the matter was easily enough ar- 
ranged On his arrival from the other world, he had merely found it neces- 
sary to spend a quarter of an hour at a barber’s, who had trimmed down 
the Puritan’s full beard into a pair of grizzled whiskers, then, patronizing 
a ready-made clothing establishment, he had exchanged his velvet doub- 
let and sable cloak, with the richly worked band under his chin, for a 
white collar and cravat, coat, vest, and pantaloons, and lastly, putting 
aside his steel-hilted broadsword to take up a gold-headed cane, the Col- 
onel Pyncheon of two centuries ago steps forward as the Judge of the 
passing moment > 

Of course, Phoebe was far too sensible a girl to entertain this idea in any 
other way than as matter for a smile Possibly, also, could the two per- 
sonages have stood together before her eye, many points of difference 
would have been perceptible, and perhaps only a general resemblance The 
long lapse of intervening years, in a climate so unlike that which had fos- 
tered the ancestral Englishman, must inevitably have wrought important 
changes in the physical system of his descendant The Judge’s volume of 
muscle could hardly be the same as the Colonel’s, there was undoubtedly 
less beef m him Though looked upon as a weighty man among his con- 
temporaries m respect of animal substance, and as favored with a remark- 
able degree of fundamental development, well adapting him for the judi- 
cial bench, we conceive that the modern Judge Pyncheon, if weighed in 
the same balance with his ancestor, would have required at least an old- 
fashioned fifty-six to keep the scale in equilibrio Then the Judge’s face 
had lost the ruddy English hue that showed its warmth through all the 
duskiness of the Colonel’s weather-beaten cheek, and had taken a sallow 
shade, the established complexion of his countrymen If we mistalce not, 
moreover, a certain quality of nervousness had become more or less mani- 
fest, even m so solid a specimen of Puritan descent as the gentleman now 
under discussion As one of its effects, it bestowed on his countenance a 
quicker mobility than the old Englishman’s had possessed, and keener 
vivacity, but at the expense of a sturdier something, on which these acute 
endowments seemed to act like dissolving acids This process, for aught 
we know, may belong to the great system of human progress, which, with 
every ascending footstep, as it dimmishes the necessity for animal force, 
may be destined gradually to spiritualize us, by refining away oui grosser 
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attributes of body If so, Judge Pyncheon could endure a century or two 
more of such refinement as well as most other men 

The similarity, intellectual and moral, between the Judge and his an- 
cestor appears to have been at least as stiong as the lesemblance of mien 
and feature would afford reason to anticipate In old Colonel Pyncheon ’s 
funeral discourse the clerg3nnan absolutely canonized his deceased parish- 
ioner, and opening, as it were, a vista through the roof of the church, and 
thence through the firmament above, showed him seated, harp iii hand, 
among the crowned choristers of the spiritual world On his tombstone, 
too, the record is highly eulogistic, nor does history, so far as he holds a 
place upon its page, assail the consistenc}^ and uprightness of his charac- 
ter So also, as regards the Judge Pyncheon of to-day, neithei clerg3mian, 
nor legal critic, nor msciiber of tombstones, nor historian of general or 
local politics, would venture a word against this eminent person’s sincer- 
ity as a Christian, or respectability as a man, or integrity as a judge, or 
courage and faithfulness as the often-tried representative of his political 
party But, besides these cold, formal, and empty words of the chisel that 
inscribes, the voice that speaks, and the pen that writes, for the public 
eye and for distant time, and which inevitably lose much of their tiuth 
and freedom by the fatal consciousness of so doing, there were tradi- 
tions about the ancestor, and private diurnal gossip about the Judge, re- 
markably accordant m their testimony It is often instructive to take the 
woman’s, the private and domestic, view of a public man, nor can any- 
thing be more curious than the vast discrepancy between poi traits in- 
tended for engraving and the pencil-sketches that pass from hand to hand 
behind the original’s back 

For example tradition affirmed that the Puritan had been greed}'' of 
wealth, the Judge, too, with all the show of liberal expenditure, was said 
to be as close-fisted as if his gripe were of iron The ancestor had clothed 
himself in a grim assumption of kindliness, a rough heartiness of word 
and manner, which most people took to be the genuine warmth of nature, 
making its way through the thick and inflexible hide of a manly character 
His descendant, m compliance with the requirements of a nicer age, had 
ethereahzed this rude benevolence into that broad benignity of smile, 
wherewith he shone Iilre a noonday sun along the streets, or glowed like a 
household fire in the drawing-rooms of his private acquaintance The 
Puritan if not belied by some singular stones, murmured, even at this 
day, under the narrator’s breath had fallen into certain transgressions 
to which men of his great animal development, whatever their faith or 
principles, must continue liable, until they put off impurity, along with 
the gross earthly substance that involves it We must not stain our page 
with any contemporary scandal, to a similar purport, that may have been 
whispered against the Judge The Puritan, again, an autocrat in his own 
household, had worn out three wives, and, merely by the remorseless 
weight and hardness of his character m the conjugal relation, had sent 
them, one after another, broken-hearted, to their graves Here the parallel 


THE HOUSE OF THE SEVEN GABLES 3i7 

tn some sort, fails The Judge had wedded but a single wife, and lost her 
m the third or fourth year of their marriage- There was a fable, however, 
for such we choose to consider it, though not impossibly, typical of 
Judge Pyncheon’s marital deportment, that the lady got her death-blow 
in the honeymoon, and never smiled again, because her husband com- 
pelled her to serve him with coffee every morning at his bedside, in token 
of fealty to hei liege-lord and master 

But it is too fruitful a subject, this of hereditary resemblances, the 
frequent recurrence of which, in a direct line, is truly unaccountable, 
when we consider how large an accumulation of ancestry lies behind 
every man at the distance of one or two centuries We shall only add, 
therefore, that the Puritan so, at least, says chimney-coiner tradition, 
which often preseives traits of character with marvellous fidelity was 
bold, imperious, relentless, crafty, laying his purposes deep, and follow- 
ing them out with an inveteracy of pursuit that knew neither rest nor con- 
science , trampling on the wealc, and, when essential to his ends, doing his 
utmost to beat down the stiong Whether the Judge m any degree resem- 
bled him the further progress of our narrative may show 

Scarcely any of the items m the above-drawn parallel occurred to 
Phoebe, whose country birth and residence, m truth, had left her pitifully 
Ignorant of most of the family traditions, which lingered, like cobwebs 
and incrustations of smoke, about the rooms and chimney-corners of the 
House of the Seven Gables Yet there was a circumstance, very trifling in 
itself, which impressed her with an odd degree of horroi She had heard 
of the anathema flung by Maule, the executed wizard, against Colonel 
Pyncheon and his posterity, that God would give them blood to drink, 
and likewise of the popular notion, that this miraculous blood might 
now and then be heard gurgling in their throats The latter scandal as 
became a person of sense, and, more especially, a member of the Pyn- 
cheon family Phoebe had set down for the absurdity which it unques- 
tionably was But ancient superstitions, after being steeped m human 
hearts and embodied in human bieath, and passing from lip to ear m 
manifold repetition, through a series of generations, become imbued with 
an effect of homely truth The smoke of the domestic hearth has scented 
them through and through By long transmission among household facts, 
they grow to look like them, and have such a familiar way of making 
themselves at home that their influence is usually greater than we sus- 
pect Thus it happened, that when Phoebe heard a certain noise m Judge 
Pyncheon’s throat, rather habitual with him, not altogether voluntary, 
yet indicative of nothing, unless it were a slight bronchial complaint, or, 
as some people hinted, an apoplectic sjmiptom, when the girl heard this 
queer and awkward ingurgitation (which the writer never did hear, and 
therefore cannot describe), she, very foolishly, started, and clasped her 
hands 

Of course, it was exceedingly ridiculous in Phoebe to be discomposed by 
such a trifle, and still more unpardonable to show her discomposure to 
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the individual most concerned in it But the incident chimed in so oddly 
with her previous fancies about the Colonel and the Judge, that, for the 
moment, it seemed quite to mingle their identity 

“What IS the matter with you, young woman?” said Judge Pyncheon, 
giving her one of his harsh looks “Are you afraid of anything?” 

“Oh, nothing, sir, nothing in the world'” answered Phcebe, vith a 
little laugh of vexation at herself “But perhaps you wish to speak with 
my cousin Hepzibah Shall I call hei ? ’ 

“Stay a moment, if you please,” said the Judge, again beaming sun- 
shine out of his face “You seem to be a little ner\ ous this morning The 
town air. Cousin Phcebe, does not agiee with your good, wholesome coun- 
try habits Oi has anything happened to disturb you? anything remark- 
able in Cousin Hepzibah ’s familj^? An arrival, eh? I thought so' No 
wonder you are out of soits, my little cousin To be an inmate with such a 
guest may well startle an innocent young girl ' ” 

“You quite puzzle me, sir,” replied Phcebe, gazing inquiringly at the 
Judge “There is no frightful guest m the house, but only a poor, gentle, 
childlike man, whom I believe to be Cousin Hepzibah’s brother I am 
afraid (but you, sir, will know better than I) that he is not quite in his 
sound senses, but so mild and quiet he seems to be, that a mother might 
trust her baby with him, and I think he would play with the baby as if he 
were only a feiv years older than itself He startle me' Oh, no indeed ' ” 
“I rejoice to hear so favorable and so ingenuous an account of my 
cousin Clifford,” said the benevolent Judge “Many years ago, when ive 
were boys and young men together, I had a great affection for him, and 
still feel a tender interest m all his concerns You, say. Cousin Phoebe, he 
appears to be weak-minded Heaven grant him at least enough of intellect 
to repent of his past sins ' ” 

“Nobody, I fancy,” observed Phoebe, “can have fewer to repent of ” 
“And IS it possible, my dear,” rejoined the Judge, with a commiserat- 
ing look, “that you have never heard of Clifford Pyncheon? that you 
know nothing of his history? Well, it is all right, and your mother has 
shown a very proper regard foi the good name of the family wnth iihich 
she connected herself Believe the best you can of this unfortunate per- 
son, and hope the best' It is a rule which Christians should alw'ays follow, 
m their judgments of one another, and especially is it right and wise 
among near relatives, whose characters have necessarily a degree of mu- 
tual dependence But is Clifford in the parlor? I will just step in and see ” 
“Perhaps, sir, I had better call my cousin Hepzibah,” said Phcebe, 
hardly knowing, however, whether she ought to obstruct the entrance of 
so affectionate a kinsman into the private regions of the house “Her 
brother seemed to be just falling asleep after breakfast, and I am sure 
she would not like him to be disturbed Pray sir, let me give her notice' ” 
But the Judge showed a singular determination to enter unannounced , 
and as Phoebe, with the vivacity of a peison whose movements uncon- 
sciously answer to her thoughts,’ had stepped towards the door, he used 
little or no ceremony in putting her aside 
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“No, no, Miss Phoebe' ” said Judge Pyncheon, in a voice as deep as a 
thunder-growl, and with a frown as black as the cloud whence it issues 
“Stay you here' I know the house, and knowihy cousin Hepzibah, and 
know her brother Clifford likewise' nor need my little country cousin 
put herself to the trouble of announcing me' ” m these latter words, by 
the by, there were symptoms of a change from his sudden harshness into 
his previous benignity of manner “I am at home here, Phoebe, you must 
recollect, and you are the stranger I will just step in, therefore, and see 
for myself how Clifford is, and assure him and Hepzibah of my kindly 
feelings and best wishes It is right, at this juncture, that they should 
both hear from my own lips how much I desire to serve them Ha' here is 
Hepzibah herself ' ” 

Such was the case The vibrations of the Judge’s voice had reached the 
old gentlewoman m the parlor, where she sat, with face averted, waiting 
on her brother’s slumber She now issued forth, as would appear, to de- 
fend the entrance, looking, we must needs say, amazingly like the dragon 
which, m fairy tales, .s wont to be the guardian over an enchanted beauty 
The habitual scowl of her brow was, undeniably, too fierce, at this mo- 
ment, to pass itself off on the innocent score of near-sightedness, and it 
was bent on Judge Pyncheon m a way that seemed to confound, if not 
alarm him, so inadequately had he estimated the moral force of a deeply 
grounded antipathy She made a repelling gesture with her hand, and 
stood a perfect picture of prohibition, at full length, in the dark frame of 
the doorway But we must betray Hepzibah’s secret, and confess that the 
native timorousness of her character even now developed itself m a 
quick tremor, which, to her own perception, set each of her joints at vari- 
ance with its fellows 

Possibly, the Judge weis aware how little true hardihood lay behind 
Hepzibah’s formidable front At any rate, being a gentleman of steady 
nerves, he soon recovered himself, and failed not to approach his cousm 
with outstretched hand, adoptmg the sensible precaution, however, to 
cover his advance with a smile, so broad and sultry, that, had it been only 
half as warm as it looked, a trellis of grapes might at once havedumed 
purple under its summer-like exposure It may have been his purpose, in- 
deed, to melt poor Hepzibah on the spot, as if she were a figure of yellow 
wax 

“Hepzibah, my beloved cousm, I am rejoiced'” exclaimed the Judge, 
most emphatically “Now, at length, you have something to live for Yes, 
and all of us, let me say, your friends and kindred, have more to live for 
than we had yesterday I have lost no time m hastening to offer any 
assistance in my power towards making Clifford comfortable He belongs 
to us all I know how much he requires, how much he used to require, 
with his delicate taste, and his love of the beautiful An5^hmg m my 
house, pictures, books, wme, luxuries of the table, he may command 
them all' It would afford me most heart-felt gratification to see him' 
Shall I step in, this moment^” 
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“No,” replied Hepzibali, hei voice quivering too painfully to allow of 
many words “He cannot see visitors I ” 

“A visitor, my dear cousin’ do you call me so^” cried the Judge, 
whose sensibility, it seems, was hint by the coldness of the phrase “Nay, 
then, let me be Clifford’s host, and your own likewise Come at once to 
my house The country air, and all the conveniences I may say lux- 
uries that I have gatheied about me, will do wonders for him And you 
arid I, dear Hepzibah, will consult together, and natch together, and 
labor together, to make our dear Clifford happy Come’ why should we 
make more words about what is both a duty and a pleasure on my part? 
Gome to me at once I ” 

On hearing these so hospitable offers, and such generous recognition of 
the claims of kindred, Phoebe felt very much in the mood of running up 
to Judge Pyncheon, and giving him, of her onn accord, the kiss from 
which she had so recently shrunk away It was quite othernise with Hep- 
zibah, the Judge’s smile seemed to operate on her acerbity of heart like 
sunshine upon vinegar, making it ten times sourer than ever 

“Clifford,” said she, still too agitated to utter more than an abrupt 
sentence, “Clifford has a home here ’ ” 

“May Heaven forgive you, Hepzibah,” said Judge Pyncheon, revei- 
ently lifting his eyes towards that high court of equity to nhich he ap- 
pealed, “if you suffer any ancient prejudice or animosity to neigh with 
you m this matter' I stand here with an open heart, willing and anxious 
to receive yourself and Clifford into it Do not refuse my good offices, 
my earnest propositions for your welfare’ They are such, in all respects, 
as It behooves your nearest kinsman to make It will be a heavy responsi- 
bility, cousin, if you confine your brother to this dismal house and stifled 
air, when the delightful freedom of my country-seat is at his command ” 
“It would never suit Clifford,” said Hepzibah, as briefly as before 
“Woman’ ” broke forth the Judge, giving way to his resentment, “what 
IS the meaning of all this^ Have you other resources? Nay, I suspected as 
much’ Take care, Hepzibah, take caie' Clifford is on the brink of as 
black a ruin as ever befell him yet' But why do I talk with you, woman 
as you are ? Make way ' I must see Clifford ’ ” 

Hepzibah spread out her gaunt figure across the door, and seemed 
leally to increase in bulk, looking the more terrible, also, because there 
was so much terror and agitation in her heart But Judge Pyncheon’s evi- 
dent purpose of forcing a passage was interrupted by a voice from the 
inner room, a weak, tremulous, wailmg voice, indicating helpless alarm, 
with no more energy for self-defence than belongs to a frightened infant 
“Hepzibah, Hepzibah’” cried the voice, “go down on your knees to 
him' Kiss his feet' Entreat him not to come in’ Oh, let him have mercy 
on me' Mercy’ mercy’” 

For the instant, it appeared doubtful whether it were not the Judge’s 
resolute purpose to set Hepzibah aside, and step across the threshold into 
the parlor, whence issued that broken and miserable murmur of entreaty 
It was not pity that restrained him, for, at the first sound of the en- 
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feebled voice, a red fire kindled in his eyes, and he made a quick pace 
fomard, with something inexpressibly fierce and grim darkening forth, as 
it were, out of the whole man To know Judge Pyncheon, was to see him 
at that moment After such a revelation, let him smile with what sultri- 
ness he would, he could much sooner turn grapes purple, or pumpkins 
yellow, than melt the iron-branded impression out of the beholder’s 
memory And it rendered his aspect not the less, but more frightful, that 
it seemed not to express wrath or hatred, but a certain hot fellness of 
purpose, which annihilated everything but itself 

Yet, after all, are we not slandering an excellent and amiable man? 
Look at the Judge now! He is apparently conscious of having erred, m 
too energeticall}’’ pressing his deeds of loving-kindness on persons unable 
to appreciate them He will await their better mood, and hold himself as 
ready to assist them then as at this moment As he draws back from the 
door, an all-comprehensive benignity blazes from his visage, indicating 
that he gathers Hepzibah, little Phoebe, and the invisible Clifford, all 
three, together with the whole world besides, into his immense heart, and 
gives them a warm bath in its flood of affection 

“You do me great wrong, dear Cousin Hepzibah i ” said he, first kindly 
offering her his hand, and then drawing on his glove preparatory to de- 
parture “Very great wrong’ But I forgive it, and will study to make you 
think better of me Of course, our poor Clifford bemg in so unhappy a 
state of mind, I cannot think of urging an interview at present But I 
shall watch over his welfare as if he were my ovto beloved brother, nor 
do I at all despair, my dear cousin, of constraining both hup and you to 
acknowledge your injustice Vflien that shall happen, I desire no other 
revenge than your acceptance of the best offices in my power to do you ” 
With a bow to Hepzibah, and a degree of paternal benevolence in his 
parting nod to Phoebe, the Judge left the shop, and went smiling along 
the street As is customary with the rich, when they aim at the honors of a 
republic, he apologized, as it were, to the people, for his wealth, prosper- 
ity, and elevated station, by a free and hearty manner towards those who 
knew him, putting off the more of his dignity in due proportion with the 
humbleness of the man whom he saluted, and thereby proving a haughty 
consciousness of his advantages as irrefragably as if he had marched forth 
preceded by a troop of lackeys to clear the way On this particular fore- 
noon so excessive was the warmth of Judge Pyncheon’s kmdly aspect, 
that (such, at least, was the rumor about town) an extra passage of the 
water-carts was found essential, m order to lay the dust, occasioned by so 
much extra sunshine ' 

No sooner had he disappeared than Hepzibah grew deadly white, and 
staggering towards Phoebe, let her head fall on the young girl’s shoulder 
“O Phoebe’ ” murmured she, “that man has been the horror of my life’ 
Shall I never, never have the courage, will my voice never cease from 
trembling long enough to let me tell him what he is ^ ” 

“Is he so very wicked?’' asked Phoebe. “Yet his offers were surely 
kind’” 
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“Do not speak of them, he has a heart of iron > ’’ rejoined Hcpzibah 
^‘Go, now, and talk to Clifford I Amuse and keep him quiet' It would dis- 
turb him wretchedly to see me so agitated as I am There, go, dear child, 
and I will try to look after the shop ” 

Phoebe went, accordingly, but perplexed herself, meanwhile, with 
queries as to the purport of the scene w'hich she had just witnessed, and 
also whether judges, clergymen, and other characters of tliat eminent 
stamp and respectability, could really, in any single instance, be other- 
wise than just and upright men A doubt of this nature has a most dis- 
turbing mfluence, and, if shown to be a fact, comes with fearful and 
startling effect on minds of the trim, orderly, and limit-loving class, in 
which we find our little country-girl Dispositions more boldly specula- 
tive may derive a stern enjoyment from the discovery, since there must 
be evil in the world, that a high man is as likely to grasp his share of it as 
a low one A wader scope of view, and a deeper insight, may see rank, dig- 
nity, and station, all proved illusory, so far as regards their claim to hu- 
man reverence, and yet not feel as if the universe w^ere thereby tumbled 
head-long into chaos But Phoebe, m order to keep the universe m its old 
place, was fain to smother, m some degree, her owm intuitions as to Judge 
Pyncheon’s character And as for her cousin’s testimony in disparage- 
ment of it, she concluded that Hepzibah’s j'udgment w’as imbittered by 
one of those family feuds, which render hatred the more deadly by the 
dead and corrupted love ^at they intei mingle with its native poison 


DC 

Clifford and Phcebe 

Truly was there something high, generous, and noble in the native com- 
position of our poor old Hepzibah ' Or else, and it was quite as probably 
the case, she had been enriched by poverty, developed by sorrow, ele- 
vated by the strong and solitary affection of her life, and thus endowed 
^th heroism, which never could have characterized her m what are called 
happier circumstances Through dreary years Hepzibah had looked for- 
ward for the most part despairingly, never with any confidence of hope, 
but always with the feeling that it was her brightest possibility to the 
very position in which she now found herself In her own behalf, she had 
asked nothmg of Providence but the opportunity of devoting herself to 
this brother, whom she had so loved, so admired for what he was, or 
might have been, and to whom she had kept her faith, alone of all the 
world, wholly, unfalteringly, at every instant, and throughout life And 
here, m his late decline, the lost one had come back out of his long and 
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strange misfortune, and was thrown on her sympathy, as it seemed, not 
merely for the bread of his physical e\islcnce. but for everj'thing that 
should keep him morallj^ alue She had responded to the call She had 
come forward, oui poor, gaunt Hcp/ibah in her rusty silks, with her 
rigid joints, and the sad per\crsity of her scowl, ready to do her ut- 
most, and with affection enough, if that were all, to do a hundred times 
as much! There could be few more tearful sights, and Hea\en forgive 
us if a smile insist on mingling with our conception of it' few smhts 
wath truer pathos in them, than Hcpzibah presented on that first after- 
noon 

How* paticnth’’ did she cndeavoi to wrap Clifford up in her great, warm 
]o\e, and malvC it all the world to him, so that he should retain no tortur- 
ing sense of the coldness and dreariness without' Her little cfiorts to 
amuse him' How* pitiful, yet magnanimous, thej were* 

Remembering his earl}'* love of poetry and fiction, she unlocked a book- 
case, and took down se\eral books that had been excellent reading in their 
day There was a volume of Pope, with the Rape of the Lock in it, and 
another of the Tatler, and an odd one of Dryden’s Miscellanies, all with 
tarnished gilding on their covers, and tlioughts of tarnished brilliancy in- 
side They had no success with Clifford These, and all such writers of so- 
ciety, whose new’ works glow like the rich texture of a just-woven caipet, 
must be content to relinquish their charm, for every reader, after an age 
or tw’o, and could hardly be supposed to retain any portion of it for a mind 
that had utterly lost its estimate of modes and manners Hepzibah then 
took up Rasselas, and began to read of the Happy Valley, wath a vague 
idea that some secret of a contented life had there been elaboiated, which 
might at least serve Clifford and herself for this one day But the Happy 
Valley had a cloud over it Hepzibah troubled her auditor, moreover, by 
innumerable sms of emphasis, which he seemed to detect, without any 
reference to tlie meaning, nor, in fact, did he appear to take much note of 
the sense of what she read, but evident^ felt the tedium of the lecture, 
without harvesting its profit His sister’s voice, too, naturally harsh, had, 
m the course of her sorrowdul lifetime, contracted a kind of croak, wdiich, 
when it once gets into the human throat, is as ineradicable as sm In both 
sexes, occasionally, this life-long croak, accompanying each w’ord of joy 
or sorrow’, is one of the symptoms of a settled melancholy, and wherever 
it occurs, the whole history of misfortune is conveyed m its slightest ac- 
cent The effect is as if the voice had been dyed black, or, if w’e must 
use a more moderate simile, this miserable croak, running through all 
the variations of the voice, is like a black silken thread, on which the erj’s- 
tal beads of speech are strung, and w'hence they take their hue Siicli 
voices have put on mourning for dead hopes, and they ought to die and 
be buried along with them ' 

Discerning that Clifford W’as not gladdened by her effoits, Hepzibah 
searched about the house for the means of more exhilaiating pastime At 
one time, her eyes chanced to rest on Alice Pyncheon’s harpsichord It 
was a moment of great peril, for, despite the traditionary aw’e that had 
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gathered over this instrument of music, and tlie dirges which spiritual 
fingers were said to play on it, the devoted sister had solemn thoughts of 
thrumming on its chords for Clifford’s benefit, and accompanying the per- 
formance with her voice Poor Clifford! Poor Hep/ibah' Poor harpsi- 
choid' All tliiee would have been miserable together By some good 
agency, possibly, by the unrecognized interposition of the long-buned 
Alice herself, the threatening calamity was averted 

But the worst of all the hardest stroke of fate for Hepzibah to en- 
dure, and perhaps for Clifford too was his invincible distaste for her 
appearance Her features, never the most agreeable, and non harsh nith 
age and grief, and lesentment against the world for his sake, her dress, 
and especially her tuiban, the queer and quaint manners, which had un- 
consciously grown upon hei in solitude, such being the poor gentle- 
woman’s outward characteristics, it is no great marvel, although the 
mournfullest of pities, that the instinctive lover of the Beautiful A^as fain 
to turn away his e37es There was no help for it It would be the latest im- 
pulse to die within him In his last extremity, tlie expiring breath stealing 
feintly through Clifford’s lips, he would doubtless press Hepzibah ’s hand, 
in fervent recognition of all her lavished love, and close Ins eyes, but 
not so much to die, as to be constrained to look no longer on her facel 
Poor Hepzibah' She took counsel with herself what might be done, and 
thought of putting ribbons on her turban, but, b}^ the instant rush of 
several guardian angels, was withheld from an experiment tliat could 
hardly have proved less than fatal to the beloved object of her anxiety 
To be brief, besides Hepzibah ’s disadvantages of person, there Avas an 
uncouthness perA^admg all her deeds, a clumsy something, that could but 
ill adapt itself for use, and not at all for ornament She AAas a grief to 
Clifford, and she kneiv it In this extiemity, the antiquated Aurgin turned 
to Pheebe No grovelling jealousy Avas m her heart Had it pleased HeaA^en 
to crown the heroic fidelity of her life by making her personally the med- 
ium of Clifford’s happiness, it Avould liaA'e reivarded her for all the past, 
by a joy with no bright tints, indeed, but deep and true, and Avorth a 
thousand gayer ecstasies This could not be She therefore turned to 
Phoebe, and resigned the task into the young girl’s hands The latter took 
it up cheerfully, as she did everything, but nuth no sense of a mission to 
perform, and succeeding all the better for that same simplicity 

By the involuntary effect of a genial temperament, Phoebe soon grew to 
be absolutely essential to the daily comfort, if not the daily life, of her 
two forlorn companions The grime and sordidness of the House of the 
Seven Gables seemed to have vanished since her appearance there, the 
gnav/ing tooth of the dry-rot was stayed among the old timbers of its skel- 
eton flame, the dust had ceased to settle down so densely, from the an- 
tique ceilings, upon the floors and furniture of the rooms beloAA^, or, at 
any rate, there Avas a little houservife, as light-footed as the breeze that 
sweeps a garden walk, gliding hither and thither to brush it all away The 
shadoAA s of gloomy events that haunted the else lonely and desolate apart- 
ments, the heavy, blreathless scent which death had left in more than 
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one of the bedchambers, e\ er since his \ isits of long ago, these weie less 
powerful than the purifying influence scattered throughout the atmos- 
phere of the household by tlie piesence of one youthful, fresh, and thor- 
oughly wholesome heart There was no morbidness m Phmbe, if there 
had been, the old P3mcheon House was the \eiy locality to ripen it into 
incurable disease But now her spirit lesembled, in its potenc}^ a minute 
quantity of ottar of rose in one of Hep 7 ibah’s huge, iron-bound tiunks, 
diffusing its fragrance thiough the various articles of linen and wi ought- 
lace, Icei chiefs, caps, stockings, folded dresses, gloves, and wdiatexer else 
was ti ensured there As everj' article m the great trunk w’as the sweeter 
for the rose-scent, so did all the thoughts and emotions of Hepzibah and 
Clifford, sombie as they might seem, acqune a subtle attribute of happi- 
ness from Phoebe’s mtermiAture wuth them Her activity of body, inteP 
lect, and heart impelled her continually^ to perform the ordinary’- little 
toils that ofteied themsehes around her, and to think tlie thought proper 
for the moment, and to sympathize, now' with the twittering gayety of 
the robins in the pear-tiee, and now’ to such a depth as she could wiOi 
Hepzibah s dark anxiety, or the vague moan of her bi other This facile 
adaptation w’as at once the symptom of perfect health and its best pre- 
servative 

A nature like Phoebe’s has invariably its due influence, but is seldom 
regarded with due honor Its spiritual force, however, may be partially 
estimated by the fact of her having found a place for herself, amid cir- 
cumstances so stern as those w'hich surrounded the mistress of the house , 
and also by' the effect which she produced on a charactei of so much more 
mass than her owm For the gaunt, bony' frame and limbs of Hepzibah, as 
compaied with the tiny lightsomeness of Phoebe’s figure, W'eie perhaps in 
some fit proportion wuth the moral w'eight and substance, respectively, of 
the xvoman and the girl 

To the guest, to Hepzibah’s brother, or Cousin Clifford, as Phoebe 
now began to call him, she was especially' necessary Not that he could 
ever be said to converse with hei, or often manifest, in any' other very 
definite mode, his sense of a charm m hei society' But if she w ere a long 
w'hile absent he became pettish and nervously' restless, pacing the 100m 
to and fro with the uncertainty that characterized all his movements , or 
else w'ould sit broodingly in his great chair, resting his head on his hands, 
and evincing life only by an electric sparkle of ill-humor, whenever Hep- 
zibah endeavored to aiouse hmi Phoebe’s presence and the contiguity of 
her fresh life to his blighted one, was usually all that he reqimed Indeed, 
such w'as the native gush and play of her spirit, that she w'as seldom per- 
fectly quiet and undemonstrative, any more than a fountam ever ceases 
to dimple and warble with its flow She possessed the gift of song, and 
that, too, so naturally, that you w'ould as little thmk of mquirmg w'hence 
she had caught it, or what master had taught her, as of asking the same 
questions about a bird, in whose small stiain of music we recognize the 
voice of the Creator as distinctly as m the loudest accents of his thunder 
So long as Phoebe sang, she might stray at her own will about the house 
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Clifford was content, whether the sweet, airy homeliness of her tones 
came down from the upper chambeis, or along the passageway from the 
shop, 01 was sprinkled tlirough the foliage of the pear-tree, inward from 
the garden, wnth the twinkling sunbeams lie would sit quielK, with a 
gentle pleasure gleaming ovei his face, brighter now, and now a little 
dimmer, as the song happened to float near him, or was more remntcl}' 
heard It pleased him best, howevci, when she sat on a low footstool at 
his knee 

It IS perhaps lemarkable, considering her temperament, that Phoibe 
oftener chose a strain of pathos than of ga\'ety But the young <ind liappy 
are not ill pleased to temper their life with a transpaient shadow The 
deepest pathos of Phoebe's voice and song, moreover, came sifted through 
the golden texture of a cheery spirit, and was somehow so interfused with 
the quality thence acquired, that one’s heart felt all the lighter for having 
wept at it Broad mirth, in the sacred presence of d.irk misfortune, would 
have jaiied haishly and irreverently with the solemn symphony that 
rolled its undertone through Hep/ibahs .ind her brother’s life 1 hcrefore, 
it was well that Phoebe so often chose sad themes, and not amiss that they 
ceased to be so sad while she was singing them 

Becoming habituated to her companionship, Chffoid rcadilj showed 
how capable of imbibing pleasant tints and gleams of cheerful light from 
all quarteis his nature must originally hav'c been He grew youthful while 
she sat by him A beauty, not precisely real, even in its utmost mani- 
festation, and which a painter would have watched long to sci7c and fix 
upon his canvas, and, after all, in vain, beauty, nevertheless, that was 
not a mere dream, would sometimes play upon and illuminate his face 
It did more than to illuminate, it transfiguicd him with an expression 
that could only be interpreted as the glow of an exquisite and happy 
spirit That gray hair, and those fuirows, with their record of infinite 
sorrow so deeply written across his brow, and so compressed, as with a 
futile effort to crowd in all the tale, that the whole inscription was made 
illegible, these, for the moment, vanished An e> e, at once tender and 
acute, might have beheld in the man some shadow of what he was meant 
to be Anon, as age came stealing, like a sad twilight, back ov^er his fig- 
ure, you would have felt tempted to hold an argument with Destiny, and 
affirm, that either this being should not hav^e been made moi tal, or mortal 
existence should have been tempeied_,to his qualities There seemed no 
necessity for his having drawn breath at all, the world never wanted him, 
but, as he had breathed, it ought always to have been the balmiest of 
summer air The same perplexity will inv^anably haunt us with regard to 
natures that tend to feed exclusively upon the Beautiful, let their eartlil}^ 
fate be as lenient as it may 

Phoebe, it is probable, had but a very imperfect comprehension of the 
character over which she had thrown so beneficent a spell Nor was it 
necessary The fire upon the hearth can gladden a"” w'hole semi-circle of 
faces round about it, but need not know the individuality of one among 
them all Indeed, there was something too fine and delicate m Clifford’s 
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traits to be perfectly appreciated by one whose sphere lay so much in the 
Actual as Phoebe’s did For Clifford, however, the reality, and simplicity, 
and thorough homeliness of the girl’s nature, were as powerful a charm 
as any that she possessed Beauty, it is true, and beauty almost perfect in 
its own style, was indispensable Had Phoebe been coarse m feature, 
shaped clumsily, of a harsh voice, and uncouthly mannered, she might 
have been rich with all good gifts, beneath this unfortunate exterior, and 
still, so long as she wore the guise of woman, she would have shocked 
Clifford, and depressed him by her lack of beauty But nothing more 
beautiful nothing prettier, at least was ever made than Phoebe And, 
therefore, to this man, whose whole poor and impalpable enjo)mient of 
existence heretofore, and until both his heart and fancy died within him, 
had been a dream, whose images of women had more and more lost 
their warmth and substance, and been frozen, like the pictures.of seclud- 
ed artists, into the chillest ideality, to him, this little figure of the cheer- 
iest household life was just what he required to bring him back into the 
breathing world Persons who have wandered, or been expelled, out of 
the common track of things, even were it for a better system, desire 
nothing so much as to be led back They shiver m their loneliness, be it 
on a mountain-top or m a dungeon Now, Phoebe’s presence made a home 
about her, that very sphere which the outcast, the prisoner, the poten- 
tate, the wretch beneath mankind, the wretch aside from it, or the 
wretch above it, instinctively pines after, a home ’ She was real ! Hold- 
ing her hand, you felt something, a tender something, a substance, and a 
warm one and so long as you should feel its grasp, soft as it was, you 
might be certain that your place was good in the whole sympathetic chain 
of human nature The world was no longer a delusion 

By looking a little further m this direction, we might suggest an ex- 
planation of an often-suggested mystery Why are poets so apt to choose 
their mates, not for any similarity of poetic endowment, but for qualities 
which might make the happiness of the rudest handicraftsman as well as 
that of the ideal craftsman of the spirit? Because, probably, at his high- 
est elevation, the poet needs no human intercourse, but he finds it dreary 
to descend, and be a stranger 

There was something very beautiful in the relation that grew up be- 
tween this pair, so closely and constantly linked together, yet with such a 
waste of gloomy and mysterious years from his birthday to hers On Clif- 
ford’s part it was the feeling of a man naturally endowed with the liveli- 
est sensibility to feminine influence, but who had never quaffed the cup of 
passionate love, and knew that it was now too late He knew it, with the 
instinctive delicacy that had survived his intellectual decay Thus, his 
sentiment for Phoebe, without being paternal, was not less chaste than if 
she had been his daughter He was a man, it is true, and recognized her 
as a woman She was his only representative of womankind He took un- 
failing note of every charm that appertained to her sex, and saw the ripe- 
ness of her lips, and the virginal development of her bosom All her little 
womanly ways, budding out of her like blossoms on a young fruit-tree. 
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had their effect on him, and sometimes caused his very heart to tingle 
with the keenest thrills of pleasure At such moments, for the effect was 
seldom more than momentaiy, the half-torpid man would be full of 
harmonious life, ]ust as a long-silent harp is full of sound, when the mu- 
sician’s fingers sweep across it But, after all, it seemed rather a percep- 
tion, or a S5mipathy, than a sentiment belonging to himself as an indi- 
vidual He read Phoebe, as he would a sweet and simple story, he listened 
to her, as if she were a verse of household poetry, which God, m re- 
quital of his bleak and dismal lot, had permitted some angel, that most 
pitied him, to warble through the house She was not an actual fact for 
him, but the interpretation of all that he had lacked on earth brought 
warmly home to his conception , so that this mere symbol, or lifelike pic- 
ture, had almost the comfort of reality 

But we, strive in vain to put the idea into words No adequate expres- 
sion of the beauty and profound pathos with which it impresses us is at- 
tainable This being, made only for happiness, and heretofore so miser- 
ably failing to be happy, his tendencies so hideously thwarted, that, 
some unknown time ago, the delicate springs of his character, never mor- 
ally or intellectually strong, had given way, and he was now imbecile, 
^this poor, forlorn, voyager from the Islands of the Blest, in a frail bark, 
on a tempestuous sea, had been flung, by the last mountain-wave of his 
shipwreck, into a quiet harbor There, as he lay more than half lifeless on, 
the strand, the fragrance of an earthly rose-bud had come to his nostrils, 
and, as odors will, had summoned up reminiscences or visions of all the 
living and breathing beauty amid which he should have had his home 
With his native susceptibility of happy influences, he inhales the slight, 
ethereal rapture into his soul, and expires’ 

And how did Phoebe regard Clifford? The girl’s was not one of those 
natures which are most attracted by what is strange and exceptional in 
human character The path which would best have suited her was the 
well-worn track of ordinary life, the companions in whom she would 
most have delighted were such as one encounters at every turn The mys- 
tery which enveloped Clifford, so far as it affected her at all, was an an- 
noyance, rather than the piquant charm which many women might have 
found in it Still, hei native kindliness was brought strongly into play, 
not by what was darkly picturesque in his situation, nor so much, even, 
by the finer graces of his chaiacter, as by the simple appeal of a heart so 
forlorn as his to one so full of genuine sympathy as heis She gave him an 
affectionate regard, because he needed so much love, and seemed to have 
received so little With a ready tact, the result of ever-active and whole- 
some sensibility, she discerned what was good for him, and did it What- 
ever was morbid in his mind and experience she ignored, and thereby 
kept their intercourse healthy, by the incautious, but, as it were, heaven- 
I directed freedom of her whole conduct The sick m mind, and, perhaps, 
m body, are rendered more darkly and hopelessly so by the manifold re- 
flection of their disease, mirrored back from all quarters in the deport- 
ment of those about them, they are compelled to inhale the poison of 
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their own breath, in infinite repetition But Phoebe afforded her poor pa- 
tient a supply of purer an She impregnated it, too, not witli a wild-floi\er 
scent, for wildness was no trait of hers, but with the perfume of gar- 
den-roses, pinks, and other blossoms of much sweetness, wdiich nature 
and man have consented together in making grow from summer to sum- 
mer, and from century to century Such a flowei was Phoebe, in her rela- 
tion with Clifford, and such the delight that he inhaled from her 

Yet, it must be said, her petals sometimes drooped a little, m conse- 
quence of the heavy atmosphere about her She grew moie thougJitful 
than heretofore Lookmg aside at Clifford’s face, and seeing the dim, un- 
satisfactor}'- elegance and the intellect almost quenched, she would try to 
inquire what had been his life Was he always thus? Had this veil been 
over him from his birth? this veil, under which far more of his spirit 
was hidden than revealed, and through which he so imperfectly dis- 
cerned the actual world, or was its giay texture woven of some daik 
calamity^ Phcebe loved no riddles, and would have been glad to escape 
the perplexity of this one Nevertheless, there was so far a good lesult of 
her meditations on Clifford’s character, that, when her involuntary con- 
jectures, together vnth the tendency of every strange circumstance to tell 
its ovm story, had gradually taught her the fact, it had no teirible effecl 
upon her Let the world have done him what vast wrong it might, she 
knew Cousin Clifford too well or fancied so ever to shudder at the 
touch of his thin delicate fingers 

Within a few days after the appearance of this remarkable inmate, the 
routine of life had established itself with a good deal of uniformity in the 
old house of our narrative In the morning, very shortly after breakfast, 
it was Clifford’s custom to fall asleep in his chair, nor, unless accidentally 
disturbed, would he emerge from a dense cloud of slumber or the thinner 
mists that flitted to and fro, until well towards noonday These hours ot 
drowsihead were the season of the old gentlewoman’s attendance on her 
brother, while Phoebe took charge of the shop, an arrangement which the 
public speedily understood, and evinced their decided preference of the 
younger shopwoman by the multiplicity of their calls during her adminis- 
tration of affairs Dinner over, Hepzibah took her kmttmg-work, a long 
stocking of gray yarn, for her brother’s winter-wear, and with a sigh, 
and a scowl of affectionate farewell to Clifford, and a gesture enjoining 
watchfulness on Phcebe, went to take her seat behind the counter It was 
now the young girl’s turn to be the nurse, the guardian, the playmate,— 
or whatever is the fitter phrase, of the gray-haired man 
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X 

The Pyncheon Garden 

Clifford, except for Phoebe’s more active instigation, vould ordinarily 
have yielded to the torpor which had crept through all his modes of being, 
and which sluggishly counselled him to sit in his morning chair till even- 
tide But the girl seldom failed to propose a removal to the garden, -where 
Uncle Venner and the dagueneo typist had made such repairs on the roof 
of the ruinous arbor, or summer-house, that it was now a sufficient shelter 
from sunshine and casual showers The hop-vine, too, had begun to grow 
luxuriantly over the sides of the little edifice, and made an interior of 
verdant seclusion, with innumerable peeps and glimpses into the vader 
solitude of tlie garden 

Here, sometimes, in this green play-place of flickering light, Phoebe 
read to Clifford Her acquaintance, Uie artist, who appeared to have a lit- 
erary turn, had supplied her with works of fiction, in pamphlet-form, and 
a few volumes of poetry, in altogether a different style and taste from 
those which Hepzibah selected for his amusement Small thanks w ere due 
to the books, however, if the girl’s readings were in any degree more suc- 
cessful than her elderly cousin’s Phoebe’s voice had always a pietty music 
in it, and could either enliven Clifford by its sparkle and gayety of tone, 
or soothe him by a continued flow' of pebbly and biook-like cadences 
But the fictions in which the country-girl, unused to works of that na- 
ture, often became deeply absorbed interested her strange auditor very 
little, or not at all Pictures of life, scenes of passion or sentiment, wit, 
humor, and pathos, were all thiow'n aw'ay, or worse than tlirow n aw'ay, on 
Clifford , either because he lacked an expei lence by which to test their 
truth, or because his own griefs w'ere a touch-stone of reality tliat few 
feigned emotions could withstand When Phoebe broke into a peal of 
merry laughter at what she lead, he w'ould now' and then laugh for sym- 
pathy, but oftener respond with a troubled, questioning look If a tear 
a maiden’s sunshiny tear over imaginary w'oe dropped upon some mel- 
ancholy page, Clifford either took it as a token of actual calamity, or else 
grew peevish, and angrily motioned hei to close the volume And wisely 
too ' Is not the world sad enough, in genuine earnest, without making a 
pastime of mock-sorrow's? 

With poetry it was rather better He delighted in the swell and sub- 
sidence of the rhythm, and the happily recurring rhyme Nor was Clif- 
ford incapable of feeling the sentiment of poetry, not, perhaps, w'here 
it was highest or deepest, but where it was most fitting and ethereal It 
was impossible to foretell in what exquisite verse the awalcenmg spell 
might lurk, but, on raising her eyes from the page to Clifford’s face, 
Phoebe would be made aware, by the light breaking through it, that a 
more delicate intelligence than her owm had caught a lambent flame from 
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what she read One glow of this kind, however, was often the precursor of 
gloom for many hours afterward, because, when the glow left him, he 
seemed conscious of a missing sense and power, and groped about for 
them, as if a blind man should go seeking his lost eyesight 

It pleased him more, and was better for his inward welfare, that Phoebe 
should talk, and make passing occurrences vivid to his mind by her ac- 
companying description and remarks The life of the garden offered top- 
ics enough for such discourse as suited Clifford best He never failed to 
inquire what flowers had bloomed since yesterday His feeling for flowers 
was very exquisite, and seemed not so much a taste as an emotion, he 
was fond of sitting with one in his hand, intently observing it, and look- 
ing from its petals into Phoebe’s face, as if the garden flower were the sis- 
ter of the household maiden Not merely was there a delight m the 
flower’s perfume, or pleasure m its beautiful form, and the delicacy or 
brightness of its hue, but Clifford’s enjoyment was accompanied with a 
perception of life, character, and individuality, that made him love these 
blossoms of the garden, as if they were endowed with sentiment and in- 
telligence This affection and sympathy for flowers is almost exclusively 
a woman’s trait Men, if endowed with it by nature, soon lose, forget, and 
learn to despise it, m their contact with coarser things than flowers Clif- 
ford, too, had long forgotten it, but found it again now, as he slowly re- 
vived from the chill torpor of his life 

It IS wonderful how many pleasant incidents continually came to pass 
in that secluded garden-spot when once Phcebe had set herself to look for 
them She had seen or heard a bee there, on the first day of her acquaint- 
ance with the place And often, almost continually, indeed, since then, 
the bees kept coming thither, Heaven knows why, or by what pertina- 
cious desiie, for far-fetched sweets, when, no doubt, there w'ere broad 
clover-fields, and all kinds of garden growffh, much nearer home than this 
Thither the bees came, however, and plunged into the squash-blossoms, 
as if there were no other squash-vines within a long day’s flight, or as if 
the soil of Hepzibah’s garden gave its productions just the very quality 
which these laborious little v/izards wanted, m order to impart the Hy- 
niettus odor to their whole hive of New England honey When Clifford 
heard their sunny, buzzing murmur, in the heart of the great yellow blos- 
soms, he looked about him wnth a joyful sense of w^armth, and blue sky, 
and green grass, and of God’s free air in the w^hole height from earth to 
heaven After all, there need be no question why the bees came to that 
one green nook m the dusty town God sent them thither to gladden our 
poor Clifford They brought the rich summer wuth them, m requital of a 
little honey 

When the bean-vmes began to flower on the poles, there w^as one par- 
ticular variety which bore a vivid scarlet blossom The daguerreotypist 
had found these beans in a garret, over one of the seven gables, treasured 
up in an old chest of drawers, by some horticultural Pyncheon of days 
gone by, wdio, doubtless, meant to sow tliem the next summer, but was 
himself first sowm in Death’s garden-ground By way of testing whether 
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there were still a living germ m such ancient seeds, Holgrave had planted 
some of them, and the lesult of his expeiiment was a splendid row of 
bean-vines, clambering, early, to the full height of the poles, and array- 
ing them, fiom top to bottom, in a spiial profusion of red blossoms And, 
evei since the unfolding of the first bud, a multitude of humming-birds 
had been atti acted thither At times, it seemed as if for ever}' one of the 
hundred blossoms there ivas one of these tiniest fowls of the air, a 
thumb’s bigness of buinished plumage, hovering and vibrating about the 
bean-poles It w'as wnth indescribable interest, and even more than child- 
ish delight, that Clifford w'atched the humming-birds He used to thrust 
his head softly out of the arbor to see them the better, all the while, too, 
motioning Phoebe to be quiet, and snatching glimpses of the smile upon 
her face, so as to heap his enjoyment up the higher w ith her sympathy 
He had not merely growm young , he w’as a child again 

Hepzibah, w'henevei she happened to witness one of these fits of min- 
iature enthusiasm, would shake hei head, wnth a strange mingling of the 
mother and sistei, and of pleasuie and sadness, m her aspect She said 
that it had always been thus w ith Clifford when the humming-birds came, 

ahvays, from his babyhood, and that his delight m them had been one 
of the earliest tokens by which he showed his love for beautiful things 
And it was a w'ondeiful coincidence, the good lady thought, that the art- 
ist should have planted these scarlet-flow'enng beans which the hum- 
ming-birds sought far and wade, and W'hich had not grown in the Pyn- 
cheon gaiden befoie for forty years on the very summer of Clifford’s 
return 

Then would the tears stand in poor Hepzibah’s ej'es, oi overflow them 
with a too abundant gush, so that she was fain to betake herself into 
some corner lest Clifford should espy her agitation Indeed all the enjoy- 
ments of this period were provocative of tears Coming so late as it did, it 
was a kind of Indian summer, with a mist in its balmiest sunshine, and 
decay and death in its gaudiest delight The more Clifford seemed to 
taste the happiness of a child, the sadder was the difference to be recog- 
nized With a mysterious and terrible Past, w'hich had annihilated his 
memory, and a blank Future before him, he had only this visionary and 
impalpable Now, which, if you once look closely at it, is nothing He 
himself, as was perceptible by many symptoms, lay darkly behind his 
pleasure, and knew it to be a baby-play, which he w'as to toy and trifle 
With, instead of thoroughly believing Clifford saw, it may be, in the mir- 
lor of his deeper consciousness, that he was an example and representa- 
tive of that great class of people whom an inexplicable Pi evidence is con- 
tinually putting at cross-purposes with the world brealving what seems 
its own promise in their nature, withholding their proper food, and set- 
ting poison before them for a banquet, and thus when it might so eas- 
ily, as one would think, have been adjusted otherwise making then 
existence a strangeness, a solitude, and torment All his life long, he had 
been learning how to be wretched, as one learns a foreign tongue, and 
now, with the lesson thoroughly by heart, he could with difficulty com- 



THE HOUSE OF THE SEVEN GABLES 333 

prebend bis little airy happiness Fiequentlj’' there \\as a dim shadow of 
doubt in his eyeh “Take hand, Phoebe, ’ he \\ould say, “and pinch it 
hard AMth your little fingers' Guc me a rose, that I may pi ess its thorns, 
and prove m3^self avake by the sharp touch of pain'” Evidentl}', he de- 
sired this prick of a trifling anguish, m order to assure himself, by that 
quality which he best knew to be real, that the garden, and the se\cn 
weather-beaten gables, and Hepzibah’s scowl, and Phoebe's smile, were 
real likewise Witliout this signet in his flesh, he could have attributed no 
more substance to them than to the empty confusion of imaginarj^ scenes 
with which he had fed his spirit, until even that poor sustenance was 
exhausted 

The authoi needs great faith in his reader’s sympath}^, else he must 
hesitate to gi\e details so minute, and incidents apparently so trifling, as 
are essential to make up the idea of this garden-life It w’as the Eden of a 
thunder-smitten Adam, who had fled fot refuge thithei out of tlie same 
dreary and perilous wilderness into wdiich the original Adam was expelled 

One of the available means of amusement, of W'hich Phcebe made the 
most in Clifford’s behalf, was that feathered societj^, the hens, a breed of 
whom, as we have already said, W’as an immemorial hen loom in the Pjm- 
cheon family In compliance with a w’him of Clifford, as it troubled him 
to see them in confinement, tliey had been set at hbei ty, and now roamed 
at will about the garden, doing some little mischief but hindered from 
escape by buildings on three sides, and the difficult peaks of a w'ooden 
fence on the other The}^ spent much of their abundant leisure on the 
margin of Maule’s w'ell, which w’as haunted by a kind of snail, evidently 
a titbit to then palates, and the brackish ivater itself, however nauseous 
to the rest of the w'orld, was so greatly esteemed by these fow’ls, that they 
might be seen tasting, turning up their heads, and smacking their bills, 
with precisely the air of wiiie-bibbers round a probationary cask Their 
generally quiet, yet often brisk, and constantly diversified talk, one to 
another, or sometimes in soliloquy, as they scratched w^orms out of the 
rich, black soil, or pecked at such plants as suited their taste, had such 
a domestic tone, that it was almost a w'onder why you could not establish 
a regular interchange of ideas about household matters, human and gal- 
linaceous All herfs are well worth studying for the piquancy and iich 
variety of their manners, but by no possibility can there have been other 
fowls of such odd appearance and depoitment as these ancestral ones 
They probably embodied the traditionary peculiarities of then whole line 
of progenitors, derived through an unbroken succession of eggs, or else 
this individual Chanticleer and his two wives had grown to be humorists, 
and a little crack-brained withal, on account of their solitary way of life, 

. and out of sympathy for Hepzibah, their lady-patroness 

Queer, indeed, they looked' Chanticleer himself, though stalking on 
two stilt-like legs, with the dignity of interminable descent m all his 
gestures, was hardly bigger than an ordinary partridge, his two wives 
were about the size of quails, and as for the one chicken, it looked small 
enough to be still m the egg, and, at the same time, sufficiently old, with- 
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ered, wizened, and experienced, to have been the founder of the anti- 
quated race Instead of being the youngest of the family, it rather seemed 
to have aggregated into itself the ageS, not only of these living specimens 
of the breed, but of all its forefathers and foremothers, whose united ex- 
cellences and oddities were squeezed into its little body Its mother evi- 
dently regarded it as the one chicken of the world, and as necessary, m 
fact, to the world’s continuance, or, at any rate, to the equilibrium of the 
present system of affairs, whether in church or state No lesser sense of 
the infant fowl’s importance could have justified, even m a mother’s eyes, 
the perseverance with which she watched over its safety, ruffling her small 
person to twice its proper size, and flying in everybody’s face that so 
much as looked towards her hopeful progeny No lower estimate could 
have vindicated the indefatigable zeal with which she scratched, and her 
unscrupulousness in digging up the choicest flower or vegetable, for the 
sake of the fat earthworm at its root Her nervous cluck, when the chicken 
happened to be hidden in the long grass or under the squash-leaves', her 
gentle croak of satisfaction, while sure of it beneath her wing, her note of 
ill-concealed fear and obstreperous defiance, when she saw her arch- 
enemy, a neighbor’s cat, on the top of the high fence, one or other of 
these sounds was to be heard at almost every moment of the day By de- 
grees, the observer came to feel nearly as much interest m this chicken of 
illustrious race as the mother-hen did 

Phcebe, after getting well acquainted with the old hen, was sometimes 
permitted to take the chicken in her hand, which was quite capable of 
grasping its cubic inch or two of body While she curiously examined its 
hereditary marks, the peculiar speckle of its plumage, the funny tuft on 
its head, and a knob on each of its legs, the little biped, as she insisted, 
kept giving her a sagacious wink The daguerreotypist once whispered her 
that these marks betokened the oddities of the Pyncheon family, and that 
the chicken itself was a symbol of the life of the old house, embodying its 
interpretation, likewise, although an unintelligible one, as such clews 
generally are It was a feathered riddle , a mystery hatched out of an egg, 
and just as mysterious as if the egg had been addle • 

The second of Chanticleer’s two wives, ever since Phoebe’s arrival, had 
been in a state of heavy despondency, caused, as it afterwards appeared, 
b}'^ her inability to lay an egg One day, however, by her self-important 
gait, the sideway turn of her head, and the cock of her eye, as she pried 
into one and another nook of the garden, croalcing to herself, all the 
while, with inexpressible complacency, it was made evident that this 
identical hen, much as mankind undervalued her, carried something 
about her person the worth of which was not to be estimated either in 
gold or precious stones Shortly after there was a prodigious cackling and 
gratulation of Chanticleer and all his family, including the wizened chick- 
en, who appeared to understand the matter quite as well as did his sire, 
his mother, or his aunt That afternoon Phcebe found a diminutive egg, 
not in the regular nest, it was far too precious to be trusted there, but 
cunningly hidden under the currant-bushes, on some dry stalks of last 
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3^ear’s grass Hepzibali, on learning the fact, took possession of the egg 
and appropriated it to Clifford s breakfast, on account of a certain deli- 
cacy of flavor, for vhich, as she affirmed, these eggs had always been 
famous Thus unscrupulous!}’’ did the old gentlev oman sacrifice the con- 
tinuance, perhaps, of an ancient featheied lace, vith no better end than 
to supply her brother with a dainty tliat hardly filled the bowl of a tea- 
spoon’ It must ha\e been in reference to this outrage Uiat Chanticleer, 
the next day, accompanied by the bereaved mother of the egg, took his 
post in fiont of Phcebe and Cliffoid, and delivered himself of a harangue 
that might have pro\ed as long as his owm pedigree, but for a fit of merri- 
ment on Phoebe’s part Heieupon, the offended fowl stalked away on his 
long stilts and utterly withdrew his notice from Phoebe and the rest of 
human nature, until she made her peace wuth an offering of spice-cake, 
which, next to snails, was the delicacy most m favor with his aristocratic 
taste 

We linger too long, no doubt, beside this paltry rivulet of life tliat 
flow’ed through the garden of the Pyncheon House But w'e deem it par- 
donable to record these mean incidents and poor delights, because they 
proved so greatly to Clifford’s benefit They had the eartli-smell in them, 
and contributed to give him health and substance Some of his occupa- 
tions wrought less desirably upon him He had a singulai propensity, for 
example, to hang over Maule’s well, and look at the constantly shifting 
phantasmagoria of figures produced by the agitation of the water over the 
mosaic-w’ork of colored pebbles at the bottom Pie said that faces looked 
upw’ard to him there, beautiful faces, arrayed in bew'itchmg smiles, 
each momentary face so fair and rosy, and every smile so sunny, that he 
felt \vronged at its departuie, until the same flitting witchcraft made a 
new one But sometimes he w'ould suddenly cry out, “The dark face 
gazes at me’” and be miserable the w’hole day afterw’ards Phoebe, when 
she hung over the fountain by Clifford’s side, could see nothing of all this, 

neither the beauty nor the ugliness, but only the colored pebbles, 
looking as if the gush of the w’aters shook and disai ranged them And 
the dark face, that so troubled Clifford, was no more than tlie shadow 
thrown from a branch of one of the damson-trees, and breaking the inner 
light of Maule’s well The truth was, however, that his fancy reviving 
faster than his will and judgment, and always strongei than they cre- 
ated shapes of loveliness that were symbolic of his native character, and 
now and then a stern and dreadful shape that typified his fate 

On Sundays, after Phoebe had been at church, for the girl had a 
church-going conscience, and would hardly have been at ease had she 
missed either prayer, singing, sermon, or benediction, after church-time, 
therefore, there was, ordinarily, a sober little festival in the garden In 
addition to Clifford, Hepzibah, and Phoebe, two guests made up the com- 
pany One was the artist, Holgrave, who, in spite of his consociation with 
reformers, and his other queer and questionable tiaits, continued to hold 
an elevated place in Hepzibah’s regard The other, we are almost ashamed 
to say, was the venerable Uncle Venner, in a clean shirt, and a broadcloth 
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coat, moie respectable than his ordinary ^^ear, inasmuch as it was neatly 
patched on each elbow, and might be called an entiie garment, e\ccpt for 
a slight inequality in the length of its skirts Clifford, on several occasions, 
had seemed to enjoy the old man s intercourse, for the sfilvC of his mcllo\^ , 
cheeiful vein, which was like the sweet flavoi of a fiost-bitten apple, such 
as one picks up undei the tiee in December A man at the ver}' lowest 
point of the social scale was easiei and more agreeable for the fallen gen- 
tleman to encounter than a person at any of the intermediate degrees, 
and, moreover, as Clifford's young manhood had been lost, he was fond 
of feeling himself comparatively youthful, now, in apposition with tlie 
patriarchal age of Uncle Vernier In fact, it was sometimes obsei vablc that 
Clifford half wilfully hid from himself the consciousness of being stricken 
in years, and cheiished visions of an earthly future still before him, \n- 
sions, however, too mdistinctl}’- drawn to be followed by disappointment 
though, doubtless, by depiession when any casual incident or recol- 
lection made him sensible of the withered leaf 

So this oddly composed little social part}'’ used to assemble under the 
ruinous arboi Hepzibah stately as ever at heait, and yielding not an 
mch of her old gentility, but resting upon it so much the more, as justify- 
ing a pnneess-hke condescension exhibited a not ungraceful hospitality 
She talked landly to the v'agrant artist, and took sage counsel lady as 
she was with the wood-sawyer, the messenger of ev'erybody’s petty er- 
rands, the patched philosopher And Uncle Vernier, who had studied the 
world at street-corners, and other posts equally well adapted for just 
observation, was as ready to give out his wisdom as a tow'n-pump to giv'e 
water 

“Miss Hepzibah, ma’am,” said he once, after they had all been cheer- 
ful together, “I really enjoy these quiet little meetings of a Sabbatli after- 
noon They are very much like what I expect to have after I retire to niy 
farm' ” 

“Uncle Venner,” observed Clifford, m a drowsy, inward tone, “is al- 
ways talking about his farm But I have a better scheme for him, by and 
by We shall see I” 

“Ah, Mr Clifford Pyncheon'” said the man of patches, “you may 
scheme for me as much as you please, but I’m not going to giv'e up this 
one scheme of my own, even if I nev'er bring it really to pass It does seem 
to me that men make a wonderful mistake in trying to heap up property 
upon property If I had done so, I should feel as if Providence was not 
bound to take care of me, and, at all ev^ents, the city wouldn’t be' I’m one 
of those people who think that infinity is big enough for us all and eter- 
nity long enough ” 

“Why, so they are, Uncle Venner,” remarked Phoebe, after a pause, 
for she had been trying to fathom the profundity and appositeness of this 
concluding apothegm “But for this short life of ours, one would like a 
house and a moderate garden-spot of one’s own ” 

“It appears to me,” said the daguerreotypist, smiling, “that Uncle Ven- 
ner has the principles of Fourier at the bottom of his wisdom, only they 



THE HOUSE OF THE SEVEN GABLES 337 

have not quite so much distinctness, in his mind as m that of the system- 
atizing Frenchman ” 

“Come, Phoebe,” said Hepzibali, “it is time to bung the currants ” 

And then, while the yellow richness of the declining sunshine still fell 
into the open space of the garden, Phoebe brought out a loaf of bread and 
a china bowl of currants, fleshly gathered from the bushes, and crushed 
with sugai These, with water, but not from the fountain of ill omen, 
close at hand, constituted all the entertainment Meanwhile, Holgrave 
took some pains to establish an intercourse with Clifford, actuated it 
might seem, entirely by an impulse of kindliness, in order that the pres- 
ent hour might be cheerfuller than most which the poor recluse had spent, 
or was destined yet to spend Nevertheless, in the artist’s deep, thought- 
ful, all-observant eyes, there was, now and then, an expression, not sinis- 
ter, but questionable, as if he had some other interest m the scene than a 
stranger, a youthful and unconnected adventurer, might be supposed to 
have With great mobility of outward mood, however, he applied himself 
to the task of enlivening the party, and with so much success, that even 
dark-hued Hepzibah threw off one tint of melancholy, and made what 
shift she could with the lemammg portion Phoebe said to heiself, “How 
pleasant he can be'” As for Uncle Venner, as a mark of friendship and 
approbation, he readily consented to afford the young man his counten- 
ance m the way of his profession, not metaphorically, be it understood, 
but literally, by allowing a daguerreotype of his face, so familiar to the 
town, to be exhibited at the entrance of Holgrave’s studio 

Clifford, as the company partook of their little banquet, grew to be the 
gayest of them all Either it was one of those up-quivermg flashes of the 
spirit, to which minds m an abnormal state are liable, or else the artist 
had subtly touched some choid that made musical vibration Indeed, 
what with the pleasant summer evening, and the sympathy of this little 
circle of not unkindly souls, it was perhaps natural that a character so 
susceptible as Clifford’s should become animated, and show itself readily 
responsive to what was said around him But he gave out his own 
thoughts, likewise, with an airy and fanciful glow, so that they glistened, 
as it were, through the arbor, and made their escape among the interstices 
of the foliage He had been as cheerful, no doubt, while alone with Phoebe, 
but never with such tokens of acute, although partial intelligence 

But, as the sunlight left the peaks of the Seven Gables, so did the ex- 
citement fade out of Clifford’s eyes He gazed vaguely and mournfully 
about him, as if he missed something precious, and missed it the more 
drearily for not knowing precisely what it was 

“I want my happiness ' ” at last he murmured, hoarsely and indistinct- 
ly^ hardly shapmg out the words “Many, many years have I waited for 
it \ It IS late ' It IS late ' I want my happiness ' ” 

Alas, poor Clifford' You are old, and worn with troubles that ought 
never to have befallen you You are partly crazy and partly imbecile, a 
rum, a failure, as almost everybody is, though some in less degree, or 
less perceptibly, than their fellows Fate has no happiness in store for 
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you, unless your quiet home in the old family residence with the faithful 
Hepzibah, and 3^111 long summer afternoons ^Mth Plurbe, and these S,ib- 
bath festivals ^Mth Uncle Venner and the daguerrcot3pi‘-t, dc-ene to be 
called happiness' Why not? If not the thing it^iclf, it is marvellotish lil e 
it, and the more so for that ethereal and intangible qu<dit3 vliirh cause- 
it all to vanish at too close an introspection 7 akc it, therefore, vhile 3011 
may! Murmur not, question not, but make the most of it! 


M 

Thl Arched Windou 

From tlie inertness, or vhat we ma3’’ term the \egetativc character, of 
his ordinar3^ mood, Clifford vould perhaps have been content to spend one 
day after another, interminab^', or, at least, throughout the summer- 
time, in just the kind of life described in the preceding pages Fanc3'ing, 
hoivevei, that it might be for his benefit occasionall3' to di\crsif3’’ the 
scene, Phoebe sometimes suggested that he should look out upon the life 
of the street For this purpose, the3’’ ^'sed to mount the staircase together, 
to the second story of the house, where, at the termination of a ividc en- 
try, there ivas an arched w indow of uncommonly large dimensions, shaded 
by a pair of curtains It opened above the porch, where there had for- 
merly been a balcony, the balustrade of which had long since gone to 
decay, and been removed At this arched window, throwing it open, but 
keeping himself in comparative obscurit3' b3' means of the curtain, Clif- 
ford had an opportunity of wntnessing such a portion of the great world’s 
movement as might be supposed to roll through one of the retired streets 
of a not very populous city But he and Phoebe made a sight as w ell w orth 
seeing as any that the city could exliibit The pale, gra3’’, childish, aged, 
melancholy, yet often simply cheerful, and sometimes dehcatel3" intelli- 
gent aspect of Clifford, peering from behind the faded crimson of the cur- 
tain, watching the monoton3'^ of every-day occurrences with a kind of 
inconsequential interest and earnestness, and, at every petty throb of his 
sensibility, turning for sympatlty to the eyes of the bright 3mung girP 
If once he were fairly seated at the wundow, even Pyncheon Street 
would hardly be so dull and lonely but that, somewhere or other along its 
extent, Clifford might discover matter to occupy his e3^e, and titillate, if 
not engross, his observation Things familiar to the youngest child that 
had begun its outlook at existence seemed strange to him A cab , an om- 
nibus, with its populous interior, droppmg here and there a passenger, 
and picking up another, and thus t3rpif3ang that vast rolling vehicle, the 
world, the end of whose journey is eveiywhere and nowhere, these objects 
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lie followed eagerly ith liis eyes, but forgot them before the dust raised 
by the horses and heels had settled along their track As regarded novel- 
ties (among which cabs and omnibuses were to be reckoned), his mind 
appeared to have lost its proper gripe and retentiveness Twice or thrice, 
for example, during the sunny hours of the day, a water-cart w^ent along 
by the P3mcheon House, leaving a broad w ake of moistened earth, instead 
of the white dust that had risen at a lad3’’’s lightest footfall, it was like a 
summer showei, which tlie city auUiorities had caught and tamed, and 
compelled it into the commonest routine of their convenience With the 
W'ater-cart Clifford could nevei grow familiar, it always affected him wnth 
just the same surprise as at first His mind took an apparently sharp im- 
pression from it, but lost the recollection of this perambulatory shower, 
before its next reappearance, as completely as did the street itself, along 
which the heat so quickly strewed white dust again It was the same With 
the railroad Clifford could hear the obstreperous howl of the steam-devil, 
and, by leaning a little w’ay from the arched window^ could catch a 
glimpse of the trains of cars, flashing a brief transit across the extremity 
of the street The idea of teirible energy thus forced upon him w^as new at 
every recurrence, and seemed to affect him as disagreeably, and with 
almost as much surprise, the hundredth time as the first 

Nothing gives a sadder sense of decay than this loss or suspension of 
the power to deal with unaccustomed things, and to keep up with the 
swiftness of the passing moment It can merely be a suspended anima- 
tion, for, were the powelr actually to peiish, there would be little use of 
immortality We are less than ghosts, for the time being, whenevei this 
calamity befalls us 

Clifford was indeed the most inveterate of conservatives All the an- 
tique fashions of the street w^ere dear to him , even such as were charac- 
terized by a rudeness that would natuially have annoyed his fastidious 
senses He loved the old rumbling and jolting carts, the formei track of 
which he still found in his long-buiied remembrance, as the observer of 
to-day finds the wheel-tracks of ancient vehicles in Heiculaneum The 
butcher’s cart, with its snowy canopy, was an acceptable object, so was 
the fish-cart, heralded by its horn, so, likewise, was the countrjmian’s 
cart of vegetables, plodding from door to door, wnth long pauses of the 
patient horse, while his owner drove a trade in turnips, carrots, summer- 
squashes, string-beans, green peas, and new potatoes, with half the house- 
wives of the neighborhood The baker’s cart, with the harsh music of its 
bells, had a pleasant effect on Clifford, because, as few things else did, it 
Jingled the very dissonance of yore One afternoon a scissor-gnndei 
chanced to set his wheel a-going under the Pyncheon Elm, and just in 
front of the arched window Children came running with then mothers’ 
scissors, or the carving-knife, or the paternal razor, or anything else that 
lacked an edge (except, indeed, poor Clifford’s wits), that the giinder 
might apply the article to his magic wheel, and give it back as good as 
new Round went the busily revolvmg machinery, kept in motion by the 
scissor-grinder’s foot, and wore away the hard steel against the hard 
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stone, whence issued an intense and spiteful prolongation of a hiss as 
fierce as those emitted by Satan and his compeers in Pandemonium, 
though squeezed into smaller compass It was an ugly, little, venomous 
serpent of a noise, as ever did petty violence to human ears But Clifford 
listened with rapturous delight The sound, however disagreeable, had 
very brisk life in it, and, together with the circle of curious children 
watching the revolutions of the wheel, appeared to give him a more vivid 
sense of active, bustling, and sunshiny existence than he had attained in 
almost any other way Nevertheless, its charm lay chiefly in the past, for 
the scissor-grmder’s wheel had hissed in his childish ears 
He sometimes made doleful complaint that there were no stage-coaches 
nowadays And he asked in an injured tone what had become of all those 
old square-top chaises, with wings sticking out on either side, that used to 
be dravTi by a plough-horse, and driven by a farmer’s wife and daughter, 
peddling whortleberries and blackberries about the town Their disap- 
pearance made him doubt, he said, whether the berries had not left off 
growing in the broad pastures and along the shady country lanes 

But anything that appealed to the sense of beauty, in however humble 
a way, did not require to be recommended by these old associations This 
was observable when one of those Italian boys (who are rather a modern 
feature of our streets) came along with his barrel-organ, and stopped un- 
der the wide and cool shadows of the elm With his quick professional eye 
he took note of the two faces watching him from the arched window, and, 
opening his instrument, began to scatter its melodies abroad Pie had a 
monkey on his shoulder, dressed in a Highland plaid, and, to complete 
the sum of splendid attractions wherewith he presented himself to the 
public, there was a company of little figures, whose sphere and habitation 
was in the mahogany case of his organ, and whose pimciple of life was the 
music which the Italian made it his business to grind out In all their 
variety of occupation, the cobbler, the blacksmith, the soldier, the lady 
with her fan, the toper with his bottle, the milkmaid sitting by her cow, 
this fortunate little society might truly be said to enjoy a harmonious 
existence, and to make life literally a dance The Italian turned a crank, 
and, behold' every one of these small individuals started into the most 
curious vivacity The cobbler wrought upon a shoe, the blacksmith ham- 
mered his iron, the soldier waved his glittering blade, the lady raised a 
tiny breeze with her fan, the jolly toper swigged lustily at his bottle, a 
scholar opened his book with eager thirst for knowledge, and turned his 
head to and fro along the page, the milkmaid energetically drained her 
cow , and a miser counted gold into his strong-box, all at the same turn- 
ing of a crank Yes, and, moved by the self-same impulse, a lover saluted 
his mistress on her lips' Possibly some cynic, at once merry and bitter, 
had desired to signify, m this pantomimic scene, that we mortals, what- 
ever our busmess or amusement, however serious, however trifling, 
all dance to one identical tune, and, in spite of our ridiculous activity 
bring nothing finally to pass For the most remarkable aspect of the affair 
was, that, at the cessation of the music, everybody was petrified, at once 



THE HOUSE OF THE SEVEN GABLES 


341 


from the most extravagant life into a dead torpor Neither was the cob- 
bler’s shoe finished, nor the blacksmith’s iron shaped out, nor was there 
a drop less of brandy m the toper’s bottle, nor a drop more of milk in the 
milkmaid’s pail, nor one additional com in the miser’s strong-box, nor 
was the scholar a page deeper m liis book All were precisely m the same 
condition as before they made themselves'so ridiculous by their haste to 
toil, to enjoy, to accumulate gold, and to become wise Saddest of all, 
moieovei, the lover was none the happier for the maiden’s granted kiss' 
But, lather than swallow this last too acrid ingredient, we reject the 
whole moral of the show 

The monkey, meanwhile, with a thick tail curling out into preposterous 
prolixity from beneath his tartans, took his station at the Italian’s feet 
He turned a wrinkled and abominable little visage to every passer-by, 
and to the circle of children that soon gathered round, and to Hepzibah’s 
shop-door, and upward to the arched wmdow, whence Phoebe and Clif- 
ford were looking down Every moment, also, he took off his Highland 
bonnet, and performed a bow and scrape Sometimes, moreover, he made 
personal application to individuals, holding out his small black palm, 
and otherwise plainly signifying his excessive desire for whatever filthy 
lucre might happen to be m anybody’s pocket The mean and low, yet 
strangely man-like expression of his wilted countenance, the prying and 
crafty glance, that showed him ready to gripe at every miserable advan- 
tage, his enormous tail (too enormous to be decently concealed under his 
gabardine), and the deviltry of nature which it betokened, take this 
monkey just as he was, m short, and you could desire no better image of 
the Mammon of copper com, symbolizing the grossest form of the love of 
money Neither was there any possibility of satisfying the covetous little 
devil Phoebe threw down a whole handful of cents, which he picked up 
with joyless eagerness, handed them over to the Italian for safekeeping, 
and immediately recommenced a series of pantomimic petitions for more* 

Doubtless, more than one New-Englander or, let him be of what 
country he might, it is as likely to be the case passed by, and threw a 
look at the monkey, and went on, without imagining how nearly his own 
moral condition was here exemplified Clifford, however, was a being of 
another order He had taken childish delight in the music, and smiled, 
too, at the figures which it set m motion But, after looking a while at the 
long-tailed imp, he was so shocked by his horrible ugliness, spiritual as 
well as physical, that he actually began to shed tears, a weakness which 
men of merely delicate endowments, and destitute of the fiercer, deeper, 
and more tiagic power of laughter, can hardly avoid, when the worst and 
meanest aspect of life happens to be presented to them 

Pjmeheon Street was sometimes enlivened by spectacles of more im- 
posing pretensions than the above, and which brought the multitude 
along with them With a shivering repugnance at the idea of personal 
contact with the world, a powerful impulse still seized on Clifford, when- 
ever the rush and roar of the human tide grew strongly audible to him 
This was made evident, one day, when a political procession, vith hun- 
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dreds of flaunting banners, and drums, fifes, clarions, and cymbals, re- 
verberating between the rows of buildings, marched all through town, 
and trailed its length of trampling footsteps, and most infrequent uproar, 
past the ordinarily quiet House of the Seven Gables As a mere object of 
sight, nothing is more deficient in picturesque features than a procession 
seen in its passage through narrow streets The spectator feels it to be 
fool’s play, when he can distinguish the tedious commonplace of each 
man’s visage, with the peispiration and weary self-imporlanc(j on it, and 
the very cut of his pantaloons, and the stiffness or la\ity of his shirt-col- 
lar, and the dust on the back of his black coat In order to become ma- 
jestic, it should be viewed from some vantage point, as it rolls its slov 
and long array through the centre of a wide plain, or the stateliest public 
square of a citj^, for then, by its lemoteness, it melts all the petty per- 
sonalities, of which it IS made up, into one broad mass of existence, one 
great life, one collected bodj'- of mankind, with a vast, homogeneous 
spirit animating it But, on the other hand, if an impressible person, 
standing alone over the brink of one of these processions, should behold 
it, not in its atoms, but m its aggregate, as a mighty ri\er of life, mas- 
sive in its tide, and black with mystery, and, out of its depths, calling to 
the kindred depth within him, then the contiguity would add to the 
effect It might so fascinate him that he would hardly be restrained from 
plunging into the surging stream of human sympathies 

So it proved with Clifford He shuddered, he grew pale, he threw’ an 
appealing look at Hepzibah and Phoebe, who w^ere wuth him at the win- 
dow They comprehended nothing of his emotions, and supposed him 
merely disturbed by the unaccustomed tumult At last, with tremulous 
limbs, he started up, set his foot on the wundow-sill, and in an instant 
jwore would have been in the unguarded balcony As it w^as, tlie w'hole 
iprocession might have seen him, a wild, haggard figure, his gray lodes 
floating m the wind that ivaved their banners, a lonely being, estranged 
from his race, but now feeling himself man again, by virtue of the irre- 
pressible instinct that possessed him Had Clifford attained the balcony, 
he would probably have leaped into the street, but whether impelled by 
the species of terror that sometimes urges its victim over the very preci- 1 
pice which he shrinks from, or by a natural magnetism, tending tow^ards 
the great centre of humanity, it were not easy to decide Both impulses 
might have wrought on him at once 

But his companions, affrighted by his gesture, which w'as that of a 
man hurried away in spite of himself, seized Clifford’s garment and held 
him back Hepzibah shrieked Pheebe, to whom all extravagance w'as a 
horror, burst into sobs and tears 

“Clifford, Clifford' are you crazy?” cried his sister 
^ hardly know, Hepzibah,” said Clifford, drawing a long breath 
Fear nothing, it is over now, but had I taken that plunge, and sur- 
vived it, methinks it would have made me another man ' ” 

Possibly, in some sense, Clifford may have been right He needed a 
shock , or perhaps he required to take a deep, deep plunge into the ocean 
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of human life, and to sink down and be covered by its profoundness, and 
then to emerge, sobered, invigorated, restored to the world and to him- 
self Perhaps, again, he required nothing less than the great final remedy 
death' 

A similar yearning to renew the broken links of brotherhood with his 
kind sometimes showed itself in a milder form, and once it was made 
beautiful by the religion that lay even deeper than itself In the incident 
now to be sketched, there was a touching recognition, on Clifford’s part, 
of God’s cate and love towards him, towards this* poor, forsaken man, 
who, if any mortal could, might have been pardoned for regarding him- 
self as thrown aside, forgotten, and left to be the sport of some fiend, 
whose playfulness was an ecstasy of mischief 

It was the Sabbath morning, one of those bright, calm Sabbaths, with 
its own hallowed atmosphere, when Heaven seems to diffuse itself over 
the earth’s face m a solemn smile, no less sweet than solemn On such a 
Sabbath morn, were we pure enough to be its medium, we should be con- 
scious of the earth’s natural worship ascending through our frames, on 
whatever spot of ground we stood The church-bells, with various tones, 
but all m harmony, were calling out, and responding to one another, 
‘Tt IS the Sabbath ' The Sabbath' Yea, the Sabbath'” and over the 
whole city the bells scattered the blessed sounds, now slowly, now with 
livelier joy, now one bell alone, now all the bells together, crjnng earnestly, 
‘Tt IS the Sabbath ' ” and flinging their accents afar off, to melt into the 
air, and pervade it with the holy word The air, with God’s sweetest and 
tenderest sunshine in it, was meet for mankind to breathe into their 
hearts, and send it forth again as the utterance of prayer 

Clifford sat at the window with Hepzibah, watching the neighbois as 
they stepped into the street All of them, however unspiritual on other 
days, were transfigured by the Sabbath influence, so that their very gar- 
ments whether it were an old man’s decent coat well brushed for the 
thousandth time, or a little boy’s first sack and trousers finished j^ester- 
day by his mother’s needle had somewhat of the quality of ascension- 
robes Forth, likewise, from the portal of the old house, stepped Phoebe, 
putting up her small green sunshade, and throwing upward a glance and 
smile of parting kindness to the faces at the arched window In her as- 
pect there was a familiar gladness, and a holiness that you could play 
with, and yet reverence it as much as ever She was like a prayer, offered 
up m the homeliest beauty of one’s mother-tongue Fresh was Phoebe, 
moreover, and airy and sweet m her apparel , as if nothing that she wore 
neither her gown, nor her small straw bonnet, nor her little kerchief, 
any more than her snowy stockings had ever been put on before, or, if 
worn, were all the fresher for it, and with a fragrance as if they had lam 
among the rose-buds 

The girl waved her hand to Hepzibah and Clifford, and went up the 
street, a religion m herself, warm, simple, true, with a substance that 
could walk on earth, and a spirit that was capable of heaven 
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“Hepzibah,” asked Clifford, aflei watching Phoebe to the corner, “do 
you never go to church?” 

“No, Clifford ' ” she replied, “not these many, many years ' ” 

“Weie I to be there,” he rejoined, “it seems to me that I could pray 
once more, when so many human souls were praying all around me' ” 

She looked into Clifford’s face, and beheld there a soft natural effu- 
sion , for his heart gushed out, as it were, and ran over at his eyes, m de- 
lightful reverence for God, and kindly affection for his human brethren 
The emotion communicated itself to Hepzibah She yearned to take him 
by the hand, and go and kneel down, tliey two together, both so long 
separate from the world, and, as she now recognized, scarcely friends with 
Him above, to kneel down among the people, and be reconciled to God 
and man at once 

“Dear brother,” said she, earnestly, “let us go' We belong novhcre 
We have not a foot of space in any church to kneel upon , but let us go- 
to some place of worship, even if we stand in the broad aisle Poor and 
forsaken as we are, some pew-door will be opened to us! ” 

So Hepzibah and her bi other made themselves ready, as read}’’ as 
they could m the best of their old-fashioned garments, which had hung 
on pegs, or been laid away in trunks, so long that the dampness and 
mouldy smell of the past was on them, made themselves ready, in their » 
faded bettermost, to go to church They descended the staircase together, 
gaunt, sallow Hepzibah, and pale, emaciated, age-stricken Clifford' 
They pulled open the front door, and stepped across the threshold, and 
felt, both of them, as if they were standing m the presence of the whole 
world, and with mankind’s great and terrible eye on them alone The 
eye of their Father seemed to be withdrawn, and gave them no encourage- 
ment The warm sunny air of the street made them shiver Their hearts 
quaked within them at the idea of taking one step farther 

“It^cannot be, Hepzibah' it is too late,” said Clifford, with deep sad- 
ness “We are ghosts' We have no right among human beings, no right 
anywhere but in this old house, which has a curse on it, and which, there- 
fore, we are doomed to haunt' And, besides,” he continued, with a fastid- 
ious sensibility, inalienably characteristic of the man, “it would not be 
fit nor beautiful to go ' It is an ugly thought that I should be frightful to 
my fellow-beings, and that children would cling to their mothers’ gowns 
at sight of me'” 

They shrank back into the dusky passage-way, and closed the door 
But, going up the staircaSe again, they found the whole interior of the 
house tenfold more dismal, and the air closer and heavier, for the glimpse 
and breath of freedom which they had just snatched They could not flee, 
their jailer had but left the door ajar in mockery, and stood behind it to 
watch them stealmg out At the threshold, they felt his pitiless gripe upon 
them For, what other dungeon is so dark as one’s own heart' What jailer 
so inexorable as one’s self ' 

But It would be no fair picture of Clifford’s state of mind were we to 
represent him as continually or prevailingly wretched On the contrary. 
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there \^as no other man in the cit}’’, we are bold to affirm, of so much as 
half his 3*eais, who enjoyed so many lightsome and griefless moments as 
himself He had no burden of care upon him, theic wetc none of those 
questions and contingencies with the future to be settled which wear away 
all other lues, and render them not worth having bj* the ver}’- process of 
providing for their support In this respect he was a child, a child for 
the whole term of his existence, be it long or short Indeed, his life seemed 
to be standing still at a period little in ad\ance of childhood, and to clus- 
ter all his leminiscences about that epoch, just as, after the torpor of a 
hea\\' blow, the sufferers re\iving consciousness goes back to a moment 
considerablj’’ behind the accident that stupefied him He sometimes told 
Phoebe and Hep/ibah his dreams, in which he invariably pla3'ed the part 
of a child, or a ver3’’ 3'oung man So vivid were the3% in his relation of 
them, that he once held a dispute with his sister as to the particular fig- 
ure or print of a chintz morning-dress, which he had seen their mother 
wear, in the dream of the preceding night Hepzibali, piquing herself 
on a womans accurac3’’ in such matters, held it to be slightly different 
from what Clifford described, but, producing the ver3^ gown from an old 
trunk, it proved to be identical w’lth his remembrance of it Had Clifford, 
ever3'- time that he emerged out of dreams so lifelike, undergone the tor- 
ture of transformation from a bo3'’ into an old and broken man, the daily 
recurrence of the shock w'ould have been too much to bear It w'ould have 
caused an acute agony to thrill from the morning twilight, all the day 
through, until bedtime, and even then w'ould have mingled a dull, in- 
scrutable pain, and pallid hue of misfortune, w'lth the visionary bloom and 
adolescence of his slumber But the nightly moonshine intenvove itself 
wath the morning mist, and enveloped him as in a robe, w'hich he hugged 
about his person, and seldom let realities pierce through , he w'as not often 
quite aw'ake, but slept open-eyed, and perhaps fancied himself most 
dreaming then 

Thus, lingering ahvays so near his childhood, he had sympathies with 
children, and kept his heart the fresher thereby, like a reservoir into 
w'hich rivulets w^ere pouring not far from the fountain-head Though pre- 
vented, by a subtile sense of propriety, from desiring to associate with 
them, he loved few things better than to look out of the arched window, 
and see a little girl driving her hoop along the sidewalk, or school-boys 
at a game of ball Their voices, also, were very pleasant to him, heard at a 
distance, all swarming and intermingling togethei as flies do in a sunny 
room 

Clifford would, doubtless, have been glad to share their sports One 
afternoon he was seized with an irresistible desire to blow soap-bubbles, 
an amusement, as Hepzibah told Phoebe apart, that had been a favorite 
one with her brother when they were both children Behold him, there- 
fore, at the arched window, with an earthern pipe in his mouth 1 Behold 
him, with his gray hair, and a wan, unreal smile over his countenance, 
where still hovered a beautiful grace, which his worst enemy must have 
acknowledged to be spiritual and immortal, since it had survived so long! 
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Behold him, scattering airy spheres abroad, from the ^^mflo\v into the 
street' Little impalpable worlds ^^cre those soap-bubbles, iMth the big 
^\orld depicted, m hues biight as imagination, on the nothing of their 
surface It was curious to sec how tlic passers-by regarded thc'-c brilliant 
fantasies, as tliey came floating down, and made the dull atmo-phere im- 
aginative about them Some stopped to ga/c, and, perhaps, carried a 
pleasant recollection of the bubbles onward as far as the street-corner, 
some looked angrily upward, as if poor Clifiord wiongcd them by setting 
an image of beauty afloat so near their dusty pathway A grCiit many put 
out their fingers or their walking-sticks to touch, withal, and were per- 
versely gratified, no doubt, when the bubble, with all its pictured earth 
and sky scene, vanished as if it had nc\ er been 

At length, just as an elderl}’’ gentleman of \cry dignified presence hap- 
pened to be passing, a large bubble sailed majc'^tically down, and burst 
right against his nose' He looked up. at first with a stern, keen glance, 
W’hich penetrated at once into the obscurity behind the arched window, 
then wath a smile wdiicli might be conceived as difiusing a dog-day sultri- 
ness for the space of several yards about him. 

‘‘Aha, Cousin Clifford' ’ cried Judge P>mcheon. “What* still blowing 
soap-bubbles 1” 

The tone seemed as if meant to be kind and soothing, but yet had a 
bitterness of sarcasm m it As for Clifford, an absolute pals}’’ of fear came 
over him Apart from any definite cause of dread whidi his past experi- 
ence might have given him, he felt tliat native and original liorror of the 
excellent Judge which is proper to a w'cak, delicate, and apprehensive 
character in the presence of massive strength Strength is incomprehensi- 
ble by W'eakness, and, therefore, the more terrible There is no greater 
bugbear than a strong-willed relative m the circle, of his own connections 


xn 

The Daguerreotypist 

It must not be supposed that the life of a personage naturally so active as 
Phoebe could be w^holly confined wnthin the precincts of the old Pjmclieon 
House Clifford's demands upon her time were usually satisfied, in those 
long days, considerably earlier than sunset Quiet as his daily existence 
seemed, it nevertheless drained all the resources by which he lived It was 
not physical exercise that overwearied him, for except that he some- 
times wrought a little with a hoe, or paced the garden-walk, or, in rainy 
weather, traversed a large unoccupied room, it was his tendency to re- 
main only too quiescent, as regarded any toil of the limbs and muscleSr 
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But, either there was a smouldering fire within him that consumed his vi 
tal energy, or the monotony that would have dragged itself with benumb- 
ing effect over a mind differently situated was no monotony to Clifford, 
Possibly, he was in a state of second growth and recovery, and was con- 
stantly assimilating nutriment for his spirit and intellect from sights^ 
sounds, and events, which passed as a perfect void to persons more prac- 
tised with the world As all is activity and vicissitude to the new mind of 
a child, so might it be, likewise, to a mind that had undergone a kind of 
new creation, after its long-suspended life 

Be the cause what it might, Clifford commonly retired to rest, thor- 
oughly exhausted, while the sunbeams were still melting through his 
wmdow-curtams, or were thrown with late lustie on the chamber wall. 
And while he thus slept early, as other children do, and dreamed of child- 
hood, Phoebe was free to follow her own tastes for the remainder of the 
day and evening 

This was a freedom essential to the health even of a character so little 
susceptible of morbid influences as that of Phoebe The old house, as we 
have already said, had both the dry-rot and the damp-rot in its walls, it 
was not good to breathe no other atmosphere than that Hepzibah, though 
she had her valuable and redeeming traits, had grown to be a kind of 
lunatic, by imprisoning herself so long in one place, with no other com- 
pany than a single series of ideas, and but one affection, and one bitter 
sense of wrong Clifford, the reader may perhaps imagine, was too inert 
to operate morally on his fellow-creatures, however intimate and exclu- 
sive their relations with him But the sympathy or magnetism among hu- 
man beings is more subtile and universal than we think, it exists, indeed, 
among different classes of organized life, and vibrates from one to an- 
other A flower, for instance, as Phoebe herself observed, always began to 
droop sooner m Clifford’s hand, or Hepzibah ’s, than m her own , and by 
the same law, converting her whole daily life into a flower-fragiance for 
these two sickly spirits, the blooming girl must inevitably droop and fade 
much sooner than if worn on a younger and happier breast Unless she 
had now and then indulged her brisk impulses, and breathed rural air in 
a suburban walk, or ocean breezes along the shore, had occasionally 
obeyed the impulse of Nature, in New England girls, by attending a met- 
. aphysical or philosophical lecture, or viewing a seven-mile panorama, or 
listening to a conceit, had gone shopping about the city, ransacking en- 
tire depots of splendid merchandise, and bringing home a ribbon, had 
employed, likewise, a little time to read the Bible in her chamber, and had 
stolen a little more to think of her mother and her native place, unless 
for such moral medicines as the above, we should soon have beheld our 
poor Phoebe grow thin and put on a bleached unwholesome aspect, and 
assume strange, shy ways, prophetic of old-maidenhood and a cheerless 
future 

Even as it was, a change grew visible, a change partly to be regretted, 
although whatever charm it infringed upon was repaired by another, per- 
haps more precious She was not so constantly gay, but had her moods of 
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thought, which Clifford, on the whole, liked bettei than her former phase 
of unmmgled cheerfulness, because now she understood him bettei and 
more delicately, and sometimes even intei preted him to himself Her eyes 
looked larger, and darker, and deeper, so deep, at some silent moments, 
that they seemed like Artesian wells, down, down, into the infinite She 
was less girlish than when we first beheld her alighting from the omnibus, 
less girlish, but more a woman. 

The only youthful mind with which Phoebe had an opportunity of fre- 
quent intei course was that of the daguerreotypist Inevitably, by the 
pressure of the seclusion about them, they had been brought into habits 
of some familiarity Had they met under different circumstances, neither 
of these young persons would have been likely to bestow much thought 
Upon the other, unless, indeed, their extreme dissimilarity should have 
proved a principle of mutual attraction Both, it is true, were characters 
proper to New England life, and possessing a common ground, therefore, 
m their more external developments, but as unlike, in their respective in- 
teriors, as if their native climes had been at world-wide distance During 
the early part of their acquaintance, Phcebe had held back rather more 
than was customary with her frank and simple manners from Holgrave’s 
not very marked advances Nor was she yet satisfied that she knew him 
well, although they almost daily met and talked togethei, in a kind, 
friendly, and what seemed to be a familiar way 

The artist, in a desultory manner, had imparted to Phoebe something 
of his history Young as he was, and had his career terminated at the 
point already attained, there had been enough of incident to fill, very 
creditably, an autobiographic volume A romance on the plan of Gil Bias, 
adapted to American society and manners, would cease to be a lomance 
The experience of many individuals among us, who think it hardly worth 
the telling, would equal the vicissitudes of the Spaniard’s earlier life, 
while their ultimate success, or the point whither they tend, may be in- 
comparably higher than any that a novelist would imagine foi his hero 
Holgrave, as he told Phoabe, somewhat proudly, could not boast of his 
origin, unless as being exceedingly humble, nor of his education, except 
that it had been the scantiest possible, and obtained by a few winter- 
months’ attendance at a district school Left early to his own guidance, 
he had begun to be self-dependent while yet a boy, and it was a condi- 
tion aptly suited to his natural force of will Though now but twenty-two 
years old (lacking some months, which are years in such a life) , he had 
already been, first, a country schoolmaster, next, a salesman in a country 
store , and, either at the same time or afterwards, the political editor of a 
country newspaper He had subsequently travelled New England and 
the Middle States, as a pedlar, m the employment of a Connecticut manu- 
factory of cologne-water and other essences In an episodical way he had 
studied and practised dentistry, and with very flattering success, especial- 
ly in many of the factory-towns along our inland streams As a super- 
numerary official, of some kind or other, aboard a packet-ship, he had 
visited Europe, and found means, before his retuin, to see Italy, and part 
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of France and Germany At a later period he had spent some months in 
a community of Fourierists Still more recently he had been a public lec- 
turei on Mesmerism, for which science (as he assured Phoebe, and, in- 
deed, satisfactorily proved, by putting Chanticleer, who happened to be 
scratching near by, to sleep) he had very remarkable endowments 

His present phrase, as a daguerreot3TDist, was of no more importance in 
his o\\ n view, nor likely to be more permanent, tlian any of the preceding 
ones It had been taken up with the careless alacrity of an adventurer, 
who had his bread to earn It would be thrown aside as carelessly, when- 
ever he should choose to earn his bread by some other equally digressive 
means But what was most remarkable, and, perhaps, showed a more 
than common poise in the young man, was the fact that, amid all these 
personal vicissitudes, he had never lost his identity Homeless as he had 
been, contmually changing his wheieabout, and, therefore, responsible 
neither to public opinion noi to individuals, putting off one exterior, and 
snatching up another, to be soon shifted for a third, he had never vio- 
lated the innermost man, but had carried his conscience along wnth him 
It was impossible to know Holgrave without recognizing this to be the 
fact Hepzibah had seen it Phoebe soon saw it, liken ise, and gave him the 
sort of confidence which such a certainty inspires She was startled, how- 
ever, and sometimes repelled, not by any doubt of his integrity to what- 
ever law he acknowledged, but by a sense that his law differed from her 
own He made her uneasy, and seemed to unsettle everything around her, 
by his lack of reverence for what was fixed, unless, at a moment’s warn- 
ing, it could establish its right to hold its ground 

Then, moreover, she scarcely thought him affectionate m his nature 
He was too calm and cool an observer Phoebe felt his eye, often, his 
heart, seldom or never He took a certain kind of interest in Hepzibah and 
her brother, and Phoebe herself He studied them attentively, and allowed 
no slightest circumstance of their individualities to escape him He was 
ready to do them whatever good he might, but, after all, he never exactly 
made common cause with them, nor gave any reliable evidence that he 
loved them better in proportion as he knew them more In his relations 
with them, he seemed to be in quest of mental food, not heart-sustenance 
Phoebe could not conceive what interested him so much m her friends and 
herself, intellectually, since he cared nothing for them, or, comparatively, 
so little, as objects of human affection 

Always, in his interviews with Phoebe, the artist made especial inquiry 
as to the welfare of Clifford, whom, except at the Sunday festival, he sel- 
dom saw 

“Does he still seem happy?” he asked one day 

“As happy as a child,” answered Phoebe, “but lilce a child, too very 
easily disturbed ” 

“How disturbed?” inquired Holgrave “By things without, or by 
, thoughts within?” 

“I cannot see his thoughts' How should I?” replied Phoebe, with simple 
piquancy “Very often his humor changes without any reason that can be 
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guessed at, just as a cloud comes over the sun Latterly, since I have be 
gun to know him better I feel it to be not quite right to look closely into 
his moods He has had such a great sorrow, that his heart is made all 
solemn and sacred by it When he is cheerful, when the sun shines into 
his mind, then I venture to peep in, just as far as the light reaches, but 
no further It is holy ground where the shadow falls ! ” 

“How prettily you express this sentiment’” said the artist “I can 
understand the feeling, without possessing it Had I your opportunities, 
no scruples would prevent me from fathoming Clifford to the full depth 
of my plummet-line' ” 

“How strange that you should wish it'” remaiked Phoebe, involun- 
tarily. “What IS Cousin Clifford to you?” 

“Oh, nothing, of course, nothing'” answered Holgrave, with a smile 
“Only this is such an odd and incomprehensible v\ orld ' 1 he more I look 
at it the more it puzzles me, and I begin to suspect that a man’s bewilder- 
ment IS the measure of his wisdom Men and women, and children, too, 
are such strange creatures, that one nev^er can be certain that he really 
knows them, nor evei guess what they have been, from what he sees tliem 
to be now Judge Pyncheon! Clifford' What a complex riddle a com- 
plexity of complexities do they present' It requires intuitive sympathy, 
like a young girl’s, to solv^e it A mere observ^er, like myself (who never 
have any intuitions, and am, at best, only subtile and acute), is pretty 
certain to go astray ” 

The artist now turned the conv'ersation to themes less dark tlian that 
which they had touched upon Phcebe and he were young together, nor 
had Holgrave, in his premature experience of life, wasted entirely that 
beautiful spirit of youth, which, gushing forth from one small heart and 
fancy, may diffuse itself over the universe, making it all as bright as on 
the first day of creation Man’s own youth is the w orld’s youth , at least, 
he feels as if it were, and imagines that the earth’s granite substance is 
something not yet hardened, and which he can mould into whatev^er shape 
he likes So it was with Holgrave He could talk sagely about the world’s 
old age, but never actually behev'^ed what he said , he w^as a young man 
still, and therefore looked upon the world that gray-bearded and 
Winkled profligate, decrepit, without being venerable as a tender strip- 
ling, capable of being improved into all that it ought to be, but scarcely 
yet had shown the remotest promise of becoming He had that sense, or 
inward prophecy, which a young man had better never have been born 
than not to have, and a mature man had better die at once than utterly 
to relinquish, that we are not doomed to creep on forever m the old bad 
way, but that, this veiy now, there are the harbingers abroad of a golden 
era, to be accomplished m his own life-time It seemed to Holgrave as 
doubtless it has seemed to the hopeful of every century since the epoch of 
Adam’s grandchildren that in this age, more than ever before, the moss- 
grown and rotten Past is to be torn down, and lifeless institutions to be 
mrust out of the way, and their dead corpses buried, and everything to 
begin anew 
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As to the mam point, may we never live to doubt it' as to the bet- 
ter centuries that are coming, the artist was surely right His error lay in 
supposing that this age, more than any past or future one, is destined to 
see the tattered garments of Antiquity exchanged for a new suit, instead 
of gradually renewing themselves by patchwork , m applying his own lit- 
tle life-span as the measure of an interminable achievement, and, more 
than all, m fancying that it mattered anything to the great end m view 
whether he himself should contend for it or against it Yet it was well for 
him to think so This enthusiasm, infusing itself through the calmness of 
his character, and thus taking an aspect of settled thought and wisdom, 
would serve to keep his youth pure, and make his aspirations high And 
when, with the years settling down more weightily upon him, his early 
faith should be modified by inevitable experience, it would be with no 
harsh and sudden revolution of his sentiments He would still have faith 
in man’s brightening destiny, and peihaps love him all the better, as he 
should recognize his helplessness m his own behalf, and the haughty 
faith, with which he began life, would be well bartered for a far humbler 
one at its close, m discerning that man’s best directed effort accomplishes 
a kind of dream, while God is the sole worker of realities 

Holgrave had read very little, and that little m passing through the 
thoroughfare of life, where the mystic language of his books was neces- 
sarily mixed up with the babble of the multitude, so that both one and the 
other were apt to lose any sense that might have been propeily their own 
He considered himself a thinker, and was certainly of a thoughtful turn, 
but, with his own path to discover, had perhaps hardly yet reached the 
point where an educated man begins to think The true value of his chai- 
acter lay m that deep consciousness of inward strength, which made all 
his past vicissitudes seem merely like a change of garments , m that en- 
thusiasm, so quiet that he scarcely knew of its existence, but which gave a 
warmth to everything that he laid his hand on, m that personal am- 
bition, hidden from his own as well as other eyes among his more 
generous impulses,' but m which lurked a certain efficacy, that might 
solidify him from a theorist into the champion of some practicable cause 
Altogether in his culture and want of culture, in his ciude, wild, and 
misty philosophy, and the practical experience that counteracted some 
of its tendencies, in his magnanimous zeal for man’s welfare, and his 
recklessness of whatever the ages had established in man’s behalf, in his 
faith, and in his infidelity, in what he had, and in what he lacked, the 
artist might fitly enough stand forth as the representative of many com- 
peers m his native land 

His career it would be difficult to prefigure There appeared to be quali- 
ties in Holgrave, such as, in a country where everything is free to the 
hand that can grasp it, could hardly fail to put some of the world’s prizes 
within his reach But these matters are delightfully uncertain At al- 
most every step m life, we meet with young men of just about Holgrave’s 
age, for whom we anticipate wonderful things, but of whom, even after 
much and careful inquiry^ we never happen to hear another word The 


352 the works of HAWTHORNE 

effervescence of youtli and passion, and the fresh gloss of the intellect and 
imagination, endow them with a false brilliancy, which makes fools of 
themselves and other people Like certain chint/es, calicoes, and ging- 
hams, they show finely m their first neiiness, but cannot stand the sun 
and ram, and assume a very sober aspect aftei washing-day 

But our business is with Holgrave as v,e find him on this particular 
afternoon, and m the aiboi of tlie Pyncheon garden In that point of view, 
it was a pleasant sight to behold this young man, ivith so much faith in 
himself, and so fair an appeal ance of admirable powers, so little 
harmed, too, by the many tests that had tried his metal, it was pleasant 
to see him m his kindly intercourse ivith Phoebe Her thought had scarce- 
ly done him justice w'hen it pronounced him cold, oi, if so, he had growm 
warmer now Without such purpose on her part, and unconsciously on 
his, she made the House of the Seven Gables like a home to him, and tlie 
garden a familiar precinct W'lth the insight on which he prided himself, 
he fancied that he could look tlirough Phoebe, and all around her, and 
could read her off like a page of a child’s story-book But these transpar- 
ent natures are often deceptive in their depth , those pebbles at the bot- 
tom of the fountain aie farther from us than we tlnnk Thus the artist, 
whatever he might judge of Phoebe’s capacity, w'as beguiled, by some si- 
lent charm of hers, to talk fieely of what he dreamed of doing in the 
world He poured himself out as to another self Very possibly, he forgot 
Phoebe while he talked to hei, and ■was moved only by the inevitable 
tendency of thought, w^hen rendered sympathetic by enthusiasm and emo- 
tion, to flow into the first safe reservoir which it finds But, had you 
peeped at them through the chinks of the gai den-fence, the young man’s 
earnestness and heightened color might have led you to suppose that he 
was making love to the young girl ' 

At length, something was said by Holgrave that made it apposite for 
Phoebe to inquire what had first brought him acquainted with her cousin 
Hepzibah, and why he now’^ chose to lodge in the desolate old Pyncheon 
House Without directly answering her, he turned from the Future, 
which had heretofore been the theme of his discourse, and began to speak 
of the influences of the Past One subject, indeed, is but the reverbera- 
tion of the other 

Shall we never, never get rid of this Past?” cried he, keeping up the 
earnest tone of his preceding conversation “It lies upon the Present like 
a giant’s dead body’ In fact, the case is just as if a young giant •w’^ere com- 
pelled to waste all his strength m carrying about the corpse of the old 
giant, his grandfather, who died a long while ago, and only needs to be 
decently buried Just think a moment, and it will startle you to see wkat 

slaves we are to bygone times, to Death, if we give the matter the right 
ivord!” 

I do not see it,” observed Phoebe 

‘For example, then” continued Holgrave “a dead man, if he happen 
to have made a will, disposes of wealth no longer his own, or, if he die 
mtestate, it is distributed in accordance with the notions of men much 
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longer dead than he A dead man sits on all our judgment-seats , and liv- 
ing judges do but search out and repeat his decisions We read in dead 
men’s books' We laugh at dead men’s jokes, and cry at dead men’s 
pathos > We are sick of dead men’s diseases, physical and moral, and die 
of the same remedies with which dead doctors killed their patients' We 
worship the living Deity according to dead men’s forms and creeds What- 
ever we seek to do, of our own fiee motion, a dead man’s icy hand ob- 
structs us ' Turn our eyes to what point we may, a dead man’s white, im- 
mitigable face encounters them, and fieezes our very heart' And we must 
be dead ourselves before we can begin to have our propei influence on our 
own world, which vnll then be no longer our world, but the v/orld of an- 
other generation, with which we shall have no shadow of a right to mter- 
fere I ought to have said, too, that we live m dead men’s houses, as, for 
instance, m this of the Seven Gables ' ” 

“And why not,” said Phoebe, “so long as we can be comfortable in 
them?” 

“But we shall live to see the day, I trust,” went on the artist, “when no 
man shall build his house for posterity Why should he? He might just as 
reasonably order a durable suit of clothes, leather, or gutta-percha, or 
whatever else lasts longest, so that his great-grandchildren should have 
the benefit of them, and cut precisely the same figure m the world tliat he 
himself does If each generation were allowed and expected to build its 
own houses, that single change, comparatively unimportant m itself, 
would imply almost every reform which society is now suffering for I 
doubt whether even our public edifices our capitols, state-houses, courb 
houses, city-hall, and churches ought to be built of such permanent ma- 
terials as stone or brick It were better that they should crumble to rum 
once in twenty years, or thereabouts, as a hint to the people to examine 
into and reform the institutions which they symbolize ” 

“How you hate everything old' ” said Phcebe, in dismay “It m^kes me 
dizzy to think of such a shifting world ' ” 

“I certainly love nothing mouldy,” answered Holgrave “Now, this old 
Pyncheon House' Is it a wholesome place to live in, with its black 
shingles, and the green moss that shows how damp they are^ its dark, 
low-studded rooms? its grime and sordidness, which are the crystalliza- 
tion on its walls of the human breath, that has been drawn and exhaled 
here m discontent and anguish^ The house ought to be purified with fire, 
puiified till only its ashes remain ' ” 

“Then w'hy do you live m it?” asked Phoebe, a little piqued 
“Oh, I am pursuing my studies here, not in books, however,” replied 
Holgrave “The house, m my view, is expressive of that odious and abom- 
inable Past, with all its bad influences, against which I have just been 
declaiming I dwell m it for a w^hile, that I may know" the better how" to 
hate it B}" the by, did jmu e\ er hear the story of IMaule, the wazard, and 
what happened betw’een him and 3"our immeasurabl}" great-grandfather?” 

“Yes, indeed'” said Phcebe, “I heard it long ago, fiom my father, and 
two or three times from my cousin Hepzibah, in the month that I have 
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been here She seems to think that all the calamities of the Pyncheons 
began from that quarrel ivith the wizard, as you call him And you, Mr 
Holgrave, look as if you thought so too! How singular, that you should 
believe what is so veiy absurd, when you reject many things that are a 
great deal worthier of ciedit' ” 

“I do believe it,” said the artist, seriously, “not as a superstition, how- 
ever, but as proved by unquestionable facts, and as exemplifying a the- 
ory Now, see under those seven gables, at whicli we now look up, and 
which old Colonel Pyncheon meant to be the house of his descendants, in 
prosperity and happiness, down to an epoch far beyond the present, 
under that roof, through a portion of three centuries, there has been per- 
petual remorse of conscience, a constantly defeated hope, strife amongst 
kindred, various misery, a strange foim of death, dark suspicion, un- 
speakable disgrace, all, or most of w'hich calamity I have the means of 
tracing to the old Puiitan’s inordinate desire to plant and endow a family 
To plant a family’ This idea is at the bottom of most of the wrong and 
mischief which men do The truth is, that, once in every half-century, at 
longest, a family should be merged into the great, obscure mass of hu- 
manity, and forget all about its ancestors Human blood, m order to keep 
its freshness, should run m hidden streams, as the w'ater of an aqueduct is 
conveyed m subterranean pipes In the family existence of these Pyn- 
cheons, for instance, forgive me, Phcebe, but I cannot think of you as 
one of them, in their brief New England pedigree, there has been time 
enough to infect them all wuth one kind of lunacy or another' ” 

“You speak very unceremoniously of my kindred,” said Phcebe, de- 
bating with herself whether she ought to take offence 

“I speak true thoughts to a true mind ' ” answered Holgrave, with a ve- 
hemence which Phoebe had not before witnessed in him “The truth is as 
I say' Furthermore, the original perpetrator and fatlier of this mischief 
appears to have perpetuated himself, and still walks the street, at least, 
his very image, in mind and body, wuth the fairest prospect of transmit- 
ting to posterity as rich and as wretched an inheritance as he has re- 
ceived' Do you remember the daguerreotype, and its resemblance to the 
old portrait?” 

“How strangely in earnest you are'” exclaimed Phoebe, looking at him 
with surprise and perplexity, half alarmed and partly inclined to laugh 
You talk of the lunacy of the Pyncheons, is it contagious?” 

T understand you ' ” said the artist, coloring and laughing “I believe 
I am a little mad This subject has taken hold of my mind with the 
strangest tenacity of clutch since I have lodged m yonder old gable As 
one method of throwing it off, I have put an incident of the Pyncheon 
family history, with which I happen to be acquainted, into the form of a 
legend, and mean to publish it in a magazine ” 

you write for the magazines^” inquired Phoebe 
Is it possible you did not know it?” cried Holgrave “Well, such is lit- 
erary fame' Yes, Miss Phoebe Pyncheon, among the multitude of my 
marvellous gifts I have that of writing stories , and my name has figured. 
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I can assure you, on the covers of Graham and Godey, making as respect- 
able an appearance, for aught I could see, as any of the canonized bead- 
roll with which it w’as associated In the humorous line, I am thought to 
have a very pretty way wuth me , and as for pathos, I am as provocative 
of tears as an onion But shall I read you my story?” 

“Yes, if it IS not very long,” said Phoebe, and added laughingly, 
“nor very dull ” 

As this latter point was one w'hich the daguerreotypist could not decide 
for himself, he forthwith produced his roll of manuscript, and, w^hile the 
late sunbeams gilded the seven gables, began to read 


xin 

Alice Pyncueon 

There was a message brought, one day, from the worshipful Gervayse 
Pyncheon to young Matthew Maule, the carpenter, desiring his imme- 
diate presence at the House of the Seven Gables 

“And what does your master want with me?” said the carpenter to Mr 
P3mcheon’s black servant “Does the house need any repair? Well it may, 
by this time, and no blame to my father who built it, neither’ I was read- 
ing the old Colonel’s tombstone, no longer ago than last Sabbath, and, 
reckoning from that date, the house has stood seven-and-thirty years No 
wonder if there should be a job to do on the roof ” 

“Don’t know what massa wants,” answered Scipio “The house is a 
berry good house, and old Colonel Pyncheon think so too, I reckon, 
else w'hy the old man haunt it so, and frighten a poor nigga, as he does?” 

“Well, well, friend Scipio, let your master know that I’m coming,” said 
the carpenter, with a laugh “For a fair, workmanlike job, he’ll find me his 
man And so the house is haunted, is it? It will take a tighter workman 
than I am to keep the spirits out of the Seven Gables Even if the Colonel 
would be quiet,” he added, muttering to himself, “my old grandfather, the 
wizard, will be pretty sure to stick to the Pyncheons as long as their walls 
hold together ” 

“What’s that you mutter to yourself, Matthew Maule?” asked Scipio 
“And what for do you look so black at me?” 

“No matter, darky'” said the carpenter “Do you think nobody is to 
look black but yourself? Go tell your master I’m coming, and if you hap- 
pen to see Mistress Alice, his daughter, give Matthew Maule’s humble 
respects to her. She has brought a fair face from Italy, fair, and gentle, 
and proud, has that same Alice P5mcheon ' ” 

“He talk'of Mistress Alice'” cried Scipio, as he returned from his er- 
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rand “The low carpenter-man ! He no business so much as to look at her a 
great way off!” 

This young Matthew Maule, the carpenter, it must be observ'cd, was a 
person little understood, and not very generally liked, m the lovn where 
he resided, not that anything could be alleged against his integrity, or his 
skill and diligence m the handicraft wdiich he exercised Tlie aversion (as 
it might justly be called) wnth wdnch many persons regarded him was 
partly the result of his own character and deportment, and partly an 
inheritance 

He was the grandson of a former Matthew Maule, one of the early set- 
tlers of the town, and wdio had been a famous and terrible wizard m his 
day This old reprobate was one of the sufferers w’hen Cotton IMather, and 
his brother ministers, and the leained judges, and other wise men, and 
Sir William Phipps, the sagacious governor, made such laudable efforts 
to weaken the great enemy of souls, by sending a multitude of his adher- 
ents up the rocky pathw'ay of Gallow's Hill Since those days, no doubt, it 
had growm to be suspected that, in consequence of an unfortunate o\er- 
doing of a work piaisew'orthy m itself, the proceedings against the w itches 
had proved far less acceptable to the Beneficent Father than to that very 
Aich Enemy whom they w^ere intended to distress and utteily overwhelm 
It is not the less certain, however, that awe and terror brooded over the 
memories of those w'ho died for this horrible crime of witchcraft Their 
graves, m the crevices of the rocks, w^ere supposed to be incapable of re- 
taining the occupants W'ho had been so hastily thrust into them Old hlat- 
thew Maule, especially, w'as known to have as little hesitation or difficulty 
in rising out of his grave as an ordinary man in getting out of bed, and 
was as often seen at midnight as living people at noonday This pestilent 
wizard (m whom his just punishment seemed to have wrought no manner 
of amendment) had an inveterate habit of haunting a certain mansion, 
styled the House of the Seven Gables, against the ouner of w'hich he pie- 
tended to hold an unsettled claim for ground-rent The ghost, it appears, 

with the pertinacity which was one of his distinguishing characteristics 
while alive, insisted that he w^as the iightful proprietor of the site upon 
which the house stood His terms were, that either the aforesaid ground- 
rent, from the day when the cellar began to be dug, should be paid down, 
or the mansion itself given up , else he, the ghostly creditor, w'ould have 
his finger m all the affairs of the Pjmeheons, and make everything go 
wrong with them, though it should be a thousand years after his death 
It was a wild story, perhaps, but seemed not altogether so incredible to 
those who could remembei what an inflexibly obstinate old fellow this 
wizard Maule had been 

Now, the wizard’s grandson, the young Matthew Maule of our story, 
was popularly supposed to have inherited some of his ancestor’s question- 
able traits It IS wonderful how many absurdities were promulgated in 
reference to the young man He was fabled, for example, to have a strange 
power of getting into people’s dreams, and regulating matters there ac- 
cording to his own fancy, pretty much like the stage-manager of a theatre 
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There was a great deal of talk among the neighbois, particularly the pet- 
ticoated ones, about what they called the witchciaft of Maule’s eye Some 
said that he could look into peoples minds, others, that, by the marvel- 
lous power of this eye, he could draw people into his ovn mind, or send 
them, if he pleased, to do errands to his giandfather, in the spiritual 
world, others, again, that it vas vhat is termed an Evil Eye, and pos- 
sessed the valuable faculty of blighting corn, and drying children into 
mummies with the heartburn But, after all, vhat worked most to the 
young carpenter s disadvantage was, first, the reseive and sternness of his 
natural disposition, and next, the fact of his not being a church-com- 
municant, and the suspicion of his holding heretical tenets in matters of 
religion and polity 

After receiving ]\Ir P3mcheon’s message, tlie carpenter merely tairied 
to finish a small job, vhich he happened to have in hand, and then took 
his way towards the House of the Seven Gables This noted edifice, 
though its style might be getting a little out of fashion, was still as le- 
spectable a familj’’ residence as that of any gentleman in town The pres- 
ent owner, Gervayse Pyncheon, was said to have contracted a dislike to 
the house, in consequence of a shock to his sensibility, in eaily childhood, 
from the sudden death of his grandfather In the very act of running to 
climb Colonel Pjmcheon’s knee, the boy had discovered the old Puritan 
to be a corpse' On arriving at manhood, Mr Pyncheon had visited Eng- 
land, where he married a lady of fortune, and had subsequently spent 
many years, partly in the mother country, and partly in various cities on 
the continent of Europe During this period, the family mansion had been 
consigned to the charge of a kinsman, who was allowed to make it his 
home for the time being, in consideration of keeping the premises in thor- 
ough repair So faithfully had this contract been fulfilled, that now, as the 
carpenter approached the house, his practised eye could detect nothing to 
ciiticise in its condition The peaks of the seven gables rose up sharply, 
the shingled roof looked thoroughly water-tight, and the glittering plas- 
ter-work entirely covered the exterior walls, and sparkled in the October 
sun, as if it had been new only a week ago 

The house had that pleasant aspect of life which is like the cheery ex- 
pression of comfortable activity in the human countenance You could 
see, at once, that there was the stir of a large family within it A huge load 
of oak-wood was passing through the gateway, towards the outbuildings 
in the rear, the fat cook or probably it might be the housekeeper stood 
at the side door, bargaining for some turkeys and poultry, which a coun- 
tryman had brought for sale Now and then a maid-servant, neatly 
dressed, and now the shining sable face of a slave, might be seen bustling 
across the windows, m the lower part of the house At an open window of 
a room in the second story, hanging over some pots of beautiful and deli- 
cate flowers, exotics, but which had never known a more genial sunshine 
than that of the New England autumn, was the figure of a young lady, 
an exotic, like the flowers, and beautiful and delicate as they Her pres- 
ence imparted an indescribable grace and faint witchery to the whole edi- 
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fice In other respects, it was a substantial, jolly-looking mansion, and 
seemed fit to be the residence of a patriarch, who might establish his own 
headquarters in the front gable and assign one of tlie remainder to each 
of his six cliildren, while the great chimney in the centre should symbolize 
the old fellow’s hospitable heart, which kept them all warm, and made a 
great whole of the seven smaller ones 

There was a vertical sundial on the front gable, and as the carpenter 
passed beneath it, he looked up and noted the hour 

“Three o’clock!” said he to himself “j\Iy father told me that dial was 
put up only an hour before the old Colonel’s death How truly it has kept 
time these seven-and-thirty years past! The shadow creeps and creeps, 
and is always looking over the shoulder of the sunshine! '’ 

It might have befitted a craftsman, like Mattliew hlaule, on being sent 
for to a gentleman’s house, to go to the back door, ivhere servants and 
work-people were usually admitted, or at least to the side entrance, where 
the better class of tradesmen made application But the carpenter had a 
great deal of pride and stiffness in his nature, and, at this moment, more- 
over, his heart was bitter witli the sense of hereditary w rong, because he 
considered the great Pyncheon House to be standing on soil which should 
have been his own On this very site, beside a spring of delicious water, 
his grandfather had felled the pine-trees and built a cottage, in which 
children had been born to him, and it w^as only from a dead man’s stif- 
fened fingers that Colonel Pyncheon liad w^rested aw’ay the title-deeds So 
young Maule went straight to the principal entrance, beneath a portal of 
carved oak, and gave such a peal of the iron knocker that you would have 
imagined the stern old wizard himself to be standing at the threshold 
Black Scipio answered the summons in a prodigious hurry, but show^ed 
the whites of his eyes, in amazement on beholding only the carpenter 
“Lord-a-mercy< what a great man he be, this carpenter fellow' mum- 
bled Scipio, down in his throat “Anybody think he beat on tlie door with 
his biggest hammer' ” 

“Heie I am' ” said Maule, sternly. “Show me the w’ay to your master’s 
parlor'” 

As he stept into the house, a note of sweet and melancholy music 
thrilled and vibrated along the passage-w'ay, pi oceeding from one of the 
rooms above stairs It was the harpsichord which Alice Pyncheon had 
brought With her from beyond the sea The fair Alice bestowed most of 
her maiden leisure between flowers and music, although the former were 
apt to droop, and the melodies were often sad She w'as of foreign educa- 
tion, and could not take kindly to the New England modes of life, m 
which nothing beautiful had ever been developed 
As Mr Pyncheon had been impatiently awaiting Maule’s arrival, black 
Scipio, of course, lost no time in ushering the carpenter into his master’s 
presence The room in which this gentleman sat was a parlor of moderate 
size, looking out upon the garden of tiie house, and having its windows 
partly shadowed by the foliage of fruit-trees It was Mr Pyncheon’s pe- 
culiar apartment, and was provided with furniture, in an elegant and 
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costly style, principally from Paris, the floor (which was unusual at that 
day) being covered with a carpet, so skilfully and richly wrought that it 
seemed to glow as with living flowers In one corner stood a marble wom- 
an, to whom her own beauty was the sole and sufficient garment Some 
pictures that looked old, and had a mellow tinge diffused through all 
their artful splendor hung on the walls Near the fireplace was a large 
and very beautiful cabinet of ebony, inlaid with ivory, a piece of antique 
furniture, which Mr Pyncheon had bought in Venice, and which he used 
as the treasure-place for medals, ancient coins, and whatever small and 
valuable curiosities he had picked up on his travels Through all this vari- 
ety of decoration, however, the room showed its original characteristics, 
its low stud, its cross-beam, its chimney-piece, with the old-fashioned 
Dutch tiles, so that it was the emblem of a mind industriously stored with 
foreign ideas, and elaborated mto artificial refinement, but neither larger, 
nor, m its proper self, more elegant than before 

There were two objects that appeared rather out of place in this very 
handsomely furnished room One was a large map, or surveyor’s plan, of 
a tract of land, which looked as if it had been drawn a good many years 
ago, and was now dingy with smoke, and soiled, here and there, with the 
touch of fingers The other was a portrait of a stern old man, m a Puritan 
garb, painted roughly, but with a bold effect, and a remarkably strong 
expression of character 

At a small table, before a fire of English sea-coal, sat Mr Pyncheon, 
sipping coffee, which had grown to be a very favorite beverage with him 
in France He was a middle-aged and really handsome man, with a wig 
flowing down upon his shoulders, his coat was of blue velvet, with lace on 
the borders and iat the button-holes, and the firelight glistened on the 
spacious breadth of his waistcoat, which was flowered all over with gold 
On the entrance of Scipio, ushering in the carpenter, Mr. Pyncheon turned 
partly round, but resumed his former position, and proceeded deliberately 
to finish his cup of coffee, without immediate notice of the guest whom he 
had summoned to his presence It was not that he intended any rudeness 
or improper neglect, which, indeed, he would have blushed to be guilty 
of, but it never occurred to him that a person in Maules station had a 
claim on his courtesy, or would trouble himself about it one way or the 
other 

The carpenter, however, stepped at once to the hearth, and turned him- 
self about, so as to look Mr P3mcheon in the face 

‘‘You sent for me,” said he “Be pleased to explain your business, that 
I may go back to my own affairs ” 

“Ah' excuse me,” said Mr Pyncheon, quietly “I did not mean to tax 
your time ivithout a recompense Your name, I think, is Maule, Thomas 
or Matthew Maule, a son or grandson of the builder of this house?” 

“Matthew Maule,” replied the carpenter, “son of him who built the 
house, grandson of the rightful proprietor of the soil ” 

“I know the dispute to which you allude,” observed Mr Pyncheon with 
undisturbed equanimity. “I am well aware that my grandfather was com- 
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pelled to resort to a suit at law, in older to c^tabli^'h his claim to the foun- 
dation-site of this edifice. We will not, if you please, renew the discussion 
The matter w-as settled at the time, and by Ihc competent authorities, 
equitably, it is to be presumed, and, at all events, irre\ ocably ^ et, sin- 
gularly enough, there is an incidental reference to this \ery subject m 
what I am now about to say to you And this same nuctcratc grudge 
excuse me, I mean no ofience this irntabiht}, which jou ha\c just 
showm, is not entirely aside from the matter ’ 

“If you can find anything for 3'our purpo'^e. iNIr Pjnchcon,” said the 
carpenter, “in a mans natural resentment for tlie wrongs done to his 
blood, you are w elcome to it T' 

“I take you at your word, Goodman Itlaule,’’ said tlic owner of the Se\- 
en Gables, with a smile, “and will proceed to suggest a mode in whicli 
your hereditary resentments justifiable, or oUicrwisc ma\ have had a 
bearing on my affairs You ha\ e heard, I suppose, that the rynchcon fam- 
ily, ever since my grandfather’s days, ha\e been prosecuting a still un- 
settled claim to a very laige extent of tcrritor}'’ at the Eastward^” 

“Often,” replied Maule, and it is said that a smile came over his face, 
“veiy often, from m3' father t ’’ 

“This claim,” continued jMr luncheon, after pausing a moment, as if 
to consider what the carpenter s smile might mean, “appeared to be on 
the very verge of a settlement and full allowance, at the period of my 
grandfather’s decease It was well known, to those in his confidence, that 
he anticipated neither difficult3’’ nor delay Now, Colonel P3ncheon, I 
need hardly say, w'as a practical man, well acquainted with public and 
private business, and not at all the person to cherish ill-founded hopes, or 
to attempt the following out of an impracticable scheme It is obv'ious to 
conclude, therefore, that he had grounds, not apparent to his heirs, for 
his confident anticipation of success in the matter of this Eastern claim 
In a word, I believe, and my legal advisers coincide in the belief, which, 
moreover, is authorized, to a certain extent, by the family traditions, 
that my grandfather w'as in possession of some deed, or other document, 
essential to this claim, but which has since disappeared ” 

Very lilcely,” said Matthew Maule, and again, it is said, there was a 
dark smile on his face, “but w'hat can a poor carpenter have to do wath 
the grand affairs of the Pyncheon family?” 

Perhaps nothing,” returned Mr Pyncheon, “possibly, much!” 

Here ensued a great many w'ords betw'een Matthew' Maule and the pro- 
prietor of the Seven Gables, on the subject which the latter had thus 
broached It seems (although Mr Pyncheon had some hesitation in re- 
ferring to stories so exceedingly absurd in their aspect) that the popular 
belief pointed to some mysterious connection and dependence, existing 
between the family of the Maules and these vast unrealized possessions 
of the Pjmeheons It was an ordinary saying that the old wizard, hanged 
though he was, had obtained the best end of the bargain in his contest 
with Colonel p3mcheon , inasmuch as he had got possession of the great 
Eastern claim, in exchange for an acre or two of garden-ground A very 
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aged woman, recently dead, had often used the metaphorical expression, 
in her fireside talk, that miles and miles of the Pyncheon lands had been 
shovelled into Maule’s grave, which, by the by, was but a very shallow 
nook, between two rocks, near the summit of Gallows Hill Again, when 
the lawyers were making inquiry for the missing document, it was a by- 
word that it would never be found, unless in the wizard’s skeleton hand 
So much weight had the shrewd lawyers assigned to these fables, that 
(but Mr Pyncheon did not see fit to inform the carpenter of the fact) 
they had secretly caused the wizard’s giave to be searched Nothing was 
discovered, however, except that, unaccountably, the right hand of the 
skeleton was gone 

Now, what was unquestionably important, a portion of these populai 
rumors could be traced, though rather doubtfully and indistinctly, to 
chance words and obscure hints of the executed wizard’s son, and the 
father of this present Matthew Maule And here Mr Pyncheon could 
■bring an item of his own personal evidence into play Though but a child 
at the time, he either remembered or fancied that Matthew’s father had 
had some job to perform, on the day before, or possibly the very morning 
of the Colonel’s decease, m the private room where he and the carpenter 
were at this moment talking Certain papers belonging to Colonel Pyn- 
cheon, as his grandson distinctly recollected, had been spread out on the 
table. 

Matthew Maule understood the insinuated suspicion 

“My father,” he said, but still there was that dark smile, making a 
riddle of his countenance, “my father was an honester man than the 
bloody old Colonel' Not to get his rights back again would he have car- 
ried off one of those papers' ” 

“I shall not bandy words with you,” observed the foreign-bred Mr 
Pyncheon, with haughty composure “Nor will it become me to resent any 
rudeness towards either my grandfather or myself A gentleman, before 
seeking intercourse with a person of your station and habits, will first con- 
sider whether the urgency of the end may compensate for the disagree- 
ableness of the means It does so m the present mstance ” 

He then renewed the conversation, and made great pecuniary offers to 
the carpenter, in case the latter should give information leading to the dis- 
covery of the lost document, and the consequent success of the Eastern 
claim For a long time Matthew Maule is said to have turned a cold ear to 
these propositions At last, however, with a strange kind of laugh, he in- 
quired whether Mr Pyncheon would make over to him the old wizard’s 
homestead-ground, together with the House of the Seven Gables, now 
standing on it, in requital of the documentary evidence so urgently 
required 

The wild, rhimney-corner legend (which, without copymg all its ex- 
travagances, my narrative essentially follows) here gives an account of 
some very strange behavior on the part of Colonel Pyncheon’s portrait 
This picture, it must be understood, was supposed to be so mtimately 
connected with the fate of the house, and so magically built mto its walls. 
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that, if once it should be removed that verj' instant the whole edince 
trould come thundermg doiui in a heap of dust}* ruin. All through the 
foregomg conversation betv.een Air Puncheon and the carpenter, the por- 
trait h?d been frov< umg. clenching its nst, and gning m^ny such proofs of 
excessive dwcomposure but without attracting the notice of either of the 
tv'iO coiioquists And finplbv, at Matthew, Alaule s audacious suggestion of 
a tran'jfer of the seven-gabled structure, tbe ghostly portrait is averred to 
hare lost all patience and to have shoi,n itself on ^e point of descending 
bodily from its frame But such incredible incidents are merely to be 
mentioned aside. 

'^^^Give up thiv house'" exclaimed 2 \Ir P\-ncheon m amazement at the 
proposal. ^ 1 ^'ere I to do so. m3' giandfather would not rest quiet in hi=^ 
gra'''e'.'’ 

''He never has. if all stories are true remarked tbe carpenter, com- 
posedly. ' But that matter concerns his grandson more than it does Alat- 
thfcu iMaule I have no other terms to propose ” 

Impossible as he at first thought it to compl3' with Z^Iaule s coaditions, 
still on a second glance 2 \Ir P^mcheon was of opinion that the}* might at 
least be made matter of discussion. He himself had no personal attach- 
ment for the house, cor any pleasant associations connected with hia 
childish residence in it. On the contranx after seven-and-thirt3' years, the 
presence of hia dead grandfather seemed still to per\*ade it, as on that 
morning when the affilghted bo3* had beheld him. with so ghastly an as- 
pect. sriffening in his chair. Hia long abode in foreign parts moreover, and 
famihanty with mpn3* of the castles and ancestral halls of England and 
the marble palaces of Ifah'. bad caused him to look contemptuous!}' at 
che House of the Seven Gables whether in point of splendor or conven- 
ience. It was a mansion exceedingly inadequate to the st3'le of Ihdng 
which it would be inaimbent on 3 Ir. Pyccheon to support, after realizing 
his territorial rryhts. Ffis steward might deign to occupy it, but ne'ser, 
cerfpinHx the great landed proprietor himself. In the event of success, in- 
deed. it was his purpose to return to England ' nor to sa}* tbe truth, would 
he recentl}' ha'v'e quitted that more congenial home, had not his ov.ji for- 
tme as well as his deceased wife's, begun to give s3'mptoms of exhaus- 
Lion. '^e Eastern claim once fairh’- settled, and put upon the fiiiu basis of 
<iCLaaI possesrion 3 Ir, Puncheon's proper I3' to be measured b}' miles, 
not acTK would be worth an earldom, and would reasonablj' entitle him 
CTPble him to purchase that elevated digrut}^ from tbe Brit- 
ish monarcn Lord Pyccheon I or tbe Earl of Waldo I how could such a 
magnate be expected to contract his grandeur withm tbe pitiful comp^'S 
01 se\*en shingled gables^ 

In short on an enlarged new of the business the carpenter's terms ap- 
peared so riihculously' easy that 3 Ir. Piccheon could scarcely forbear 
laughing m his face. He was quite a=hamed- after the foregomg reflections, 
to propose any diminution of so moderate a recompense for the immense 
service to be rendered. 

‘ I consent to your proposition, Alaule.*’ cried he ^Tut me in possession 
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of the document essential to establish my nghts, and the House of the 
Seven Gables is your o\sn' ” 

Accoiding to some versions of the story, a regular contract to the above 
effect was dran n up by a law3^ei , and signed and sealed in the presence of 
witnesses Others say that iMatthew Maule was contented with a private 
written agreement, m which IMr Pyncheon pledged his honor and integ- 
rity to the fulfilment of the terms concluded upon The gentleman then 
ordered wine, which he and the carpenter drank together, in confirmation 
of their baigain During the nhole preceding discussion and subsequent 
formalities, the old Puritan’s portiait seems to have persisted m its shad- 
on y gestures of disapproval, but without effect, except tliat, as Mi Pyn- 
cheon set down the emptied glass, he thought he beheld his grandfather 
frown 

“This sheiry is too potent a wine for me, it has affected my biam al- 
ready,” he obseived, after a somewhat startled look at the picture “On 
returning to Europe, I shall confine myself to the more delicate vintages 
of Italy and France, the best of which will not bear transportation ” 

“My Lord Pyncheon may drink what wine he will, and wherever he 
pleases,” replied the carpenter, as if he had been privy to Mr Pyncheon ’s 
ambitious projects “But first, sir, if you desire tidings of this lost docu- 
ment, I must crave the favor of a little talk with your fair daughter 
Alice'” 

“You are mad, Maule! ” exclaimed Mr Pyncheon, haughtily, and now, 
at last, there was anger mixed up with his pride “What can my daughter 
have to do with a business like this?” 

Indeed, at this new demand on the carpenter’s part, the proprietor of 
the Seven Gables was even more thunder-struck than at the cool proposi- 
tion to surrender his house There was, at least, an assignable motive for 
the first stipulation, there appeared to be none whatever for the last 
Nevertheless, Matthew Maule sturdily insisted on the young lady being 
summoned, and even gave her father to understand, in a mysteiious kind 
of explanation, which made the matter considerabl}^ darker than it 
looked before, that the only chance of acquiring the requisite knowl- 
edge was through the clear, crystal medium of a pure and virgin intelli- 
gence, like that of the fair Alice Not to encumber our story with Mr 
Pyncheon’s scruples, whether of conscience, pride, or fatherly affection, 
he at length ordered his daughter to be called He well knew that she was 
in her chamber, and engaged in no occupation that could not readily be 
laid aside, for, as it happened, ever since Alice’s name had been spoken, 
both her father and the carpenter had heard the sad and sweet music of 
her harpsichord, and the airier melancholy of her accompanying voice 
So Alice P3mclieon was summoned and appeared A portrait of this ' 
young lady, painted by a Venetian artist, and left by her father m Eng- 
land, is said to have fallen mto the hands of the present Duke of Devon- 
shire, and to be now preserved at Chatsworth, not on account of any as- 
sociations with the original, but for its value as a picture, and the high 
character of beauty in the countenance If ever there was a lady born, and 
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set apart from the world’s \ailgar mass by a certain gentle and cold state- 
liness, it was this very Alice Pyncheon Yet there vas the womanly mi\- 
ture m her, the tenderness, or, at least, the lendei capabilities For the 
sake of that redeeming quality, a man of gcneious nature would have for- 
given all hei pride, and have been content, almost, to he down m her 
path, and let Alice set hei slender foot upon his heart All that he would 
have required was simpl}’' the acknowledgment that he was indeed a man, 
and a fellow -being, moulded of the same elements as she 

As Alice came into the 100m, her eyes fell upon the carpentei, who was 
standing near its centre, clad m a green woollen jacket, a pair of loose 
breeches, open at the knees, and with a long pocket lor his rule, the end 
of which protruded, it was as proper a mark of the artisan’s calling, as 
Mr Pyncheon ’s full-dress sword of that gentleman’s aristocratic preten- 
sions A glow of artistic appioval brightened over Alice Puncheon's face, 
she was struck with admiration which she made no attempt to conceal 
of the remarkable comeliness, strength, and energj' of Maiile’s figure 
But that admiring glance (which most other men, perhaps, would ha\c 
cherished as a sweet lecollection, all through life) the carpenter never 
forgave It must ha\e been the devil himself that made INIaule so subtile 
in his perception 

“Does the girl look at me as if I were a brute beast^’ thought he, set- 
ting his teeth “She shall know’ whether I have a human spirit, and the 
w orse for her, if it pro\ e stronger than her own ' ” 

“My father, you sent for me,” said Alice, in her sweet and harp-like 
voice “But, if you have business with this young man, pray let me go 
again You know I do not love this loom, m spite of that Claude, witli 
which you try to bring back sunny recollections ” 

“Stay a moment, young lady, if you please'” said jMatthew Maule 
“My business with your father is over With yourself, it is now’ to begin ' ” 
Alice looked towards her father, m surpiise and inquiiy 
“Yes, Alice,” said Mr Pyncheon, w’lth some disturbance and confusion 
“This young man his name is IMatthew’ Maule professes, so fai as I 
can understand him, to be able to discovei, through jmur means, a certain 
paper or parchment, which W’as missing long before your birth The im- 
portance of the document m question renders it advisable to neglect no 
possible, even if improbable, method of regaining it You will therefore 
oblige me, my dear Alice, by answ’ering this person’s inquiries, and com- 
plying W’lth his lawful and reasonable requests, so far as they may appear 
to have the aforesaid object in view’ As I shall remain in the loom, you 
need apprehend no rude nor unbecoming deportment, on tlie young man’s 
part, and, at your slightest wish, of course, the investigation, or w'hatever 
we may call it, shall immediately be broken off 

“Mistress Alice Pjmeheon,” remarked Matthew Maule, w’lth the ut- 
most deference, but yet a half-hidden sarcasm m his look and tone, “will 
herself quite safe in her father’s presence, and under his all- 
sufficient protection ” 

I certainly shall entertain no manner of apprehension, with my father 
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at hand,” said Alice, with maidenl}’- dignity “Neither do I conceive that a 
lady, while true to herself, can have aught to fear from whomsoever, or m 
any circumstances ' ’ 

Poor Alice • B}’’ wdiat unhappy impulse did she thus put herself at once 
on terms of defiance against a strength w'hich she could not estimate? 

“Then, Mistress Alice,” said hlatthew Haule, handing a chan , grace- 
fully enough, for a craftsman, “wull it please you only to sit dowm, and 
do me the favor (though altogether beyond a pool caipenter’s deseits) 
to fix your eyes on mine ' ” 

Alice complied She w'as very proud Setting aside all advantages of 
rank, this fan girl deemed herself conscious of a pow'ei combined of 
beauty, high, unsullied purity, and the preservative force of womanhood 

that could make her sphere impenetrable, unless betraj^ed by treachery 
within She instinctively knew^, it may be, that some sinister or evil po- 
tency w^as now striving to pass her barriers, noi W'ould she decline the 
contest So Alice put w'oman’s might against man’s might, a match not 
often equal on the part of wmman 

Her kther meanwhile had turned away, and seemed absorbed m the 
contemplation of a lanscapee by Claude, wdiere a shadowy and sun- 
streaked vista penetrated so remotely into an ancient wood, that it would 
have been no wonder if his fancy had lost itself in the picture’s bewilder- 
ing depths But, m truth, the picture w^as no more to him at that moment 
than the blank wall against which it hung His mind was haunted wuth 
the many and strange tales which he had heard, attributing mysterious if 
not supernatural endowments to these Maules, as well the grandson here 
present as his two immediate ancestors Mr Pyncheon’s long residence 
abroad, and intercourse with men of wit and fashion, courtiers, world- 
lings, and free-thinkers, had done much towards obliterating the grim 
Puritan superstitions, which no man of New England birth at that early 
period could entirely escape But, on the other hand, had not a wdiole 
community believed Maule’s grandfather to be a wizard? Had not the 
crime been proved? Had not the wizard died for it? Had he not be- 
queathed a legacy of hatred against the Pyncheons to this only grandson, 
who, as it appeared, was now about to exercise a subtle influence over the 
daughter of his enemy’s house? Might not this influence be the same that 
was called witchcraft? 

Turning half around, he caught a glimpse of Maule’s figure in the look- 
ing-glass At some paces from Alice, with his arms uplifted in the air, the 
carpenter made a gesture as if directing downward a slow, ponderous, and 
invisible weight upon the maiden 

“Stay, Maule I” exclaimed Mr Pyncheon, stepping forward “I forbid 
your proceeding further' ” 

“Pray, my dear father, do not interrupt the young man,” said Alice, 
without changing her position “His efforts, I assure you, will prove very 
harmless ” 

Again Mr P3mcheon turned his eyes towards the Claude It was then 
his daughter’s will, in opposition to his own, that the experiment should 
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be fully tried Henceforth, therefore, he did but consent, not urge it And 
was It not for hei sake far more than for his own that he desired its suc- 
cess? That lost parchment once lestored, the beautiful Alice Pyncheon, 
With the rich dowTy which he could then bestow, might w'cd an English 
duke or a German reigmng-prmce, instead of some Kcw’ England clergy- 
man or lawyei > At the thought, the ambitious fathei almost consented, in 
his heart, that, if the devil’s power w’ere needed to the accomplishment of 
this great object, Maule might evoke him Alice’s ow n purity w ould be her 
safeguaid 

With his mind full of imaginary magnificence, hir Pyncheon heard a 
half-uttered exclamation from his daughter It was very faint and low , so 
indistinct that there seemed but half a will to shape out the words, and 
too undefined a purport to be intelligible Yet it was a call for help' 
his conscience never doubted it, and, little more than a whisper to his 
ear, it was a dismal shriek, and long reechoed so, in the region round his 
heart' But this time the father did not turn 
After a fuither interval, hlaulc spoke 
“Behold your daughter' ” said he 

Mr Pyncheon came hastily forw’ard The carpenter was standing erect 
in front of Alice’s chair, and pointing his finger towards the maiden with 
an expression of tiiumphant power the limits of which could not be de- 
fined, as, indeed, its scope stretched vaguely towards the unseen and the 
infinite Alice sat m an attitude of piofound repose, with the long browai 
lashes dioopmg over her eyes 

“There she is ' ” said the carpenter “Speak to her ' ” 

“Alice' My daughter'” exclaimed Mr Pyncheon “M}’’ own Alice ' ” 

She did not stir 

“Louder ' ” said Maule, smiling 

“Alice' Awake'” cried her father “It troubles me to see you thus! 
Awake' ” 

He spoke loudly, with terror in his voice, and close to that delicate ear 
which had always been so sensitive to every discord But the sound evi- 
dently reached hei not It is indescribable w'hat a sense of remote, dim, 
unattainable distance, betwixt himself and Alice, was impressed on the 
father by this impossibility of reachmg her witli his voice 

“Best touch her'” Said Matthew Maule “Shake the girl, and loughly 
too' My hands aie hardened with too much use of axe, saw, and plane, 
else I might help you ' ” 

IMr Pyncheon took her hand, and pressed it wuth the earnestness of 
startled emotion He kissed her, with so great a heart-throb in the kiss, 
that he thought she must needs feel it Then, in a gust of anger at her in- 
•sensibility, he shook her maiden form with a violence w^hich, the next mo- 
ment, it affrighted him to remember He withdrew his encircling aims, 
and Alice whose figure, though flexible, had been wholly impassive 
relapsed into the same attitude as before these attempts to arouse her 
Maule having shifted his position, her face was turned towards him 
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slightly, but with what seemed to be a reference of her very slumber to 
his guidance 

Then it was a strange sight to behold how the man of conventionalities 
shook the powder out of his periwig, how the reserved and stately gentle- 
man forgot his dignity, how the gold-embroidered waistcoat flickered and 
glistened m the firelight with the convulsion of rage, terror, and sorrow in 
the human heart that was beating under it 

‘'Villain'” cried Mr Pyncheon, shaking his clenched fist at Maule 
“You and the fiend together have robbed me of my daughter' Give her 
back, spawn of the old wizard, or you shall climb Gallows Hill in your 
grandfather’s footsteps ' ” 

“Softly, Mr P3mcheon'” said the carpenter, with scornful composure. 
“Softly, an it please your worship, else you will spoil those rich lace ruffles 
,at your wrists' Is it my crime if you have sold your daughter for the mere 
hope of getting a sheet of yellow parchment into your clutch? There sits 
Mistress Alice quietly asleep' Now let Matthew Maule try whether she 
be as proud as the carpenter found her awhile since ” 

He spoke, and Alice responded, with a soft, subdued, inward acqui- 
escence, and a bending of her form towards him, like the flame of a torch 
when it indicates a gentle draught of air He beckoned with his hand, and, 
rising from her chan, blindly, but undoubtmgly, as tending to her sure 
and inevitable centre, the proud Alice approached him He waved hei 
back, and, retreating, Alice sank again into her seat 

“She IS mine' ” said Matthew Maule “Mine, by the right of the strong- 
est spirit'” 

In the further progress of the legend, there is a long, grotesque, and oc- 
casionally awe-stnking account of the carpenter’s incantations (if so they 
are to be called) , with a view of discovering the lost document It appears 
to have been his object to convert the mind of Alice into a kmd of teles- 
copic medium, through which Mr Pyncheon and himself might obtain a 
glimpse into the spiritual world He succeeded, accordingly, m holding an 
impel feet sort of intercourse, at one remove, with the departed person- 
ages, in whose custody the so much valued secret had been carried be- 
yond the precincts of earth During her trance, Alice described three fig- 
ures as being present to her spiritualized perception One was an aged, 
dignified, stern-looking gentleman, clad as for a solemn festival in grave 
and costly attire, but with a gieat bloodstain on his richly wrought band, 
the second, an aged man, meanly dressed, with a dark and malign coun- 
tenance, and a broken halter about his neck, the third, a person not so' 
advanced in life as the former two, but beyond the middle age, wearing a 
coarse woollen tunic and leather breeches, and with a carpenter’s rule 
sticking out of his side pocket These three visionary characters possessed 
a mutual knowledge of the missing document One of them, in truth, it 
was he with the blood-stain on his band, seemed, unless his gestures 
Mere misunderstood, to hold the parchment to his immediate keeping, but 
was prevented, by his two partners in the mystery, from disburdening 
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himself of the trust Finally, when he showed a purpose of shouting forth 
the secret, loudly enough to be heard from his own sphere into that of 
mortals, his companions struggled wuth him, and pressed their hands o\er 
his mouth , and forthwith whether that he were choked by it, or that the 
secret itself was of a crimson hue there was a fresh flow of blood upon 
his band Upon this, the two meanly dressed figures mocked and jeered at 
the much-abashed old dignitary, and pointed their fingers at the stain 
At this juncture, Maule turned to Mr Pyncheon 
‘Ut will never be allowed,’’ said he “The custody of this secret, that 
v/ould so enrich his heirs, makes part of your grandfather’s retribution 
He must choke with it until it is no longer of any value And keep you 
the House of the Seven Gables ' It is too dear bought an inheritance, and 
too heavy with the curse upon it, to be shifted yet awhile from the Col- 
onel’s posterity' ” 

Mr Pyncheon tried to spealc, but what with fear and passion could 
make only a guiglmg murmur in his throat The carpenter smiled 
“Aha, worshipful sir' so you have old Maule’s blood to drink' ” said 
he, jeeringly 

“Fiend in man’s shape' why dost thou keep dominion over my child?” 
cried Mr Pyncheon, when his choked utterance could make wmy “Give 
me back by daughter ' Then go thy ways , and may we never meet again ' ” 
“Your daughter'” said Matthew Maule “Why, she is fairly mine' 
Kevertheless, not to be too hard with fair Mistress Alice, I will leave her 
in your keeping , but I do not warrant you that she shall never have oc- 
casion to rememlDer Maule, the carpenter ” 

He waved his hands with an upward motion, and, after a few repeti- 
tions of similar gestures, the beautiful Alice Pyncheon awoke from her 
strange trance She awoke, without the slightest recollection of her vision- 
ary experience , but as one losing herself in a momentary reverie, and re- 
turning to the consciousness of actual life, in almost as brief an interval 
as the down-sinking flame of the hearth should quiver again up the chim- 
ney On recognizing Matthew Maule, she assumed an air of somewhat 
cold but gentle dignity, the rather, as there was a certain peculiar smile 
on the carpenter’s visage that stirred the native pride of the fair Alice So 
ended, for that time, the quest for the lost title-deed of the Pyncheon ter- 
ritory at the Eastward, nor, though often subsequently renewed, has it 
ev^ yet befallen a Pyncheon to set his eye upon that parchment 

But, alas for the beautiful, the gentle, yet too haughty Alice ' A power 
that she little dreamed of had laid its grasp upon her maiden soul A will, 
most unlike her own, constrained her to do its grotesque and fantastic 
bidding Her father, as it proved, had martyred his poor child to an in- 
ordmate desire for measuring his land by miles instead of acres And, 
therefore, while Alice Pyncheon lived, she was Maule’s slave, in a bond- 
age more humiliating, a thousand-fold, than that which binds its chain 
around the body Seated by his humble fireside, Maule had but to wave 
his hand , and, wherever the proud lady chanced to be, whether in her 
chamber, or entertaining her father’s stately guests, or worshipping at 
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church, whatever her place or occupation, her spirit passed from be- 
neath her own control, and bowed itself to Maule “Alice, laugh'” the 
carpenter, beside his hearth, Avould say, or perhaps intensely will it, with- 
out a spoken word And, even were it prayer-time, or at a funeral, Alice 
must break into wild laughter “Alice, be sad ' ” and, at the instant, down 
would come her tears, quenching all the mirth of those around her like 
sudden ram upon a bonfire “Alice, dance ' ” and dance she would, not in 
such court-like measures as she had learned abroad, but some high-paced 
Jig, or hop-skip ngadoon, befitting the brisk lasses at a rustic merry-mak- 
ing It seemed to be Maule’s impulse, not to rum Alice, nor to visit her 
with any black or gigantic mischief, which would have crowned her sor- 
rows with the grace of tragedy, but to wreak a low, ungenerous scorn upon 
her Thus all the dignity of life was lost She felt herself too much abased, 
and longed to change natures with some worm' 

One evening, at a bridal-party (but not her own, for, so lost from self- 
control, she would have deemed it sin to marry), poor Alice was beck- 
oned forth by her unseen despot, and constrained, in her gossamer white 
dress and satin slippers, to hasten along the street to the mean dwelling 
of a laboring-man. There was laughter and good cheer within , for Mat- 
thew Maule, that night, was to wed the laborer’s daughter, and had sum- 
moned proud Alice P3mcheon to wait upon his bride And so she did , and 
when the twain -were one, Alice awoke out of her enchanted sleep Yet, no 
longer proud, humbly, and with a smile all steeped in sadness, she 
kissed Maule’s wife, and went her way It was an inclement night, the 
southeast wind drove the mingled snow and ram into her thinly sheltered 
bosom, her satin slippers were wet through and through, as she trod the 
muddy sidewalks The next day a cold, soon, a settled cough, anon, a 
hectic cheek, a wasted form, that sat beside the harpsichord, and filled 
the house with music' Music, m which a strain of the heavenly choristers 
was echoed' Oh, joy' For Alice had borne her last humiliation' Oh, great- 
er joy' For Alice was penitent of her one earthly sin, and proud no more' 
The Pyncheons made a great funeral for Alice The kith and km were 
there, and the whole respectability of the town besides But, last m the 
procession, came Matthew Maule, gnashing his teeth, as if he would have 
bitten his own heart m twain, the darkest and wofullest man that ever 
walked behind a corpse' He meant to humble ^Iice, not to kill her, but 
he had taken a woman’s delicate soul into his rude gripe, to play with 
and she was dead ' 


XIV 

* Phcebe’s Good-bye 

Holgrave, plunging into his tale with the energy and absorption natural 
to a young author, had given a good deal of action to the parts capable of 
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being developed and e-^emplified m that manner He now observed that a 
certain remarkable drowsiness (wholly unlike that with which the reader 
possibly feels himself affected) had been flung over the senses of his 
auditress It was the effect, unquestionably, of the mystic gesticulations 
by which he had sought to bring bodily before Phmbe’s perception the fig- 
ure of the mesmerizing caipenter With the lids drooping over her eyes, 
now lifted for an instant, and drawn dovn again as with leaden weights, 
she leaned slightly towards him, and seemed almost to regulate her 
breath by his Holgrave gazed at her, as he rolled up his manuscript, and 
recognized an incipient stage of that curious psychological condition, 
which, as he had himself told Phoebe, he possessed more than an ordinary 
faculty of producing A veil was beginning to be muffled about her, in 
which she could behold only him, and live only m his thoughts and emo- 
tions His glance, as he fastened it on the young girl, grew involuntarily 
more concentiated, in Ins attitude there was the consciousness of power, 
investing his hardly mature figure with a dignity that did nof belong to 
its physical manifestation It was evident, that, with but one wave of his 
hand and a corresponding effort of his will, he could complete his mastery 
over Phoebe’s yet free and virgin spirit he could establish an influence 
over this good, pure, and simple child, as dangerous, and perhaps as disas- 
trous, as that which the carpenter of his legend had acquired and exer- 
cised over the ill-fate'd Alice 

To a disposition like Holgrave’s, at once speculative and active, there is 
no temptation so great as the opportunity of acquiring empire over the 
human spirit , nor any idea more seductive to a young man than to be- 
come the arbiter of a young gill’s destiny Let us, therefore,- whatever 
his defects of nature and education, and in spite of his scorn for creeds 
and institutions, concede to the daguerreotypist the rare and high qual- 
ity of reverence for another’s individuality Let us allow him integrity, 
also, forever after to be confided in, since he foibade himself to twine that 
one link more which might have rendered his spell over Phoebe indis- 
soluble 

He made a slight gesture upward with his hand 

“You really mortify me, my dear Miss Phoebe ' ” he exclaimed, smiling 
half-sarcastically at her “My poor story it is but too evident, will never 
do for Godey or Graham i Only think of your falling asleep at what I 
hoped the newspapei critics would pronounce a most brilliant, powerful, 
imaginative, pathetic, and original winding up' Well, the manuscript 
must serve to light lamps with, if, indeed, being so imbued with my 
gentle dulness, it is any longer capable of flame ' ” 

Me asleep' How can you say so^” answered Phoebe, as unconscious of 
the crisis through which she had passed as an infant of the precipice to 
the verge of which it has rolled “No, no! I consider myself as having 
been very attentive, and, though I don’t remember the incidents quite 
distinctly, yet I have an impression of a vast deal of trouble and calamity, 
so, no doubt, the story will prove exceedingly attractive ” 

By this time the sun had gone down, and was tinting the clouds towards 
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the zenith with those bright hues which are not seen there until some time 
aftei sunset, and when the horizon has quite lost its richer brilliancy The 
moon, too, which had long been climbing overhead, and unobtrusively 
melting its disk into the azure, like an ambitious demagogue, who hides 
his aspiring purpose by assuming the pievalent hue of popular sentiment, 
now began to shine out, broad and oval, in its middle pathway These 
silvery beams were already powerful enough to change the character of 
the lingering daylight They softened and embellished the aspect of the 
old house, although the shadows fell deeper into the angles of its many 
gables, and lay brooding under the projecting story, and within the half- 
open door With the lapse of every moment, the garden grew more pic- 
turesque, the fruit-trees, shrubbery, and flower-bushes had a dark ob- 
scurity among them The commonplace characteristics which, at noon- 
tide, it seemed to have talcen a century of sordid life to accumulate were 
now transfigured by a charm of romance A hundred mysterious years 
were whispering among the leaves, whenever the slight sea-breeze found 
its way thither and stirred them Through the foliage that roofed the little 
summer-house the moonlight flickered to and fro, and fell silver}’- white 
on the dark floor, the table, and the circular bench, with a continual shift 
and play, according as the chinks and wayward crevices among the twigs 
admitted or shut out the glimmer 

So sweetly cool was the atmosphere, after all the feverish day, that the 
summer eve might be fancied as sprinkling dews and liquid moonlight, 
with a dash of icy temper in them, out of a silver vase Here and there, a 
few drops of this freshness were scattered on a human heart, and gave it 
youth again, and sympathy with the eternal youth of nature The artist 
chanced to be one on Whom the reviving influence fell It made him feel 
what he sometimes almost forgot, thrust so early as he had been into the 
rude struggle of man with man how youthful he still was 

‘Tt seems to me,” he observed, “that I never watched the coming of so 
beautiful an eve, and never felt anything so very much like happiness as 
at this moment After all, what a good woild we live in' How good, and 
beautiful ' How young it is, too, with nothing really rotten or age-worn in 
it' This old house, for example, which sometimes has positively oppressed 
my breath \Mth its smell of decaying timber' And this garden, where the 
black mould always clings to my spade, as"^ if I were a sexton delving m a 
graveyard ' Could I keep the feeling that now possesses me, the garden 
would every day be virgin soil, with the earth’s first freshness in the flavor 
of Its beans and squashes, and the house' it would be like a bower m 
Eden, blossoming vnth the earliest roses that God ever made Moonlight, 
and the sentiment in man’s heart responsive to it, are the greatest of 
renovators and reformers And all other reform and renovation, I suppose, 
will prove to be no better than moonshine ' ” 

“I have been happier than I am now, at least, much gayer,” said 
Phmbe, thoughtfully “Yet I am sensible of a great charm m this bright- 
ening moonlight, and I love to watch how the day, tired as it is lags away 
reluctantly, and hates to be called 3’^esterday so soon I never cared much 
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about moonlight before What is there, I wonder, so beautiful m it, to- 
night?” 

“And you have never felt it before?” inquired the artist, looking earn- 
estly at the girl through the twilight 

“Never,” answered Phoebe, “and life does not look the same, now that 
I have felt it so It seems as if I had looked at everything, hitherto, in 
broad daylight, or else m the ruddy light of a cheerful fire, glimmering 
and dancing through a room Ah, poor me!” she added, with a half-mel- 
ancholy laugh “I shall never be so merry as before T knew Cousin Hep- 
zibah and pool Cousin Cliff oid I have grown a great deal older, in this 
little time Older, and, I hope, wiser, and, not exactly sadder, but, cer- 
tainly, with not half so much lightness in my spirits' I have given them 
my sunshine, and have been glad to give it, but, of course, I cannot both 
give and keep it They are welcome, notwithstanding! ” 

“You have lost nothing, Phoebe, worth keeping, nor ^^hlch it was pos- 
sible to keep,” said Holgrave, after a pause “Our first youth is of no 
value , for we are never conscious of it until after it is gone But sometimes 
always, I suspect, unless one is exceedingly unfortunate there comes a 
sense of second youth, gushing out of the heart’s joy at being in love, or, 
possibly. It may come to crown some other grand festival in life, if any 
other such there be This bemoaning of one’s ^elf (as you do now) over 
the first, careless, shallow gayety of youth departed, and this profound 
happiness at youth regained, so much deeper and richer than that we 
lost, are essential to the soul’s development In some cases, the tvo 
states come almost simultaneously, and mingle the sadness and the rap- 
ture in one mysterious emotion ” 

“I hardly think I understand you,” said Phoebe 

“No wonder,” replied Holgrave, smiling, “for I have told you a secret 
which I hardly began to know befoie I found myself giving it utterance 
Remember it, however, and when the truth becomes clear to you, then 
think of this moonlight scene ' ” 

“It is entirely moonlight now, except only a little flush of faint crim- 
son, upward from the west, between those buildings,” remarked Phoebe 
“I must go in Cousin Hepzibah is not quick at figures, and will give her- 
self a headache over the day’s accounts, unless I help her ” 

But Holgrave detained her a little longer 

“Miss Hepzibah tells me,” observed he, “that you return to the country 
in a few days ” 

“Yes, but only for a little while,” answered Phoebe, “for I look upon 
this as my present home I go to make a few arrangements, and to take a 
more deliberate leave of my mother and friends It is pleasant to live 
where one is much desired and very useful , and I think I may have the 
satisfaction of feeling myself so here ” 

“You surely may, and more than you imagine,” said the artist “What- 
ever health, comfort, and natural life exists in the house, is embodied in 
your person These blessings came along with you, and will vanish when 
you leave the threshold Miss Hepzibah, by secluding herself from society, 
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has lost all true relation mth it, and is, in fact, dead , although she gal- 
vanizes heiself into a semblance of life, and stands behind her counter, 
afflicting the world amUi a gieat^^-to-be-deprecated scowl Your pool 
cousin Clifford is another dead and long-buried person, on vhom the gov- 
ernor and council have \\ rought a necromantic miracle I should not won- 
der if he vere to crumble away, some morning, after 3mu are gone, and 
nothing be seen of him more, except a heap of dust !^Iiss Hepzibah, at 
any rate, will lose what little flexibiht}'^ she has They both exist b}'- j^ou ” 
“I should be verj’’ soiry to think so,” answeied Phcebe, gravely ‘‘But it 
is tiue that my small abilities were precisely vhat they needed, and I 
have a real interest in their welfare, an odd kind of motheily sentiment, 
wfflich I wish 3^ou W'ould not laugh at* And let me tell you fiankl3'^, Mr 
Holgrave, I am sometimes puzzled to know w’hether you wash tliem well 
or ill ” 

“Undoubtedl3'’,” said the daguerreotypist, “I do feel an inteiest in this 
antiquated, povert3'’-stricken old maiden lady, and this degraded and 
shattered gentleman, this abortive lover of the beautiful A kindly in- 
terest, too, helpless old childien that they are! But you have no concep- 
tion wfflat a different kind of heart mine is from your owm It is not my 
impulse, as regards these tw'O individuals, eithei to help or hinder, but to 
look on, to analyze, to explain matteis to myself, and to comprehend the 
drama wfflich, for almost two hundred years, has been dragging its slow 
length over the ground where you and I now tread If permitted to witness 
the close, I doubt not to derive a moral satisfaction fiom it, go matters 
how they may There is a conviction wuthin me that the end draw's nigh 
But, though Providence sent you hither to help, and sends me only as a 
privileged and meet spectator, I pledge myself to lend these unfortunate 
beings whatever aid I can ! ” 

“I wish you would spealc more plainly,” cried Phoebe, perplexed and 
displeased , “and, above all, that you would feel more like a Christian and 
a human being* How is it possible to see people m distiess, without de- 
siring, more than anything else, to help and comfort them? You talk as if 
this old house were a theatre, and you seem to look at Hepzibah ’s and 
Clifford’s misfortunes, and those of generations before them, as a tragedy, 
such as I have seen acted in the hall of a country hotel, only the present 
one appears to be played exclusively for your amusement I do not like 
this The play costs the pei formers too much, and the audience is too 
cold-hearted ” 

“You are severe,” said Holgrave, compelled to lecogmze a degree of 
truth in this piquant sketch of his ow'n mood 

“And then,” continued Phoebe, “what can you mean by your convic- 
tion, which you tell me of, that the end is drawing near? Do you know of 
any new trouble hanging over my poor relatives? If so, tell me at once, 
and I will not leave them * ” 

“Forgive me, Phoebe*” said the daguerreotypist, holding out his hand, 
to which the girl was constrained to yield her own “I am somewhat of a 
mystic, it must be confessed The tendency is in my blood, together with 
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the faculty of mesmerism, which might have brought me to Gallows Hill, 
m the good old times of witchciaft Believe me, if I vere really aware of 
any secret, the disclosuie of which would benefit your friends,- who are 
my own friends, likewise, you should learn it before we pai t But I have 
no such knowledge ” 

“You hold something back! ” said Phoebe 

“Nothing, no secrets but my own,” answered Holgiave “I can per- 
ceive, indeed, that Judge Pyncheon still keeps his eye on Clifford, m 
whose rum he had so large a share His motives and intentions, hovever,' 
are a mystery to me He is a determined and relentless man, w ith the gen- 
uine character of an inquisitor, and had he any object to gain by putting 
Clifford to the rack, I verily believe that he would wrench his joints from 
then sockets, m order to accomplish it But, so w'ealthy and eminent as he 
IS, so poweiful in his owm strength, and m the support of society on all 
sides, what can Judge Pyncheon have to hope or fear from the imbecile, 
branded, half-torpid Clifford^” 

“Yet,” uiged Phoebe, “you did speak as if misfortune were impending’ ” 

“Oh, that was because I am morbid ' ” replied the artist “My mind has 
a twist aside, like almost everybody’s mind, except your owm Moreover, 
it IS so strange to find myself an inmate of this old Pyncheon House, and 
sitting in this old garden (hark, how Maule’s well is murmuring') 
that, were it only for this one circumstance, I cannot help fancying that 
Destiny is arranging its fifth act for a catastrophe ” 

“There'” cried Phoebe with renew^ed vexation, for she was by nature 
as hostile to mystery as the sunshine to a dark corner “You puzzle me 
more than ever' ” 

“Then let us part friends'” said Holgrave, piessing her hand “Or, if 
not friends, let us part before you entiiely hate me You, who love eveiy- 
body else m the world' ” 

“Good-by, then,” said Phoebe, frankly “I do not mean to be angry a 
great while, and should be soriy to have you think so There has Cousin 
Hepzibah been standing m the shadow of the doorway, this quaiter of an 
hour past' She thinks I stay too long in the damp garden So, good-night, 
and good-by' ” 

On the second morning thereafter, Phoebe might have been seen, m her 
straw bonnet, with a shawl on one arm and a little carpet-bag on the other, 
bidding adieu to Hepzibah and Cousin Cliff oid She was to take a seat in 
the next tram of cars, which would transport her to within half a dozen 
miles of her country village 

The tears were m Phoebe’s eyes , a smile, dewy with affectionate regret, 
was glimmering around her pleasant mouth She wondered how it came 
to pass, that her life of a few weeks, here in this heavy-hearted old man- 
sion, had taken such hold of her, and so melted into her associations, as 
now to seem a more important centre-point of remembrance than all 
which had gone before How had Hepzibah grim, silent, and inespon- 
sive to her overflow of cordial sentiment contrived to win so much love? 
And Clifford, in his abortive decay, with the mystery of fearful crime 
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upon him, and the close prison-atmosphere yet lurking in his breath, 
how had he transformed himself into the simplest child, whom Phoebe 
felt bound to watch over, and be, as it were, the providence of his uncon- 
sidered houis' Everything, at that mstant of farewell, stood out promin- 
ently to her view Look where she would, lay her hand on what she might, 
the object responded fo her consciousness, as if a moist human heart were 
in it 

She peeped from the window into the garden, and felt herself more re- 
gretful at leaving this spot of blade earth, vitiated with such an age-long 
growth of weeds, than joyful at the idea of again scenting her pine for- 
ests and fresh clover-fields She called Chanticleer, his two wives, and 
the venerable chicken, and threw them some crumbs of bread from the 
breakfast-table These being hastily gobbled up, the chicken spread its 
wings, and alighted close by Phoebe on the wmdow-sill, wheie it looked 
gravely into her face and vented its emotions in a croak Phoebe bade it 
be a good old chicken during her absence, and promised to bring it a little 
bag of buckwheat 

“Ah, Phoebe'” remarked Hepzibah, “you do not smile so naturally as 
when you came to us' Then, the smile chose to shine out, now, you 
choose it should It is well that you are going back, for a little while, into 
your native air There has been too much weight' on your spirits The 
house is too gloomy and lonesome, the shop is full of vexations, and as 
for me, I have no faculty of making things look brighter than they are. 
Dear Clifford has been your only comfort' ” 

“Come hither, Phoebe,” suddenly cried her cousin Clifford, who had 
said very little all the morning “Close' closer' and look me in the 
face'” 

Phoebe put one of her small hands on each elbow of his chan, and 
leaned her face towards him, so that he might peruse it as carefully as he 
would It IS probable that the latent emotions of this parting houi had 
revived, in some degree, his bedimmed and enfeebled faculties At any 
rate, Phoebe soon felt that, if not the profound insight of a seer, yet a 
more than feminine delicacy of appreciation, was making her heart the 
subject of its regard A moment before, she had knoivn nothing which she 
would have sought to hide Now, as if some seciet were hinted to her own 
consciousness through the medium of another’s perception, she was fain 
to let her eyelids droop beneath Clifford’s gaze A blush, too, the red- 
der, because she strove hard to keep it down, ascended higher and 
higher, in a tide of fitful progress, until even her brow was all suffused 
with it 

“It IS enough, Phoebe,” said Clifford, with a melancholy smile “lAdien I 
first saw you, you were the prettiest little maiden in the world, and now 
you have deepened into beauty' Girlhood has passed into womanhood, 
the bud IS abloom' Go, now' I feel lonelier than I did ” 

Phoebe took leave of the desolate couple, and passed through the shop, 
twinkling her eyelids to shake off a dew-drop, for considering how brief 
her absence was to be, and therefore the folly of being cast down about it 
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she would not so far acknowledge her tears as to dry them with her 
handkerchief On the doorstep, she met the little urchin whose marvellous 
feats of gastronomy have been recorded in the earlier pages of our nar- 
rative She took from the window some specimen or other of natural his- 
tory, her eyes being too dim with moisture to inform her accurately 
whether it was a rabbit or a hippopotamus, put it into the child’s hand, 
as a parting gift, and went her way Old Uncle Venner was just coming 
out of his door, mth a wood-horse and saw on his shoulder, and, trudging 
along the street, he scrupled not to keep company w'lth Phoebe, so far as 
their paths lay together, nor, in spite of his patched coat and rusty 
beaver, and the curious fashion of his tow'-cloth trousers, could she find it 
in her heart to outwalk him 

“We shall miss you, next Sabbath afternoon,” observed the street phil- 
osophei “It IS unaccountable how little w'hile it takes some folks to grow 
just as natural to a man as his owm breath, and, begging your pardon. 
Miss Phoebe (though there can be no offence m an old man’s saying it), 
that’s just what you’ve grown to me! My years have been a great many, 
and your life is but just beginning , and yet, you are somehow as familiar 
to me as if I had found you at my mother’s door, and you had blossomed, 
like a running vine, all along my patlway since Come back soon, or I 
shall be gone to my farm, for I begin to find these wnod-sawing jobs a 
little too tough for my back-ache ” 

. “Verysoon, Uncle Venner,” lephedPhccbe 

“And let it be all the sooner, Phoebe, for the sake of those poor souls 
yonder,” continued her companion “They can never do wntliout you, 
now, never, Phcebe, never' no more than if one of God’s angels had 
been living with them, and making their dismal house pleasant and com- 
fortable 1 Don’t it seem to you they’d be in a sad case, if, some pleasant 
summer morning like this, the angel should spread his wungs, and fly to 
the place he came from? Well, just so they feel,' now that you’re going 
home by the railroad' They can’t bear it. Miss Phcebe, so be sure to come 
back'” 


I am no angel. Uncle Venner,” said Phcebe, smiling, as she offered him 
her hand at the street-corner “But, I suppose, people never feel so much 
like angels as when they are doing what little good they may So I shall 
certainly come back ' ” 


Thus parted the old man and the rosy girl, and Phoebe took the wings 
of the morning, and was soon flitting almost as rapidly away as if en- 
dowed with the aerial locomotion of the angels to whom Uncle Venner 
had so graciously compared her 
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XV 

The Scowl and Smile 

Several days passed over the Seven Gables, heavily and drearily enough 
In fact (not to attribute the whole gloom of sky and earth to the one in- 
auspicious circumstance of Phoebe’s departure), an easterly stoim had 
set in, and mdefatigably applied itself to the task of making the black 
roof and walls of the old house look more cheerless than ever before Yet 
was the outside not half so cheerless as the interior Poor Clifford was cut 
off, at once, from all his scanty resources of enjoyment Phoebe was not 
there, nor did the sunshine fall upon the floor The garden, with its mud- 
dy walks, and the chill, dripping foliage of its summer-house, was an 
image to be shuddered at Nothing flourished m the cold, moist, pitiless 
atmosphere, drifting with the brackish scud of sea-breezes, except the 
moss along the joints of the shingle-roof, and the great bunch of weeds, 
that had lately been suffering from drought, m the angle between the two 
front gables 

As for Hepzibah, she seemed not merely possessed with the east wind, 
but to be, in her very person, only another phase of this gray and sullen 
spell of weather, the east wind itself, grim and disconsolate, m a rust> 
black silk gown, and with a turban of cloud-wreaths on its head The cus' 
tom of the shop fell off, because a story got abroad that she soured her 
small beer and other damageable commodities, by scowling on them It is, 
perhaps, true that the public had something reasonably to complain of in 
her deportment, but towaids Clifford she was neither ill-tempered nor 
unkind, nor felt less warmth of heart than always, had it been possible to 
make it reach him The inutility of her best efforts, however, palsied the 
poor old gentlewoman She could do little else than sit silently in a cor- 
ner of the room, when the wet pear-tree branches, sweeping across the 
small windows, created a noon-day dusk, which Hepzibah unconsciously 
darkened with her woe-begone aspect It was no fault of Hepzibah ’s 
Everything even the old chairs and tables, that had kno\\m what weath- 
er was for three or four such lifetimes as her own looked as damp and 
chill as if the present were their worst experience The picture of the 
Puritan Colonel shivered on the wall The house itself shivered, from 
ever}’- attic of its seven gables, down to the great kitchen fireplace, which 
served all the better as an emblem of the mansion’s heart, because, 
though built for warmth, it was now so comfortless and empty 

Hepzibah attempted to enliven matters by a fire m the parlor But the 
storm-demon kept watch above, and, whenever a flame was kindled, 
drove the smoke back again, choking the chimney’s sooty throat with its 
ovn breath Nevertheless, during four days of this miserable storm, Clif- 
ford wrapt himself in an old cloak, and occupied his customary chair On 
the morning of the fifth, when summoned to breakfast, he responded only 
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by a broken-hearted murmur, expressive of a determination not to leave 
his bed His sister made no attempt to change his puipose In fact, en- 
tirely as she loved him, Hepzibah could hardly have borne any longer 
the wretched duty so impracticable by her few and rigid faculties of 
seeking pastime for a still sensitive, but luined mind, critical and fastid- 
ious, without force or volition It vas, at least, something shoit of positive 
despair, that, to-day, she might sit shiveiing alone, and not suffer con- 
tinually a new brief, and unreasonable pang of remorse, at every fitful 
sigh of her fellow-sufferei 

- But Clifford, it seemed, though he did not make his appearance below 
stairs, had, after all, bestirred himself in quest of amusement In the 
course of the forenoon, Hepzibah heard a note of music, vhich (there be- 
ing no other tuneful contiivance m the House of the Seven Gables) she 
knew must proceed from Alice Pjmcheon’s harpsichotd She was aware 
that Clifford, m his youth, had possessed a cultivated taste for music, 
and a considerable degree of skill m its practice It was difficult, howe\er, 
to conceive of his retaining an accomplishment to which dailj' exercise is 
so essential, m the measure indicated by the sweet, airy, and delicate, 
though most melancholy strain, that now stole upon her ear Nor w^as it 
less marvellous that the long-silent instrument should be capable of so 
much melody Hepzibah involuntarily thought of the ghostly harmonies, 
prelusive of death in the family, wbich were attributed to the legendary 
Alice But it w^as, perhaps, proof of the agency of other than spiritual fin- 
gers, that, after a few touches, the chords seemed to snap asunder with 
their own vibrations, and the music ceased 

But a harsher sound succeeded to the mysterious notes, nor was the 
easterly day fated to pass without an event sufficient in itself to poison, 
for Hepzibah and Clifford, the balmiest air that ever brought the hum- 
ming-birds along with it The final echoes of Alice Pyncheon’s perform- 
ance (or Clifford’s, if his w'e must consider it) w^ere driven away by no 
less vulgar a dissonance than the ringing of the shop-bell A foot w'as 
heard scraping itself on the threshold, and thence somewdiat ponderously 
stepping on the floor Hepzibah delayed a moment, w'hile muffling herself 
in a faded shawl, which had been her defensive armor m a forty years’ 
warfare against the east wind A characteristic sound, however, neither 
a cough nor a hem, but a kind of rumbling and reverberating spasm in 
somebody’s capacious depth of chest, impelled her to hurry forward, 
with that aspect of fierce faint-heartedness so common to women in cases 
of perilous emergency Few of her sex, on such occasions, have ever 
looked so terible as our poor scowling Hepzibah But the visitor quietly 
closed the shop-door behind him, stood up his umbrella against the 
counter, and turned a visage of composed benignity, to meet the alarm 
and anger which his appearance had excited 

Hepzibah’s presentiment had not deceived her It was no other than 
Judge Pyncheon, who, after in vain trying the front door, had now 
effected his entrance into the shop. 
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“How do you do, Cousm Hepzibah? and how does this most in- 
clement weather affect our poor Clifford?” began the Judge, and won- 
derful it seemed, indeed, that the easterly storm was not put to shame, 
or, at any rate, a little mollified, by the genial benevolence of his smile 
“I could not rest without calling to ask, once more, whether I can in any 
manner promote his comfort, or your own ” 

“You can do nothing,” said Hepzibah, controlling her agitation as 
well as she could “I devote myself to Clifford He has every comfort 
which his situation admits of ” 

“But allow me to suggest, dear cousm,” rejoined the Judge, “you err, 
in all affection and kindness, no doubt, and with the very tiest inten- 
tions, but you do err, nevertheless, in keeping your brother so secluded 
Why insulate him thus from all sympathy and kindness? Clifford, alas' 
has had too much of solitude Now let him try society, the society, that 
IS to say, of kindred and old friends Let me, for instance, but see Clif- 
ford, and I will answer for the good effect of the interview ” 

“You cannot see him,” answered Hepzibah “Clifford has kept his bed 
since yesterday ” 

“What' How' Is he ill?” exclaimed Judge Pjmcheon, starting with 
what seemed to be angry alarm, for the very frown of the old Puritan 
darkened through the room as he spoke “Nay, then, I must and will see 
him' Yffiat if he should die?” 

“He IS in no danger of death,” said Hepzibah, and added, with bit- 
terness that she could repress no longer, “none , unless he shall be perse- 
cuted to death, now, by the same man who long ago attempted it ' ” 
“Cousin Hepzibah,” said the Judge, with an impressive earnestness of 
manner, which grew even to tearful pathos as he proceeded, “is it pos- 
sible that you do not perceive how unjust, how unkind, how unchris- 
tian, IS this constant, this long-contmued bitterness against me, for a 
part which I was constrained by duty and conscience, by the force of 
law, and at my own peril, to act? What did I do, m detriment to Clif- 
ford, which it was possible to leave undone? How could you, his sister, 
if, for your never-ending sorrow, as it has been for mine, you had known 
what I did, have shown greater tenderness? And do you think, cousin, 
that it had cost me no pang? that it has left no anguish in my bosom, 
from that day to this, amidst all the prosperity with which Heaven has 
blessed me? or that I do not now rejoice, when it is deemed consistent 
with the dues of public justice and the welfare of society that this dear 
kinsman, this early friend, this nature so delicately and beautifully con- 
stituted, so unfortunate, let us pronounce him, and forbear to say, so 
guilty, that our own Clifford, in fine, should be given back to life, and 
its possibilities of enjoyment? Ah, you little know^ me. Cousin Hepzibah ' 
You little know’' this heart ' It now throbs at the thought of meeting him ' 
There lives not the human being (except yourself, and you not more 
than I) who has shed so many tears for Clifford’s calamity' You behold 
some of them now There is none who w^ould so delight to promote his 
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happiness i Try me, Hepzibah ' try me, cousin ' try the man whom you 
have treated as your enemy and Clifford’s' try Jaffrey Pynclieon, and 
you shall find him true, to the heart’s core' ” 

“In the name of Heaven,” cued Hepzibah, provoked only to intenser 
indignation by this outgush of the inestimable tenderness of a stern na- 
ture, “in God’s name, whom you insult, and whose power I could al- 
most question, since he hears you uttei so man}^ false words without 
palsying your tongue, give over, I beseech you, this loathsome pretence 
of affection for your victim' You hate him' Say so, like a man' You 
cherish, at this moment, some black purpose against him in your heart! 
Speak it out, at once' or, if you hope so to promote it better, hide it till 
you can triumph in its success' But never speak again of your love for 
my poor brother' I cannot bear it' It wall drive me beyond a woman s 
decency' It will drive me mad' Forbear' Not another word' It will make 
me spurn you ' ” 

For once, Hepzibah ’s w'rath had given her courage She had spoken 
But, after all, w^as this unconquerable distrust of Judge Pyncheon’s in- 
tegrity, and this uttei denial, apparently’’, of his claim to stand in the ring 
of human sympathies, w'ere they founded m any just perception of his 
character, or merely the off-spimg of a woman’s unreasonable prejudice, 
deduced from nothing^ 

The Judge, beyond all question, w’as a man of eminent respectability. 
The church acknowledged it, the state acknowdedged it It was denied by 
nobody In all the very extensive sphere of those wdio knew him, whether 
in his public or private capacities, there W’as not an individual except 
Hepzibah, and some lawdess mystic, like the daguerreotypist, and, pos- 
sibly, a few political opponents who would have dreamed of seriously 
disputing his claim to a high and honorable place in the wmrld’s regard 
Nor (we must do him the further justice to say) did Judge Pyncheon 
himself, probably, entertain many or very frequent doubts, that his en- 
viable reputation accorded with his deserts His conscience, therefore, 
usually considered the surest witness to a man’s integrity, his con- 
science, unless it might be for the little space of five minutes in the 
twenty-four hours, or, now and then, some black day in the whole year’s 
circle, his conscience bore an accordant testimony with the wmrld’s 
laudatory voice And yet, strong as this evidence may seem to be, w’e 
should hesitate to peril our owm conscience on the assertion, that the 
Judge and the consenting w^orld Were right, and that poor Hepzibah, with 
her solitary prejudice was wrong Hidden from mankind, forgotten by 
himself, or buried so deeply under a sculptured and ornamented pile of 
ostentatious deeds that his daily life could take no note of it, there may 
have lurked some evil and unsightly thing Nay, w^e could almost venture 
to say, further, that a daily guilt might have been acted by him, con- 
tinually renewed, and reddening forth afresh, like the miraculous blood- 
stain of a murder, without his necessarily and at every moment being 
aware of it 

Men of strong minds, great force of character, and a hard texture of 
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the sensibilities, are very capable of falling into mistakes of this kind 
The}^ are ordmarily men to whom forms are of paramount importance 
Their field of action lies among tlie external phenomena of life They 
possess vast ability in grasping, and arranging, and appropriating tc 
themselves, the big, heavy, solid unrealities, such as gold, landed estate, 
offices of trust and emolument, and public honors With these materials, 
and with deeds of goodly aspect, done in the public eye, an individual of 
this class builds up, as it iiere, a tall and stately edifice, which, in the 
view of other people, and ultimately m his own view, is no othei than the 
man’s character, or the man himself Behold, therefoie, a palace' Its 
splendid halls, and suites of spacious apartments, are floored with a 
mosaic-work of costly marbles, its windows, the wdiole height of each 
room, admit the sunshine through the most transparent of plate-glass, its 
high cornices are gilded, and its ceilings gorgeously painted , and a lofty 
dome through which, from the central pavement, you may gaze up to 
the sky, as with no obstructing medium between surmounts the whole 
With what fairer and nobler emblem could any man desire to shadow 
forth his character? Ah' but in some low and obscure nook, some nar- 
row closet on the ground-floor, shut, locked and bolted, and the key flung 
away, or beneath the marble pavement, in a stagnant water-puddle, 
with the richest pattern of mosaic-work above, may he a corpse, half 
decayed, and still decaying, and diffusing its death-scent all thiough the 
palace ' The inhabitant will not be conscious of it, for it has long been his 
daily breath' Neither will the visitors, for they smell only the rich odors 
which the master sedulously scatters thiough the palace, and the incense 
which they bring, and delight to burn before him! Now and then, per- 
chance, comes m a seer, before whose sadly gifted eye the whole structure 
melts into thin air, leaving only the hidden nook, the bolted closet, witli 
the cobwebs festooned over its forgotten door, or the deadly hole under 
the pavement, and the decaying corpse within Here, then, we aie to seek 
the true emblem of the man’s character, and of the deed that gives what- 
ever reality it possesses to his life And, beneath the show of a marble 
palace, that pool of stagnant water, foul with many impurities, and, per- 
haps, tinged with blood, that secret abomination, above which, pos- 
sibly, he may say his prayers, without remembering it, is this man’s 
miserable soul' 

To apply this tram of remark somewhat more closely to Judge P3m- 
cheon We might say (without m the least imputing crime to a personage 
of his eminent respectability) that there was enough of splendid rubbish 
in his life to cover up and paralyze a more active and subtile conscience 
than the Judge was ever troubled with The purity of his judicial charac- 
ter, while on the bench , the faithfulness of his public service in subse- 
quent capacities, his devotedness to his party, and the rigid consistency 
with which he had adhered to its principles, or, at all events, kept pace 
with its organized movements, his remarkable zeal as president of a Bible 
society, his unimpeachable integrity as treasurer of a widow’s and or- 
'phan’s fund, his benefits to horticulture, by producing two much-es- 
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teemed varieties of the pear, and to agriculture, through the agency of the 
famous Pyncheon bull, the cleanliness of his moral deportment, for a 
great many years past, the seventy uith uhich he had frowned upon, and 
finally cast off, an expensive and dissipated son, delaying forgiveness un- 
til within the final quarter of an hour of the young man’s life, his pray- 
ers at morning and eventide, and graces at mcal-time, his efforts in fur- 
therance of the tempeiance cause, his confining himself, since the last 
attack of the gout, to five diuinal glasses of old sherry wine, the snowy 
whiteness of his linen, the polish of his boots, the handsomeness of his 
gold-headed cane, the square and roomy fashion of his coat, and the fine- 
ness of its material, and, in general, the studied propriety of his dress and 
equipment the sciupulousness with which he paid public notice, in the 
street, by a bow^, a lifting of the hat, a nod, or a motion ot the hand, to 
all and sundry of his acquaintances, rich or poor the smile of broad 
benevolence w'herewulh he made it a point to gladden the whole world 
what room could possibly be found for darker traits in a portrait made 
up of lineaments like these ^ This pioper face was what he beheld in the 
looking-glass This admirably arranged life was what he was conscious of 
in the progress of every day Then, might not he claim to be its result and 
sum, and say to himself and the community, “Behold Judge P3ncheon 
there”? 

And allowung that, many, many 3'ears ago, in his early and reckless 
youth, he had committed some one wrong act, or that, even now, the 
inevitable foice of ciicumstances should occasionally make him do one 
questionable deed among a thousand praiseworthy, oi, at least, blameless 
ones, w^ould you characterise the Judge by that one necessary deed, and 
that half-forgotten act, and let it oveishadow" the fair aspect of a life- 
time? What IS there so ponderous m evil, that a thumb s bigness of it 
should outweigh the mass of things not evil w'hich w'eie heaped into the 
other scale t This scale and balance system is a favorite one with people 
of Judge Pyncheon’s biotherhood A hard, cold man, thus unfortunately 
situated, seldom or nevei looking inw^ard, and resolutely taking his idea of 
himself from what purports to be his image as reflected in tlie mirror of 
public opinion, can scarcely arrive at true self-knowdedge, except through 
loss of property and reputation Sickness will not ahvaj'^s help him do it, 
not always the death-hour' 

But our affair now is with Judge Pjmcheon as he stood confronting the 
fierce outbreak of Hepzibah’s wrath Without premeditation, to her owm 
surprise, and indeed terror, she had given vent, for once, to the inveteracy 
of her resentment, cherished against this kinsman for thirty years 

Thus far the Judge’s countenance had expressed mild forbearance, 
grave and almost gentle deprecation of his cousin’s unbecoming violence, 

iree and Christian-like forgiveness of the wrong inflicted by her words 
But when those words were irrevocably spoken his look assumed stern- 
ness, the sense of power, and immitigable resolve, and this with so nat- 
ural and imperceptible a change, that it seemed as if the iron man had 
stood there from the first, and the meek man not at all The effect was 
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as when the light, vapory clouds, with dieir soft coloring, suddenly vanish 
from the stony brow of a precipitous mountain, and leave there the frown 
^^hlch 3mu at once feel to be eternal Hepzibah almost adopted the insane 
belief that it was her old Puritan ancestor, and not the modem Judge, on 
whom she had just been wreaking the bitterness of her heart Never did a 
man show stronger proof of the lineage attributed to him than Judge 
P3mcheon, at this crisis, by his unmistakable resemblance to the picture 
in the inner room 

‘‘Cousin Hepzibah,” said he, very calmly, “it is time to have done with 
this ” 

“With all my heart'” answered she “Then, why do you persecute us 
an3^ longer? Leave poor Clifford and me in peace Neither of us desires 
anything better'” 

“It IS my purpose to see Clifford before I leave this house,” continued 
the Judge “Do not act like a madwoman, Hepzibah ' I am his onl3'- friend, 
and an all-powerful one Has it never occurred to you, are you so blind 
as not to have seen, that, without not merely my consent, but my ef- 
forts, my lepresentations, the exertion of my whole influence, political, 
official, personal, Clifford would never have been what you call fiee? Did 
you think his release a triumph over me? Not so, my good cousin, not so, 
by any means' The furthest possible from that' No, but it was the ac- 
complishment of a purpose long entei tamed on my part I set him free' ” 
“You' ” answered Hepzibah “I never wall believe it' He owed his dun- 
geon to you , his freedom to God’s providence' ” 

“I set him free'” reaffirmed Judge Pyncheon, with the calmest com- 
posure “And I came hither now^ to decide w'hether he shall retain his free- 
dom It will depend upon himself For this purpose, I must see him ” 
“Never' it would drive him mad' ” exclaimed Hepzibah, but with an 
irresoluteness sufficiently perceptible to the keen eye of the Judge, for, 
without the slightest faith m his good intentions, she luiew not whether 
there was most to dread m yielding or resistance “And why should you 
wish to see this w'retched, broken maft, w^ho retains hardly a fraction of 
his intellect, and will hide even that from an eye which has no love in it^” 
“He shall see love enough m mine, if that be all ' ” said the Judge, with 
well-grounded confidence m the benignity of his aspect “But, Cousin 
Hepzibah, you confess a great deal, and very much to the purpose Now, 
listen, and I will frankly explain my reasons for insisting on this inter- 
view At the death, thirty years since, of our uncle Jaffrey, it was found, 
I know not whether the circumstance ever attracted much of your at- 
, tention, among the sadder interests that clustered round that event, but 
it was found that his visible estate, of every kind, fell far short of any 
estimate ever made of it He was supposed to be immensely rich Nobody 
doubted that he stood among the weightiest men of his day It was one 
of his eccentricities, however, and not altogether a folly, neither, to 
conceal the amount of his property by making distant and foreign invest- 
ments, perhaps under other names than his own, and by various means, 
familiar enough to capitalists, but unnecessary here to be specified By 
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Uncle Jaffiey’s last will and testament, as you are awaie, h.s entire prop- 
erty was bequeathed to me, \\ith the simple c\( option of a lift intertst to 
yourself m this old f.imily maii'^ion, and the ‘'trip of patrimonial c-tatc 
lemaining attached to it ” 

“And do you seek to depiivc ns of th.it*-' asl erl Ikp/ib.ih, vmal)le to 
restiam hei bittei contempt ‘ Is this 30111 prut for cta'-ing to persecute 
pool Chffoid? ’ 

“Certainly not, 1113' dear cousin' ansv.crtd the Judee. smiling btnev- 
olently “On the ct)ntrar3% as 3011 must do me the justice to own, I ha\e 
constantl3f expressed 1113^ readiness to dmihle or treble your tcsourcts 
whenevei you should make up 3 our mind to accept atn ! indnc'S of that 
nature at the hands of 3'our kinsm.in Xo, no! lUit heu lies the gist of 
the mattei Of nw uncles imqiiestionabK great estate, as I hii\c said, 
not the half no, not one third, as I am full3’ coneinccd was apparent 
after his death Now, I ha\c the best possible rca'-on-, for bcliCMrig that 
your brother Clifford can gi\e me a clew to the rcco\cr3' of the re- 
mainder ” 

“Clifford' Chfiord know of <103' hidden we.ilth? Clifford h.ivc it in 
his pow'er to make 3 on rich?'’ cried the old gentlewoman, affected with a 
sense of something like ridicule, at the idea “Impossible' "S'cii decenc 
yourself It is leally a thing to laugh at'” 

“It is as certain as that I stand here'” said Judge Pyncheon, striking 
his gold-headed cane on the floor, and at the same time stamping his foot, 
as if to express his conviction the more forcibl3 b3’' the whole emphasis of 
his substantial person “Clifford told me so himself! ” 

“No, no'” exclaimed HcpFibah, mcrcdulousl3' ‘“You arc dreaming 
Cousin Jaffrey'” 

“I do not belong to the dreaming class of men,” said the Judge, quietly 
“Some months before my uncle’s death, Chfiord boasted to me of the pos- 
session of the secret of incalculable wealth His purpose was to taunt me, 
and excite my curiosity I know' it well But, from a pretty distinct recol- 
lection of the particulars of our conversation, I am thoroughly convinced 
that there w'as truth in what he said Clifford, at this moment, if he 
chooses, and choose he must' can inform me w’here to find the sched- 
ule, the documents, the evidences, in wdiatever shape the3’’ exist, of the 
vast amount of Uncle Jaffrey’s missing property He has the secret His 
boast was no idle w'ord It had a directness, an emphasis, a particularit3', 
that showed a backbone of solid meaning w’lthin the m3’’ster3'’ of his ex- 
pression ” 

“But what could have been Clifford’s object,” asked Hepzibah, “in 
concealing it so long?” 

“It was one of the bad impulses of our fallen nature,” replied the 
Judge, turning up his eyes “He looked upon me as his enemy He con- 
sidered me as the cause of his overwhelming disgrace, his imminent peril 
of death, his irretrievable rum There was no great probabilit3', there- 
fore, of his volunteering information, out of his dungeon, that should ele- 
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vate me still higher on the ladder of prosperity But the moment has now 
come when he must give up his secret ” 

“And what if he should refuse^” inquired Hepzibah “Or, as I stead- 
fastly believe, what if he has no knowledge of this wealth?” 

“My dear cousin,” said Judge Pyncheon, with a quietude which he had 
the power of making more formidable than any violence, “since your 
brother’s return, I have taken the precaution (a highly proper one m the 
near kinsman and natural guardian of an individual so situated) to have 
his deportment and habits constantly and carefully overlooked Your 
neighbors have been eye-witnesses to whatever has passed m the garden 
The butcher, the baker, the fish-monger, some of the customers of your 
shop, and many a prying old woman, have told me several of the seciets of 
your interior A still larger circle I myself, among the rest can testify 
to his extravagances at the arched window Thousands beheld him, a 
week or two ago, on the point of flinging himself thence into the street 
From all this testimony, I am led to apprehend reluctantly, and with 
deep grief that Clifford’s misfortunes have so affected his intellect, 
never very strong, that he cannot safely remain at large The alternative, 
you must be aware, and its adoption will depend entirely on the deci- 
sion which I am now about to make, the alternative is his confinement, 
probably for the remainder of his life, in a public asylum for persons m 
his unfortunate state of mind ” 

“You cannot mean it> ” shrieked Hepzibah 

“Should my cousm Clifford,” continued Judge Pyncheon, wholly un- 
disturbed, “from mere malice, and hatred of one whose interests ought 
naturally to be dear to him, a mode of passion that, as often as any 
other, indicates mental disease, should he refuse me the information so 
important to myself, and which he assuredly possesses, I shall consider it 
the one needed jot of evidence to satisfy my mind of his insanity And, 
once sure of the course pointed out by conscience, you know me too well. 
Cousin Hepzibah, to entertain a doubt that I shall pursue it ” 

“O, Jaffrey, Cousin Jaffrey’” cried Hepzibah, mournfully, not pas- 
sionately, “it IS you that are diseased in mind, not Clifford' You have 
forgotten that a woman was your mother' that you have had sisters, 
brothers, children of your own ' or that there ever was affection between 
man and man, or pity from one man to another, in this miserable world ' 
Else, how could you have dreamed of this? You are not young, Cousm 
Jaffrey' no, nor middle-aged, but already an old man' The hair is 
white upon your head' How many years have you to live? Are you not 
rich enough for that little time? Shall you be hungry shall you lack 
clothes, or a roof to shelter you, between this point and the grave? No' 
but, with the half of what you now possess, you could revel in costly food 
and w'lnes, and build a house twice as splendid as you now inhabit, and 
make a far greater show to the world, and yet leave riches to your only 
son, to make him bless the hour of your death' Then, why should you do 
this cruel, cruel thing? so mad a thing, that I know^ not whether to call 
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It wicked' Alas, Cousin Jaffrey, this hard and grasping spirit has run in 
our blood these two hundred years You are but doing over again, in 
anothei shape, what your ancestor befoie you did, and sending down to 
your posterity tlie cuise inherited from him ! ” 

“Talk sense, Hepzibah, foi Heaven’s sake!” exclaimed the Judge, with 
the impatience natural to a reasonable man, on hearing anything so utter- 
ly absuid as the above, in a discussion about matters of business “I have 
told you my determination I am not apt to change Cliffoid must give up 
his secret or take the consequences And let him decide quickly, for I 
have several affairs to attend to this morning, and an important dinner 
engagement with some political friends ” 

“Clifford has no secret'” answered Hepzibah “And God \m 11 not let 
you do the thing you meditate' ” 

“We shall see,” said the unmoved Judge “Meanwhile, choose whether 
you will summon Clifford, and allow this business to be amicably settled 
by an interview between two kinsmen, or drive me to Jiarsher measures, 
which I should be most happy to feel myself justified in avoiding The 
responsibility is altogether on your part ” 

“You are stronger than I,” said Hepzibah, after a brief consideration, 
“and you have no pity in your strength' Clifford is not now insane, but 
the interview •which you insist upon may go far to make him so Never- 
theless, knomng you as I do, I believe it to be my best course to allow 
you to judge for yourself as to the improbability of his possessing any 
valuable secret I will call Clifford Be merciful in your dealings "oith 
him' be ^ar more merciful than your heart bids you be' foi God is 
looking at you, Jaffrey Pyncheon ' ” 

The Judge followed his cousin from the shop, where the foregoing con- 
versation had passed, into the parlor, and flung himself heavily into the 
great ancestral chair ]\'Iany a former Pyncheon had found repose in its 
capacious arms rosy children, after their sports, young men, dreamy 
with love, grown men, weary with cares, old men, buidened with winters, 

they had mused, and slumbered, and departed to a yet plofounder 
sleep It had been a long tradition, though a doubtful one, that this v>a.s 
the very chair, seated m which, the earliest of the Judge’s New England 
forefathers he whose picture still hung upon the wall had given a dead 
man’s silent and stern reception to the throng of distinguished guests 
From that hour of evil omen until the present, it may be, though we 
know not the secret of his heart, but it may be that no wearier and sad- 
der man had ever sunk into the chair than this same Judge Pyncheon, 
whom we have just beheld so immitigably hard and resolute Surely, it 
must have been at no slight cost that he had thus fortified his soul with 
iron Such calmness is a mightier effort than the violence of wealcer men 
And there was yet a hea'vy task for him to do Was it a little matter, a 
trifle to be prepared for in a single moment, and to be rested from in 
another moment, that he must now, after thirty years, encounter a kins- 
man risen from a living tomb, and wrench a secret from him, or else con- 
sign him to a living tomb again? 
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“Did you speak?” asked Hepzibah, looking in from the threshold of 
the parlor, for she imagined that the Judge had uttered some sound 
which she was anxious to interpret as a relenting impulse “I thought you 
called me back ” 

“No, no > ” gruffly answered Judge Pyncheon, with a harsh frown, while 
his brow grew almost a black purple, in the shadow of the room “Why 
should I call you back? Time flies* Bid Clifford come to me* ” 

The Judge had taken his watch from his vest-pocket and now held it in 
his hand, measuring the interval which was to ensue before the appear- 
ance of Clifford 


XVI 

Clifford’s Chamber 

Never had the old house appeared so dismal to poor Hepzibah as when 
she departed on that wretched errand There was a strange aspect in it 
As she tiod along the foot-worn passages, and opened one crazy door 
after another, and ascended the creaking staircase, she gazed wistfully 
and fearfully around It would have been no marvel, to hei excited mind, 
if, behind 01 beside her, there had been the rustle of dead people’s gar- 
ments, or pale visages awaiting her on the landing-place above Her nerves 
were set all ajar by the scene of passion and terror through which she had 
just stiuggled Her colloquy with Judge Pjmcheon, who so perfectly lep- 
resented the person and attributes of the founder of the family, had called 
back the dreary past It weighed upon her heart Whatever she had heard, 
horn lengendary aunts and grandmothers, concerning the good or evil 
fortunes of the Pyncheons, stories which had heretofore been kept warm 
in her remembrance by the chimney-corner glow that was associated with 
them, now lecurred to her, sombre, ghastljq cold, lilce most passages of 
famity histoty, when brooded over in melancholy mood The whole 
seemed little else but a series of calamity, reproducing itself in successive 
generations, with one general hue, and varying in little, save the outline 
But Hepzibah now felt as if the Judge, and Clifford, and herself, they 
thiee together, were on the point of adding another incident to the an- 
nals of the house, with a bolder relief of -uTong and sorrow, which would 
cause it to stand out from all the rest Thus it is that the grief of the pass- 
ing moment takes upon itself an individuality, and a character of climax, 
which it IS destined to lose after a while, and to fade into the dark gray 
tissue common to the grave or glad events of many years ago It is but for 
a moment, comparatively, that an3dhing looks strange or startling, a 
truth that has the bitter and tlie sweet in it 
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But Hepzibah could not rid herself of the sense of something unpre^ 
cedented at that instant passing and soon to be accomplished Her nerves 
were in a shake Instinctively she paused before the arched ^Mndow, and 
looked out upon the street, in order to seize its permanent objects with 
her mental grasp, and thus to steady herself from the reel and vibration 
which affected her more immediate sphere It brought her up, as we may 
say, wuth a kind of shock, when she beheld everything under the same 
appearance as the day before, and numberless piecedmg days, except for 
the difference between sunshine and sullen storm Her eyes travelled along 
the stieet, from doorstep to doorstep, noting the wet sidewalks, with here 
and there a puddle in hollow's that had been imperceptible until filled 
with water She screwed her dim optics to their acutest point, in the hope 
of making out, with greater distinctness, a certain window, where she half 
saw, half guessed, that a tailor’s seamstress was sitting at her work Hep- 
zibah flung herself upon that unknown w'oman’s companionship, even 
thus far off Then she was attracted by a chaise rapidly passing, and 
watched its moist and glistening top, and its splashing wheels, until it 
had turned the corner, and refused to cairy any further her idh'' trifling, 
because appalled and overburdened, mind When the vehicle had disap- 
peared, she allow'ed herself still another loitering moment, for the 
patched figure of good Uncle Venner w'as now' visible, coming slowl}' from 
the head of the street do\vnward, with a rheumatic limp, because the east 
wind had got into his joints Hepzibah wished that he w'ould pass yet 
more slowly', and befriend her shivering solitude a little longer Anything 
that would talce her out of the grievous present, and interpose human 
beings betwixt herself and what was nearest to her, w'hatever would 
defer for an instant, the inevitable errand on w'hich she was bound, all 
such impediments were welcome Next to the lightest heart, the heaviest 
IS apt to be most playful 

Hepzibah had little hardihood for her own proper pain and far less for 
what she must inflict on Clifford Of so slight a nature, and so shattered 
by his previous calamities, it could not well be short of utter rum to 
bring him face to face with the hard, relentless man, who had been his 
evil destiny through life Even had there been no bitter recollections, nor 
any hostile interest now at stake between them, the mere natural repug- 
nance of the more sensitive system to the massive, weighty, and unim- 
pressible one, must, in itself, have been disastrous to the former It would 
be like flinging a porcelain vase, with already a crack in it, against a gran- 
ite column Never before had Hepzibah so adequately estimated the pow- 
erful character of her cousin Jaffrey, powerful by intellect, energy of 
will, the long habit of acting among men, and, as she believed, by his un- 
scrupulous pursuit of selfish ends through evil means It did but increase 
the difficulty that Judge Pyncheon was under a delusion as to the secret 
which he supposed Clifford to possess Men of his strength of purpose, 
and customary sagacity, if they chance to adopt a mistaken opinion in 
practical matters, so wedge it and fasten it among things known to be 
true, that to wrench it out of their minds is hardly less difficult than pull- 
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ing up an oak Thus, as the Judge required an impossibility of Clifford, 
the latter, as he could not perform it, must needs perish Foi what, in 
the gracp of a man like this, \\as to become of Clifford’s soft poetic nature, 
that ne\er should ha\e had a task more stubborn than to set a life of 
beautiful enjojnnent to the flow and rhythm of musical cadences’ Indeed, 
what had become of it already? Broken’ Blighted’ All but annihilated' 
Soon to be wholly so’ 

For a moment, the thought crossed Hepzibah’s mind, whether Clifford 
might not really have such knowledge of their deceased uncle's vanished 
estate as the Judge imputed to him She remembered some \ague intima- 
tions, on her brother's part, which if the supposition w'ere not essentially 
preposterous might have been so interpreted There had been schemes 
of travel and residence abroad, day-dreams of brilliant life at home, and 
splendid castles m the air, which it would ha\e required boundless wealth 
to build and realize Had this wealth been m her power, how" gladh^ would 
Hepzibah have bestowed it all upon her iron-hearted kinsman, to buy for 
Clifford d;he freedom and seclusion of the desolate old house' I 3 ut she be- 
lieved that her brother’s schemes were as destitute of actual substance 
and purpose as a child’s pictures of its future life, while sitting in a little 
chair by its mother’s knee Clifford had none but shadowy gold at his 
command , and it w as not tlie stuff to satisfy Judge Pyncheon ' 

Was there no help, m their extremity? It seemed strange that there 
should be none, wnth a city lound about her It w^ould be so easy to throw 
up the wnndow, and send forth a shriek, at the strange agony of wdiich 
everybody w'ould come hastening to the rescue, well understanding it to 
be the cry of a human soul, at some dreadful crisis’ But how wnld, how 
almost laughable, the fatality, and yet how continually it comes to pass, 
thought Hepzibah, in this dull delirium of a world, that whosoever, and 
with however kindly a purpose, should come to help, they w^ould be sure 
to help the strongest side ’ Might and wrong combined, like iron magnet- 
ized, are endow^ed with irresistible attraction There would be Judge Pyn- 
cheon, a person eminent m the public view, of high station and great 
wealth, a philanthropist, a member of Congress and of the church, and 
intimately associated with whatever else bestows good name, so impos- 
ing, m these advantageous lights, that Hepzibah herself could hardly help 
shrinking from her own conclusions as to his hollow integrity The Judge, 
on one side’ And who, on the other? The guilty Clifford’ Once a b3nvord’ 
Now, an indistinctly remembered ignominy' 

Nevertheless, in spite of this perception that the Judge would draw all 
human aid to his own behalf, Hepzibah was so unaccustomed to act for 
herself, that the least word of counsel would have swayed her to any mode 
of action Little Phoebe P3mcheon would at once have lighted up the 
whole scene, if not by any available suggestion, yet simply by the warm 
Vivacity of her character The idea of the artist occurred to Hepzibah. 
Young and unknown, mere vagrant adventurer as he was, she had been 
conscious of a force in Holgrave which might well adapt him to be the 
champion of a crisis With this thought in her mind, she unbolted a door, 
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tobwebbed and long disused, but which had served as a foiincr medium 
of communication bet\\een her onn part of the house and the gable where 
the wandering daguerreotypist had now cstai)Iislied his temporary home 
He was not there A book, face downward, on the table, a roll of manu- 
script, a half-wiitten sheet, a new spapci, some tools of his pre=:cnt occupa- 
tion, and several rejected daguci reot3'pes, conveyed an impre'^sion as if he 
w^ere close at hand But, at this period of the day, as Hep/ibah might 
have anticipated, the artist was at his public rooms With an impulse of 
idle cunosit}’-, that flickered among hei hca\y thoughts, she looked at one 
of the daguerreotypes, and beheld Judge Pynchcon frowning at her Fate 
stared hei in the face She turned back from her fruitless quest, with a 
heart-sinking sense of disappointment In all her years of seclusion, she 
had never felt, as now, w’hat it was to be alone It seemed as if the house 
stood in a desert, or, b}^ some spell, was made invisible to those who dwelt 
around, or passed beside it, so that aiw mode of mi':fortunc, miserable 
accident, or crime might happen in it without the possibiliW of aid In 
her grief and wounded pride, Hepzibah had spent her life in divesting 
herself of friends, she had wilfulh'’ cast off the support which God has or- 
dained his creatuies to need from one another and it was now her pun- 
ishment, that Chftord and herself would fall the easier \ictims to their 
kindred enemy 

Returning to the arched wnndow', she lifted her eyes, scowling, poor, 
dim-sighted Flepzibah, m the face of Heaven' and strove hard to send 
up a prayer through the dense graj^ pavement of clouds Those mists had 
gathered, as if to symbolize a great, brooding mass of human trouble, 
doubt, confusion, and chill indiflerence, between earth and the better re- 
gions Her faith w^as too w'eak, the prayer too heavj’’ to be thus uplifted 
It fell back, a lump of lead, upon her heart It smote her with the wretch- 
ed conviction that Providence intermeddled not in these pettj'^ wrongs of 
one individual to his fellow, noi had any balm for these little agonies of a 
solitary soul, but shed its justice, and its mercy, in a broad, sunhke 
sweep, over half the universe at once Its vastness made it nothing But 
Hepzibah did not see that, just as there comes a warm sunbeam into 
every cottage wnndow, so comes a lovebeam of God’s care and pity for 
eveiy separate need 

At last, finding no other pretext foi deferring the torture that she w'as 
to inflict on Clifford, her reluctance to w^hich w'as the true cause of her 
loitering at the window, hei search for the artist, and even her abortive 
prayer, dreading, also, to hear the stern voice of Judge Pjmeheon from 
below stairs, chiding her delay, she crept slowdjq a pale, gnef-stneken 
xigure, a dismal shape of woman, with almost torpid limbs, slowly to her 
brother’s door, and knocked! 

There was no reply' , 

And how should there have been? Her hand, tremulous with the 
shrinking purpose which directed it, had smitten so feebly against tlie 
door that the sound could hardly have gone inward She knocked again 
Still, no response! Nor was it to be wondered at She had struck with the 
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entire force of her heait’s vibration, communicating, by some subtile 
magnetism, her o\mi terroi to the summons Chflord would turn his face 
to the pillow, and covei his head beneath the bedclothes, like a startled 
child at midnight She knocked a third time, three regular strokes, gently, 
but perfectly distinct, and with meaning in them , for, modulate it with 
nhat cautious art we will, the hand cannot help playing some tune of 
what n e feel, upon the senseless wood 

Clifford returned no ansnei 

“Clifford' dear brothel !” said Hepzibah “Shall I come in?” 

A silence 

Two or three times, and more, Hepzibah repeated his name, without 
result, till, thinking her brothel’s sleep unnontedly profound, she undid 
the door, and entering, found the chamber vacant How could he have 
come forth, and when, without her knowledge? Was it possible that, in 
spite of the stoimj^ day, and worn out with the irksomeness within doors, 
he had betaken himself to his customary haunt m the garden, and was 
now shivenng undei the cheerless shelter of the summer-house? She hast- 
ily threw up a window, thrust forth her turbaned head and the half of 
her gaunt figure, and searched the whole garden thiough, as completely as 
her dim vision would allow She could see the interior of the summer- 
house, and its circulai seat, K^ept moist by the droppings of the roof It 
had no occupant Clifford was not thereabouts, unless, indeed, he had 
crept for concealment (as, for a moment, Hepzibah fancied might be the 
case) into a great, wet mass of tangled and broad-leaved shadow, where 
the squash-vines were clambering tumultuously upon an old wooden 
framework, set casually aslant against the fence This could not be, how- 
ever, he was not there, for, while Hepzibah was looking, a strange grim- 
alkin stole forth from the very spot, and picked his way across the gar- 
den Twice he paused to snuff the air, and then anew directed his course 
towards the parlor window Whether it was only on account of the steal- 
thy, prying manner common to the race, or that this cat seemed to have 
more than ordinary mischief in his thoughts, the old gentlewoman, in 
spite of her much perplexity, felt an impulse to drive the animal away, 
and accordingly flung down a wmdow-stick The cat stared up at her, 
like a detected th;ef or murderer, and, the next instant, took to flight No 
other living creature was visible in the garden Chanticleer and his family 
had either not left their roost, disheartened by the interminable rain, or 
had done the next wisest thing, by seasonably returning to it Hepzibah 
closed the window 

But where was Clifford? Could it be that, aware of the presence of his 
Evil Destiny, he had crept silently down the staircase, while the Judge 
and Hepzibah stood talking in the shop, and had softly undone the fasten- 
ings of the outer door, and made his escape into the street? With that 
thought, she seemed to behold his gray, wrinkled, yet childlike aspect, in 
the old-fashioned garments which he wore about the house, a figure such 
as one sometimes imagines himself to be, with the world’s eye upon him, 
in a troubled dream This figure of her wretched brother would go wan- 
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dering through the city, attracting all eyes, and evcr3'body s wonder and 
repugnance, like a ghost, the more to be shuddered at because visible at 
noontide To incur the ndicule of the younger crowd, that knew him not, 
the harsher scorn and indignation of a few old men, who might recall 
his once familiar featiues! To be the sport of boys, who, when old enough 
to lun about the streets, have no more reverence for what is beautiful and 
holy, nor pity for what is sad, no more sense of ‘^acred misery, sanctify- 
ing the human shape in* which it embodies itself, than if Satan were the 
father of them all' Goaded by their taunts, their loud, shrill cries, and 
cruel laughter, insulted b}^ the filth of the public wa3's, which they 
would fling upon him, or, as it might well be, distracted b3' the mere 
strangeness of his situation, though nobod3’' should afflict him with so 
much as a thoughtless w'oid, what wonder if Clifford were to break into 
some wild e\travagance w’hich was certain to be interpreted as lunacy? 
Thus Judge Pyncheon’s fiendish scheme would be rcad3' accomplished to 
his hands' 

Then Hepzibah reflected that the town was almost completely water- 
girdled The wharxes stietdied out towards the centre of the harbor, and, 
m this inclement weather, w'ere deserted by the ordinary throng of mer- 
chants, laborers, and sea-faring men, each wharf a solitude, with the ves- 
sels moored stem and stern, along its misty length Should her brother’s 
aimless footsteps stray thitherw’ard, and he but bend, one moment, over 
the deep, black tide, would he not bethink himself that here was tlie sure 
refuge within his reach, and that, w'lUi a single step, or the slightest over- 
balance of his body, he might be forever beyond his kinsman s gnpe^ Oh, 
the temptation' To make of his ponderous sorrow' a security' To sink, 
with its leaden weight upon him, and never rise again! 

The horror of this last conception was too much for Hepzibali Even 
Jaffrey P3mcheon must help her now! She hastened down the staircase, 
shrieking as she went 

‘‘Clifford is gone!” she cried “I cannot find my brother' Help, Jaffrey 
Pyncheon ' Some harm will happen to him ' ” 

She threw open the parlor-door But, w’hat w'lth the shade of branches 
across the windows, and the smoke-blackened ceiling, and the dark oak- 
panelhng of the walls, there was hardly so much daylight in the room that 
Hepzibah’s imperfect sight could accurately distinguish the Judge’s fig- 
ure She was certain, how'ever, that she saw' him sitting in the ancestral 
armchair, near the centre of the floor, with his face somewhat averted, 
and looking towards a window So firm and quiet is the nervous system of 
such men as Judge Pyncheon, that he had perhaps stirred not more than 
once since her departure, but, in the hard composure of his temperament, 
retained the position into which accident had thrown him 

“I tell you, Jaffrey,” cried Hepzibah, impatiently, as she turned from 
the parlor-door to search other rooms, “my brother is not in his chamber' 
You must help me seek him ' ” 

But Judge Pyncheon was not the man to let himself be startled from 
an easy-chair with haste ill-befitting either the dignity of his character or 
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his broad personal basis, by the alarm of an hysteric woman Yet, con- 
sidering his own interest m the matter, he might have bestirred himself 
with a little more alacrity 

‘‘Do you hear me, Jaffrey Pyncheon?” screamed Hepzibah, as she 
again approached the parlor-door, after an ineffectual search elsewhere 
“Clifford is gone'” 

At this instant, on the threshold of the parlor, emerging from within, 
appeared Clifford himself His face was preternaturally pale, so deadly 
white, indeed, that, through all the glimmering indistinctness of the 
passage-way, Hepzibah could discern his features, as if a light fell on 
them alone Their vivid and wild expression seemed likewise sufficient to 
illuminate them, it was an expression of scorn and mockery, coinciding 
with the emotions mdicated by his gesture. As Clifford stood on the thres- 
hold, paitly turning back, he pointed his finger within the pailor, and 
shook it slowly as though he would have summoned, not Hepzibah alone, 
but the whole world, to gaze at some object inconceivably ridiculous 
This action, so ill-timed and extravagant, accompanied, too, with a look 
that showed more like joy than any other kind of excitement, compelled 
Hepzibah to dread that her stern kinsman’s ominous visit had driven her 
poor brother to absolute insanity Nor could she otherwise account for 
the Judge’s quiescent mood than by supposing him craftily on the watch, 
while Clifford developed these symptoms of a distracted mind 

“Be quiet, Clifford'” whispered his sister, raising her hand to impress 
caution “Oh, for Heaven’s sake, be quiet' ” 

“Let him be quiet' What can he do better?” answeied Clifford, with a 
still wilder gesture, pointing into the loom which we had just quitted “As 
for us, Hepzibah, we can dance now' we can sing, laugh, play, do what 
we will' The weight is gone, Hepzibah' it is gone off this weary old world, 
and we may be as light-hearted as little Phoebe herself ” 

And, in accordance with his words, he began to laugh, still pointing his 
finger at the object, invisible to Hepzibah, within the parlor She was 
seized with a sudden intuition of some horrible thing She thrust herself 
past Clifford, and disappeared into the room, but almost immediately 
returned, with a cry choking in her throat Gazing at her brother with an 
affrighted glance of inquiiy, she beheld him all m a tremor and a quake, 
from head to foot, while, amid these commoted elements of passion or 
alarm, still flickered his gusty mirth 

“My God' what is to become of us?” gasped Hepzibah 
“Come'” said Clifford, in a tone of brief decision, most unlike what 
was usual with him “We stay here too long' Let us leave the old house 
to our cousin Jaffrey' He will take good care of it ' ” 

Hepzibah now noticed that Clifford had on a cloak, a garment of 
long ago, in which he had constantly muffled himself during these days 
of easterly storm He beckoned with his hand, and intimated, so far as 
she could comprehend him, his purpose that they should go together from 
the house There are chaotic, blind, or drunken moments, in the lives of 
persons who lack real force of character, moments of test, in which 
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courage would most assert itself, but where these individuals, if left to 
themselves, stagger aimlessly along, or follow' implicitly whatever guid- 
ance may befall them, even if it be a child’s No matter how preposterous 
or insane, a purpose is a God-send to them Hep/ibah had reached this 
point Unaccustomed to action or lesponsibility, full of horror at what 
she had seen, and afraid to inquire, or almost to imagine, how it had 
come to pass, affrighted at the fatality which seemed to pursue her 
brother, stupefied by the dim, thick, stilling atmosphere of dread, which 
filled the house as wuth a death-smell, and obliterated all definiteness of 
thought, she yielded wuthout a question, and on the instant, to the will 
w'hich Chffoid expiessed I^'or herself, she was like a person m a dream, 
w'hen the wnll ahvays sleeps Chftoid, ordinal ily so destitute of this fac- 
ulty, had found it m the tension of the crisis 

“\ATiy do you delay so?” cued he, sharply “Put on your cloak and 
hood, or whatever it pleases you to wear* No matter what, you cannot 
look beautiful nor brilliant, my pool Hepzibah' Take your purse, with 
money in it, and come along 1 ” 

Hepzibah obeyed these mstiuctions, as if nothing else were to be done 
or thought of She began to wonder, it is true, why she did not wake up 
and at what still more intolerable pitch of dizzy trouble her spirit would 
struggle out of the maze, and make her conscious that nothing of all this 
had actually happened Of course it was not real, no such black, easteily 
day as this had yet begun to be. Judge Pynclieon had not talked wath her, 
Clifford had not laughed, pointed, beckoned her away wath him but she 
had merely been afflicted as lonely sleepers often are wath a great deal 
of umeasonable misery, m a morning dream’ 

“Now now I shall certainly awake!” thought Hepzibah, as she 
went to and fro, making her little preparations “I can bear it no longer' 
I must wake up now'' ” 

But it came not, that awakening moment' It came not, even when, just 
before they left the house, Clifford stole to the parlor-door, and made a 
parting obeisance to the sole occupant of the room 

“ vVhat an absuid figure the old fellow cuts now'' ” w'hispered he to Hep- 
zibah “Just when he fancied he had me completely under his thumb' 
Come, come , make haste ' or he W'lll start up, like Giant Despair m pur- 
suit of Christian and Hopeful, and catch us yet ' ” 

As they passed into the street, Clifford directed Hepzibah’s attention to 
something on one of the posts of the front door It was merely the initials 
of his ow'n name, which, with somewhat of his characteristic grace about 
the forms of the letters, he had cut there when a boy The brother and 
sister departed, and left Judge Pyncheon sitting in the old home of his 
forefathers, all by himself , so heavy and lumpish that we can liken him 
to nothing better than a defunct nightmare, which had perished in the 
midst of its wickedness, and left its flabby corpse on the breast of the tor- 
mented one, to ge gotten nd of as it might' 
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x\n 

Tiin Flight or Two Owxs 

SuMircR as it was, the east wind set poor Hepzibali s few remaining teeth 
chattering in her head, as she and Clifiord faced it, on their waj' up P3 ti- 
cheon Street, and tow aids tlie centre of the town Not merely was it the 
shner which this pitiless blast brought to her frame (although her feet 
and hands, especially, h.id ne\ei seemed so death-a-cold as now), but 
there was a moral sensation, mingling itself with the physical chill, and 
causing her to shake more in spirit than in bod} The world s broad, 
bleak atmosphere was all so comfortless' Such, indeed, is the impiession 
which It makes on e\ery new’ ad\enturer, e\en if he plunge into it while 
the waimest tide of life is bubbling through his \eins What, then, must it 
ha\e been to Hepzibah and Clifford, so time-stricken as they were, yet 
so like children in their inexperience, as they left the doorstep, and 
passed from beneath the wide shelter of the Pyncheon Elm' They w’ere 
wandering all abroad, on precisely such a pilgrimage as a child often 
meditates, to the world’s end, witli perhaps a sixpence and a biscuit in his 
pocket In Hepzibah s mind, tliere was the wretched consciousness of be- 
ing adrift She had lost the faculty of self-guidance, but, in view of the 
difficulties aiound her, felt it hardly worth an effort to regain it, and w’as, 
moreo\ er, incapable of making one 

As they proceeded on their strange expedition she now and then cast a 
look sidelong at Clifford, and could not but observe that he w’as possessed 
and swayed by a powerful excitement It w’as this, indeed, that gave him 
the control w’hich he had at once, and so irresistibly, established over his 
movements It not a little resembled the exhilaration of wine Or, it might 
more fancifully be compared to a joyous piece of music, played wnth wnld 
vivacity, but upon a disordered instrument As the ciacked jarring note 
might ahvays be heard, and as it jaried loudest amid the loftiest exulta- 
tion of the melody, so was theie a continual quake thiough Clifford, caus- 
ing him most to quiver while he w’oie a triumphant smile, and seemed 
almost under a necessity to skip in his gait 

They met few people abroad, even on passing from the retired neigh- 
borhood of the House of the Seven Gables into what wus ordinarily the 
more thronged and busier portion of the towm Glistening sidewalks, wnth 
little pools of ram, here and theie, along their unequal suiface, umbrellas 
displayed ostentatiously in the shop-windows, as if the life of trade had 
concentred itself in that one article, wet leaves of the hoise-chestnut or 
elm-trees, torn off untimely by the blast and scattered along the public 
way, an unsightly accumulation of mud in the middle of the stieet, wdiich 
perversely grew the more unclean for its long and laborious washing, 
these were the more definable points of a very sombre picture In the W’ay 
of movement, and human life, there was tke hasty rattle of a cab or 
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coach, its driver protected by a water-proof cap over his head and shoul- 
ders, the forlorn figure of an old man, who seemed to have crept out of 
some subterranean sewer, and was stooping along the kennel, and poking 
the wet rubbish with a stick, in quest of rusty nails, a merchant or two, at 
the dooi of the post-office, together with an editor, and a miscellaneous 
politician, awaiting a dilatory mail, a few visages of retired sea-captains 
at the window of an insurance office, looking out vacantly at the vacant 
street, blaspheming at the weather, and fretting at the dearth as well of 
public news as local gossip What a treasure-trove to these venerable 
quidnuncs, could they have guessed the secret which Hepzibah and Clif- 
ford were carrying along w'lth them’ But their two figuies attracted 
hardly so much notice as that of a young girl, w'ho passed at the same in- 
stant, and happened to raise her skirt a trifle too high abo\ e her ankles 
Had it been a sunny and cheerful day, they could hardly ha\e gone 
through the streets without making themselves obnoxious to remark 
Now, probably, they w'ere felt to be m keeping wuth the dismal and bitter 
weather, and therefore did not stand out in strong relief, as if the sun 
were shining on them, but melted into the gray gloom and were forgotten 
as soon as gone 

Poor Hepzibah’ Could she have understood this fact, it would have 
brought her some little comfort, for, to all her other troubles, strange to 
say’ theie was added the womanish and old-maiden-like misery arising 
from a sense of unseemliness in her attire Thus, she w'as fain to shrink 
deeper into herself, as it were, as if in the hope of making people sup- 
pose that here was only a cloak and hood, threadbare and w'ofully faded, 
taking an airing m the midst of the storm, wthout any wearer’ 

As they went on, the feeling of indistinctness and unreality kept dimly 
hovering round about her, and so diffusing itself into her system that one 
of her hands was hardly palpable to the touch of the other Any cei- 
tainty would have been preferable to this She whispered to herself, again 
and again, “Am I awake? Am I awake?” and sometimes exposed her 
face to the chill spatter of the wund, for the sake of its rude assurance that 
she was Whether it was Clifford’s purpose, or only chance, had led them 
thither, they now found themselves passing beneath the arched entrance 
of a large structure of gray stone Within, there was spacious breadth, 
and an airy height from floor to roof, now partially filled wnth smoke and 
steam, which eddied voluminously upward and foimed a mimic cloud- 
region over their heads A tram of cars was just ready for a start, the lo- 
comotive was fretting and fuming, like a steed impatient for a headlong 
rush, and the bell rang out its hasty peal, so well expressing the brief 
summons which life vouchsafes to us in its hurried career Without ques- 
tion or delay, with the n resistible decision, if not rather to be called 
which had so strangely talcen possession of him, and through 
^him of Hepzibah, Clifford impelled her towards the cars, and assisted 
her to enter The signal was given , the engine puffed forth its short, quick 
breaths, the train began its movement, and, along with a hundred' other 
passengers, these two unwonted travellers sped onward like the wind 
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At last, therefore, and after so long estrangement from everything that 
the world acted or enjoyed, they had been drawn into the great current 
of human life, and were swept away with it, as by the suction of fate itself 
Still haunted with the idea that not one of the past incidents, inclusive 
of Judge Pyncheon’s visit, could be real, the recluse of the Seven Gables 
murmured m her brother’s ear, 

“Clifford' Clifford' Is not this a dream?” 

“A dream, Hepzibah'” repeated he, almost laughing m her face “On 
the contrary, I have never been awake before ' ” 

Meanwhile, looking from the window, they could see the world racing 
past them At one moment, they were rattling through a solitude, the 
next, a village had grown up around them, a few breaths more, and it 
had vanished, as if swallowed by an earthqualce The spires of meeting- 
houses seemed set adrift from their foundations, the broad-based hills 
glided away Everything was unfixed from its age-long lest, and moving 
at whirlwind speed m a direction opposite to their own 

Within the car there was the usual interior life of the railroad, offering 
little to the observation of other passengers, but full of novelty for this 
pair of strangely enfranchised prisoners It was novelty enough, indeed, 
that there were fifty human beings in close relation with them, under one 
long and narrow roof, and drawn onward by the same mighty influence 
that had taken their two selves into its grasp It seemed marvellous how 
all these people could remain so quietly in their seats, while so much noisy 
strength was at work in their behalf Some, with tickets in their hats (long 
travellers these, before whom lay a hundred miles of railroad), had 
plunged into the English scenery and adventures of pamphlet novels, and 
were keeping company with dukes and earls Others, whose briefer span 
forbade their devoting themselves to studies so abstruse, beguiled the lit- 
tle tedium of the way with penny-papers A party of girls, and one young 
man, on opposite sides of the car, found huge amusement in a game of 
ball They tossed it to and fro, with peals of laughter that might be meas- 
ured by mile-lengths , for, faster than the nimble ball could fly, the merry 
players fled unconsciously along, leaving the trail of their mirth afar be- 
hind, and ending their game under another sky than had witnessed its 
commencement Boys, with apples, cakes, candy, and rolls of variously 
tinctured lozenges, merchandise that reminded Hepzibah of her de- 
serted shop, appeared at each momentary stopping-place, doing up 
their business in a hurry, or breaking it short off, lest the market should 
ravish them away with it New people continually entered Old acquaint- 
ances for such they soon grew to be, m this rapid current of affairs 
continually departed Here and there, amid the rumble and the tumult 
sat one asleep Sleep, sport, business, graver or lighter study, and the 
common and inevitable movement onward' It was life itself 

Clifford’s naturally poignant sjmipathies were all aroused He caught 
the color of what was passing about him, and threw it back more vividly 
than he received it, but mixed, nevertheless, with a lurid and portentous 
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hue Hepzibah, on the other hand, felt herself more apart from human 
kind than even m the seclusion which she had just quitted 

“You are not happy, Hepzibah 1 ” said Clifford, apart, m a tone of re- 
proach “You are thinking of that dismal old house, and of Cousin Jaf- 
frey,” here came the quake through him, “and of Cousin Jaffrey sit- 
ting there, all by himself i Take my advice, follow my example, and 
let such things slip aside Here we are, m the world, Hepzibah ' m the 
midst of life’ in the throng of our fellow-beings’ Let you and I be 
happy ' As happy as that youth, and those pretty girls, at their game of 
ball'” 

“Happy'” thought Hepzibah, bitterly conscious, at the word, of her 
dull and heavy heart, with the fiozen pain m it, “happy' He is mad 
already, and, if I could once feel myself broad awake, I should go mad 
too'” 

If a fixed idea be madness, she was perhaps not remote from it Fast 
and far as they had lattled and clattered along the iron track, they might 
just as well, as regarded Hepzibah’s mental images, have been passing up 
and down Pyncheon Street With miles and miles of vaiied scenery be- 
tween, there was no scene for her, save the seven old gable-peaks, with 
their moss, and the tuft of weeds in one of the angles, and the shop-win- 
dow, and a customer shaking the dooi, and compelling the little bell to 
jmgle fiercely, but without disturbing Judge P3mcheon' This one old 
house was ever3wvfhere' It transposed its great, lumbering bulk with 
more than railroad speed, and set itself phlegmatically down on what- 
ever spot she glanced at The quality of Hepzibah’s mind was too un- 
malleable to take new impressions so readily as Chfford’Se He had a 
winged nature, she was rather of the vegetable kind, and could hardly be 
kept long alive, if drawn up by the roots Thus it happened that the rela- 
tion heretofore existing between her brother and herself was changed At 
home, she was his guardian , here, Clifford had become hers, and seemed 
to comprehend whatever belonged to their new position with a singular 
rapidity of intelligence He had been startled into manhood and intellect- 
ual vigor, or, at least into a condition that resembled them, though it 
might be both diseased and transitory 

The conductor now applied for their tickets, and Clifford, who had 
made himself the purse-bearer, put a bank-note into his hand, as he had 
observed others do 

“For the lady and yourself?” asked the conductor “And how far?” 

“As far as that will carry us,” said Clifford “It is no great matter We 
are riding for pleasure meiely ' ” 

“You choose a strange day for it, sir'” remarked a gimlet-eyed old 
gentleman, on the other side of the car, looking at Clifford and his com- 
panion, as if curious to make them out “The best chance of pleasure, m 
an easterly rain, I take it, is in a man’s own house, with a nice little fire 
in the chimney ” 

“I cannot precisely agree with you,” said Clifford, courteously bowing 
to the old gentleman, and at once taking up the clew of conversation 
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which the lattei had proffered “It had just occurred to me, on the con- 
trary, that this admirable invention of the railroad with the vast and / 
inevitable improvements to be looked for, both as to speed and conven- 
ience IS destined to do away with those stale ideas of home and fireside, 
and substitute something better ” 

“In the name of common-sense,” asked the old gentleman, rather test- 
ily, “what can be better for a man than his own parlor and chimney- 
corner?” 

“These things have not the merit which many good people attribute to 
them,” replied Clifford “They may be said, m few and pithy words, to 
have ill served a poor purpose My impression is, that our wonderfully 
increased and still increasing facilities of locomotion are destmed to bring 
us round again to the nomadic state You are aware, my dear sir, you 
must have observed it m your own experience, that all human progress 
IS in a circle, or, to use a more accurate and beautiful figure, in an ascend- 
ing spiral curve While we fancy ourselves going straight forward, and 
attaining, at every step, an entirely new position of affairs, we do actually 
return to something long ago tried and abandoned, but which we now find 
etherealized, refined, and perfected to its ideal The past is but a coarse 
and sensual prophecy of the present and the future To apply this truth 
to the topic now under discussion In the early epochs of our race, men 
dwelt m temporary huts, of bowers of branches, as easily constructed as a 
bird’s-nest, and which they built, if it should be called building, when 
such sweet homes of a summer solstice rather grew than were made with 
hands, — ^which Nature, we will say, assisted them to rear where fruit 
abounded, where fish and game were plentiful, or, most especially, where 
the sense of beauty was to be gratified by a lovelier shade than elsewhere, 
and a more exquisite arrangement of lake, wood, and hill This life pos- 
sessed a charm, which, ever since man quitted it, has vanished from exist- 
ence And it typified something better than itself It had its drawbacks , 
such as hunger and thirst, inclement weather, hot sunshine, and weary 
and foot-bhstering marches over barren and ugly tracts, that lay between 
the sites desirable for their fertility and beauty But in our ascending 
spiral, we escape all this These railroads could but the whistle be made 
musical, and the rumble and the jar got rid of are positively the great- 
est blessing that the ages have wrought out for us They give us wings , 
they annihilate the toil and dust of pilgrimage, they spiritualize travel' 
Transition being so facile, what can be any man’s inducement to tarry in 
one spot? ’Why, therefore, should he build a more cumbrous habitation 
than can readily be carried off with him ? Why should he make himself a 
prisoner for life m brick, and stone, and old worm-eaten timber, when he 
may just as easily dwell, m one sense, nowhere, m a better sense, wher- 
ever the fit and beautiful shall offer him a home?” 

Clifford’s countenance glowed, as he divulged this theory, a youthful 
character shone out from within, converting the wrinkles and pallid dusk- 
iness of age into an almost transparent mask The merry girls let their 
ball drop upon the floor, and gazed at him They said to fihemselves, per- 
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haps, that, before his hair was gray and the crow’s-feet tracked his tem- 
ples, this now decaying man must have stamped the impress of his feat- 
ures on many a woman’s heart But, alas ' no woman’s eye had seen his 
face while it was beautiful 

“I should scarcely call it an improved state of things,” observed Clif- 
ford’s new acquaintance, ^'to live everywhere and nowhere > ” 

‘‘Would you not^” exclaimed Clifford, with singular energy “It is as 
clear to me as sunshine, were theie any in the sky, that the greatest 
possible stumbling-blocks in the path of human happiness and improve- 
ment are these heaps of bricks and stones, consolidated with mortar, or 
hewn timber, fastened together with spike-nails, which men painfully, 
contrive for their own torment, and call them house and home' The soul 
needs air, a wide sweep and frequent change of it Morbid influences, in 
a thousand-fold variety, gather about hearths, and pollute the life of 
households There is no such unwholesome atmosphere as that of an old 
home, rendered poisonous by one’s defunct forefathers and relatives I 
speak of what I know There is a certain house within my familiar recol- 
lection, one of those peaked-gable (there are seven of them), project- 
mg-storied edifices, such as you occasionally see in our older towns, a 
rusty, crazy, creaky, dry-rotted, damp-rotted, dingy, dark, and miserable 
old dungeon, with an arched window over the porch, and a little shop- 
door on one side, and a great melancholy elm before it' Now, sir, when- 
ever my thoughts recur to this seven-gabled mansion (the fact is so very 
curious that I must needs mention it), immediately I have a vision or 
image of an elderly man, of remarkably stern countenance, sitting in an 
oaken elbow-chair, dead, stone-dead, with an ugly flow of blood upon his 
shirt-bosom' Dead, but with open eyes' He taints the whole house, as I 
remember it I could never flourish there, nor be happy, nor do nor enjoy 
what God meant me to do and enjoy' ” 

His face darkened, and seemed to contract, and shrivel itself up, and 
wither into age 

“Never, sir ' ” he repeated “I could never draw cheerful breath there' ” 

“I should think not,” said the old gentleman, eymg Clifford earnestly, 
and rather apprehensively “I should conceive not, sir, with that notion 
m your head ' ” 

“Surely not,” continued Clifford, “and it were a relief to me if that 
house could be torn down, or burnt up, and so the earth be rid of it, and 
grass be sown abundantly 'over its foundation Not that I should ever 
visit its site again ' for, sir, the farther I get away from it, the more does 
the joy, the lightsome freshness, the heart-leap, the intellectual dance, 
the youth, in short, yes, my youth, my youth ' the more does it come 
back to me No longer ago than this morning, I was old I remember look- 
ing in the glass, and wondering at my own gray hair, and the wrinkles, 
many and deep, right across my brow, and the furrows down my cheeks, 
and the prodigious trampling of crow’s-feet about my temples' It was too 
soon' I could not bear it' Age had no right to come' I had not lived' But 
now do I look old? If so, my aspect belies me strangely, for a great 
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weight being off my mind I feel m the very heyday of my youth, with 
the world and my best days before me’ ” 

“I trust you may find it so,'’ said tlie old gentleman, who seemed rather 
embarrassed, and desirous of avoiding the observation which Clifford’s 
wild talk drew on them both “You have mj'- best wishes for it ” 

“For Hea\en’s sake, dear Clifford, be quiet’” whispered his sister 
“The}^ think you mad ” 

“Be quiet 5 ourself, Hepzibah ’ ” returned her brother “No matter what 
they think’ I am not mad For the first time m thirty years m}’’ thoughts 
gush up and find words leady for them I must talk, and I will' ” 

He turned again tow’ards the old gentleman, and renewed the conver- 
sation 

“Yes, my deal sir,” said he, “it is my firm belief and hope that these 
terms of roof and hearth-stone, w’hich have so long been held to embody 
something sacred, are soon to pass out of men’s daily use, and be forgot- 
ten Just imagine, for a moment, how much of human evil will crumble 
aw’ay, wnth this one change ' YTiat w'e call real estate the solid ground to 
build a house on is the broad foundation on w'hich nearly all the guilt of 
this world rests A man will commit almost any wrong, he will heap up 
an immense pile of wickedness, as hard as granite, and W'hich will weigh 
as heavily upon his soul, to eternal ages, only to build a great, gloomy, 
dark-chambered mansion, for himself to die in, and for Lis posterity to be 
miserable in He lays his owm dead corpse beneath the underpinning, as 
one may say, and hangs his frowning picture on the wall and, after thus 
converting himself into an evil destiny, ex-pects his remotest great-grand- 
children to be happy theie' I do not speak wildly I have just such a 
house in my mind’s eye ’ ” 

“Then, sir,” said the old gentleman, getting anxious to drop the sub- 
ject, “you are not to blame for leaving it ” 

“Within the lifetime of the child already born,” Clifford went on, “all 
this will be done aw^ay The world is growung too ethereal and spiritual to 
bear these enormities a great while longer To me, though, for a con- 
siderable period of time, I have lived chiefly in retirement, and know less 
of such things than most men, even to me, the harbingers of a better era 
are unmistakable Mesmerism, now' Will that effect nothing, think you, 
towards purging away the grossness out of human life?” 

“All a humbug' ” growled the old gentleman 

“These rapping spirits, that little Phoebe told us of, the other day,” 
said Clifford, “what are these but the messengers of the spiritual world, 
knocking at the door of substance? And it shall be flung wide open' ” 

“A humbug, again!” cried the old gentleman, growing more and more 
testy, at these glimpses of Clifford’s metaphysics “I should like to rap 
with a good stick on the empty pates of the dolts who circulate such non- 
sense'” 

“Then there is electricity, the demon, the angel, the mighty physical 
power, the all-pervading intelligence'” exclaimed Clifford “Is that a 
humbug, too^ Is it a fact or have I dreamt it that, by means of elec- 
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tricity, the world of matter has become a great nerve, vibrating thousands 
of miles in a breathless point of time? Rather, the round globe is a vast 
head, a brain, instinct with intelligence! Or, shall we say, it is itself a 
thought, nothing but thought, and no longer the substance which we 
deemed it!” 

“If you mean the telegiaph,” said the old gentleman, glancing his eye 
towaid its wire, alongside the rail-track, “it is an excellent thing, that 
IS, of course, if the speculators m cotton and politics don’t get possession 
of it A great thing, indeed, sir, particularly as regards tlie detection of 
bank-robbers and murderers ” 

“I don’t quite like it, in that point of view,” replied Clifford “A bank- 
robber, and what you call a murderer, likewise, has his rights, -uhich men 
of enlightened humanity and conscience should regard m so much the 
more liberal spirit, because the bulk of society is prone to controvert their 
existence An almost spiritual medium, like the electric telegraph, should 
be consecrated to high, deep, joyful, and holy missions Loveis, day by 
day, hour by hour, if so often moved to do it, might send their heart- 
throbs from Maine to Floiida, with some such words as these, ‘I love you 
forever'’ ‘My heart runs over w'lth love'’ ‘I love you more than I 
can'’ and, again, at the next message, ‘I have lived an hour longer, and 
love you twice as^much ' ’ Or, when a good man has departed, his distant 
friend should be conscious of an electric thrill, as from the world of happy 
spirits, telling him, ‘Your dear friend is in bliss'’ Or, to an absent hus- 
band, should come tidings thus, ‘An immortal being, of whom you aie the 
father, has this moment come from God'’ and immediately its little voice 
would seem to have reached so fai, and to be echoing m his heart But for 
these poor rogues, the bank-robbers, who after all, are about as honest 
as nine people in ten, except that they disiegard certain foimalities, and 
prefer to transact business at midnight rathei than ’Change-hours, and 
for these murderers, as you phrase it, w^ho are often excusable in the mo- 
tives of their deed, and deserve to be ranked among public benefactors, if 
we consider only its result, for unfortunate individuals like these, I 
really cannot applaud the enlistment of an immateral and miraculous 
power in the universal world-hunt at their heels ' ” 

“You can’t, hey?” cried the old gentleman, with a hard look 
“Positively, no'” answered Clifford “It puts them too miserably at 
disadvantage For example, sir, in a dark, low, cioss-beamed, panelled 
room of an old house, let us suppose a dead man, sitting in an arm-chair, 
with a blood-stain on his shirt-bosom, and let us add to our hypothesis 
another man, issuing from the house, which he feels to be over-filled with 
the dead man’s presence, and let us lastly imagine him fleeing. Heaven 
knows whither, at the speed of a hurricane, by railroad' Now, sir, if the 
fugitive alight in some distant town, and find all the people babbling 
about that self-same dead man, whom he has fled so far to avoid the sight 
and thought of, will you not allow that his natural rights have been in- 
f- nged? He has been deprived of his city of refuge, and, in my humble 
opinion, has suffered infinite wrong ' ” 
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“You are a strange man, sir'” said the old gentleman, bimgmg his 
gimlet-eye to a point on Clifford, as if determined to bore right into him. 
“I can’t see through youl” 

“No, I’ll be bound you can’t i” cried Clifford, laughing “And yet, my 
dear sir, I am as transparent as the water of Maule’s welll But come, 
Hepzibali ' We have flown far enough for once Let us alight, as the birds 
do, and perch ourselves on the nearest twig, and consult whither we shall 
fly next'” 

Just then, as it happened, the tram reached a solitary way-station 
Taking advantage of the brief pause, Clifford left the car, and drew Hep- 
zibah along with him A moment afterw'ards, the tram with all the life 
of its interior, amid wdiich Clifford had made himself so conspicuous an 
object was gliding aw^a}^ in the distance, and rapidly lessening to a 
point, which, m another moment, vanished The w'orld had fled aw^ay 
from these tw^o wanderers They gazed drearily about them At a little 
distance stood a w'ooden church, black with age, and m a dismal state of 
rum and deca}’', with broken window's, a great rift through the mam body 
of the edifice, and a rafter dangling from the top of the squaie tow'er 
Farther off was a farm-house, in the old style, as venerably black as the 
church, with a roof sloping downw'ard from the three-story peak, to 
within a man’s height of the ground It seemed uninhabited There W'ere 
the relics of a wood-pile, indeed, near the door, but wnth grass sprouting 
up among the chips and scattered logs The small ram-drops came down 
aslant, the wand was not turbulent, but sullen, and full of chilly moisture 

Clifford shivered from head to foot The wnld effeivescence of his 
mood w'hich had so readily supplied thoughts, fantasies, and a strange 
aptitude of words, and impelled him to talk from the meie necessity of 
giving vent to this bubbling-up gush of ideas had entirely subsided A 
pow'erful excitement had given him energy and vivacity Its operation 
over, he forthwith began to sink 

“You must take the lead now, Hepzibah > ” murmured he, with a torpid 
and reluctant utterance “Do with me as you will ' ” 

She knelt down upon the platform where they were standing and 
lifted her clasped hands to the sky The dull, gray weight of clouds made 
it invisible, but it w'as no hour for disbelief, no juncture this to question 
that there was a sky above, and an Almighty Father looking from it' 

“O God'” ejaculated poor, gaunt Hepzibah, then paused a mo- 
ment, to consider what her prayer should be, “0 God, our Father, 
are we not thy children? Have mercy on us ' ” 
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Governor Pynciieon 

Judge Pyncheon, while his two relatives have fled away with sucli ill- 
considered haste, still sits in the old parlor, keeping house, as the fa- 
miliar phrase is, in the absence of its ordinary ocaipants To him, and to 
the venerable House of the Seven Gables, does our story now betake it- 
self, like an ow'l, bew'ildered in the dajdight, and hastening back to his 
hollow tree 

The Judge has not shifted his position for a long while now He has not 
stirred hand or foot, nor witlidrawn his eyes so much as a hair’s-breadth 
from their fi\ed gaze tow'ards the corner of the room, since the footsteps 
of Hepzibah and Clifford creaked along the passage, and the outer door 
was closed cautiously behind their exit He holds his watch in his left 
hand, but clutched m such a manner that you cannot see the dial-plate 
How profound a fit of meditation' Or, supposing him asleep, how' infan- 
tile a quietude of conscience, and what wholesome order in the gastric 
region, are betokened by slumber so entirely undisturbed with starts, 
cramp, twitches, muttered dream-talk, trumpet-blasts through the nasa 
organ, or any the slightest irregularity of breath' \ou must hold your 
own breath, to satisfy yourself w’hether he breathes at all It is quite in- 
audible You hear the ticking of his w'atch, his breath you do not hear 
A most refreshing slumber, doubtless' And yet, the Judge cannot be 
' asleep His eyes are open' A veteran politician, such as he, would never 
fall asleep wuth wide-open eyes, lest some enemy or mischief-maker, tak- 
ing him thus at unawares, should peep through these windows into his 
consciousness, and make strange discoveries among the reminiscences, 
projects, hopes, apprehensions, w^eaknesses, and strong points, w'hich he 
has heretofore shared with nobody A cautious man is proverbially said 
to sleep with one eye open That may be wusdom But not wuth both, for 
this weie heedlessness' No, no' Judge Pyncheon cannot be asleep 
It is odd, however, that a gentleman so burdened with epgagements, 
and noted, too, for punctuality, should linger thus in an old lonel}’’ man- 
sion, which he has never seemed very fond of visiting The oalicn chair, 
to be sure, may tempt him with its roominess It is, indeed, a spacious, 
and, allowing for the rude age that fashioned it, a moderately easy seat, 
with capacity enough, at all events, and offering no restraint to the Judge s 
breadth of beam A bigger man might find ample accommodation in it 
His ancestor, now pictured upon the wall, with all his English beef abOTt 
him, used hardly to present a front extending from elbow to elbow of this 
chair, or a base that would cover its w^hole cushion But there are better 
chairs than this, mahogany, black-walnut, rosewood, spring-seated and 
damask-cushioned, with varied slopes, and innumerable artifices to make 
them easy, and obviate the irksomeness of too tame an ease, a score of 
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such might be at Judge Pyncheon’s service Yes' in a score of drawmg- 
rooms he would be more than welcome Mamma would advance 4o meet 
him, with outstretched hand, the virgin daughter, elderly as he has now 
got to be, an old widower, as he smilingly describes himself, would 
shake up the cushion for the Judge, and do her pretty little utmost to 
make him comfortable For the Judge is a prosperous man He cheiishes 
his schemes, moreover, like other people, and reasonably brightei than 
most others, or did so, at least, as he lay abed this morning, in an agree- 
able half-drowse, planning the business of the day, and speculating on the 
probabilities of the next fifteen yfears With his film health, and the little 
mroad that age has made upon him, fifteen years or twenty yes, or per- 
haps five-and-twenty' are no more than he may fairly call his own. 
Five-and-twenty years for the enjoyment of his real estate m town and 
country, his railroad, bank, and insurance shares, his United States 
stock, his wealth, in short, however invested, now in possession, or soon 
to be acquired, together with the public honors that have fallen upon 
him, and the weightier ones that are yet to fall' It is good! It is excellent! 
It IS enough ' 

Still lingering in the old chair' If the Judge has a little time to thiow 
away, why does not he visit the insurance office, as is his frequent cus- 
tom, and sit awhile in one of their leathern-cushioned arm-chairs, listen- 
ing to the gossip of the day, and dropping some deeply designed chance- 
word, which will be certain to become the gossip of to-morrow' And have 
not the bank directors a meeting at which it was the Judge’s puipose to 
be present, and his office to preside? Indeed they have, and the hour is 
noted on a card, which is, or ought to be, in Judge Pyncheon’s right vest- 
pocket Let him go thither, and loll at ease upon his money-bags ' He has 
lounged long enough in the old chair' 

This was to have been such a busy day' In the first place, the interview 
with Clifford Half an hour, by the Judge’s reckoning, was to suffice for 
that, it would probably be less, but taking into consideration that Hep- 
zibah was first to be dealt with, and that these women are apt to malce 
many words where a few would do much better it might be safest to al- 
low half an hour Half an hour? IMiy, Judge, it is already two hours, by' 
your own undeviatingly accurate chronometer' Glance your eye down at 
it and see' Ah' he will not give himself the trouble either to bend his 
head, or elevate his hand, so as to bring the faithful time-keeper within 
his range of iJision ' Time, all at once, appears to have become a matter 
of no moment with the Judge ' 

And has he foigotten all the other items of his memoranda? Clifford’s 
affair arranged, he was to meet a State Street broker, who has undertaken 
to procure a heavy percentage, and the best of paper, for a few loose thou- 
sands which the Judge happens to have by him, uninvested The wrinkled 
note-shaver will have taken his railroad trip m vain Half an hour later, 
m the street next to this, there was to be an auction of real estate, includ- 
mg a portion of the old Pyncheon property, originally belonging to 
Maule’s garden-ground It has been alienated from the Pjmeheons these 
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four-score years, but the Judge had kept it in his eye, and had set his 
heart on reannexing it to the small demesne still left around the Seven 
Gables, and now, during this odd fit of oblivion, the fatal hammer must 
have fallen, and transferred our ancient patiimony to some alien possess- 
or' Possibly, indeed, the sale may have been postponed till fairer weather. 
If so, will the Judge make it convenient to be present, and favor the auc-^ 
tioneer with his bid, on the proximate occasion? 

The next affair was to buy a hoise for his own driving The one hereto- 
fore his favorite stumbled, this very morning, on the road to town, and 
must be at once discarded Judge Pyncheon’s neck is too precious to be 
risked on such a contingency as a stumbling steed Should all the above 
business be seasonably got through with, he might attend the meeting of 
a charitable society, the very name of which, however, in the multiplicity 
of his benevolence, is quite forgotten , so that this engagement may pass 
unfulfilled, and no great harm done And if he have time, amid the press 
of more urgent matters, he must take measures for the renew^al of Mrs 
Pyncheon’s tombstone, which, the sexton tells him, has fallen on its 
marble face, and is cracked quite in twain She was a praise-worthy 
woman enough, thinks the Judge, m spite of her nervousness, and the 
tears that she was so oozy with, and her foolish behavior about the cof- 
fee, and as she took her departure so seasonably, he will not grudge the 
second tombstone It is better, at least, than if she had never needed any ' 
The next item on his list was to give orders for some fruit-trees, of a rare 
vaiiety, to be deliverable at his country-seat, in the ensuing autumn Yes, 
buy them, by all means, and may the peaches be luscious in your mouth, 
Judge Pyncheon' After this comes something more important A com- 
mittee of his political party has besought him for a hundred or tw^o of 
dollars, m addition to his previous disbursements, towards carrying on 
the fall campaign The Judge is a patriot, the fate of the country is staked 
on the November election, and besides, as wall be shadow^ed forth in an- 
other paragraph, he has no trifling stake of his owm in the same great 
game He will do what the committee asks, nay, he will be liberal beyond 
^ their expectations, they shall have a check for five hundred dollars, and 
more anon, if it be needed What next A decayed wadow, whose husband 
was Judge Pyncheon’s early friend, has laid her case of destitution be- 
fore him, m a very moving letter She and her fair daughter have scarcely 
bread to eat He partly intends to call on her, to-day, perhaps so per- 
haps not, accordingly as he may happen to have leisure, and a small 
bank-note 

Another business, which, however, he puts no great weight on (it is 
well, you know, to be heedful, but not over-anxious, as respects one’s per- 
sonal health), another business, then, was to consult his family phy- 
sician About what, for Heaven’s sake? Why, it is rather difficult to de- 
scribe the symptoms A mere dimness of sight and dizziness of brain, 
was it? or a disagreeable choking, or stifling, or gurgling, or bubbling, 
in the region of the thorax, as the anatomists say? or was it a pretty se- 
vere throbbing and kicking of the heart, rather creditable to him than 
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Otherwise, as showing that the organ had not been left out of the Judge’s 
physical contrivance? No matter what it w’as The doctor, probably, 
would smile at the statement of such trifles to his professional ear, the 
Judge would smile in his turn, and meeting one another’s eyes, they 
would enjoy a hearty laugh together’ But a fig for medical advice! The 
Judge wall never need it 

Pray, pray, Judge PNUicheon, look at 3'our watch, now 1 What not a 
glance' It is within ten minutes of tlie dinner-hour' It surel}' cannot have 
slipped 3'our memory that the dinner of to-day is to be the most import- 
ant, in Its consequences of all the dinners you e\er ate Yes, precisely the 
most important, although, in the couise of 3^oui somewhat eminent ca- 
reer, 3'ou have been placed high towards the head of the table, at splendid 
banquets, and have poured out your festive eloquence to ears yet echoing 
with Webster s mighty organ-tones No public dinner this, however It is 
merel3’’ a gathering of some dozen or so of friends from several districts of 
the State, men of distinguished character and influence, assembling, al- 
most casuall3'’, at the house of a common friend, likewise distinguished, 
who will make them welcome to a little better than his ordinary fare 
Nothing in tlie wa3'’ of French cookery, but an excellent dinner neverthe- 
less Real turtle, we understand, and salmon, tautog, canvas-backs, pig, 
English mutton, good roast-beef, or dainties of that serious kind, fit for 
substantial country gentlemen, as these honorable persons mostly are 
The delicacies of the season, in short, and flavored by a brand of old 
Madeira which has been the pride of many seasons It is the Juno brand, 
a glorious wine, fragrant, and full of gentle might, a bottled-up happi- 
ness, put up for use, a golden liquid, worth more than liquid gold, so 
rare and admirable, that veteran wme-bibbers count it among their 
epochs^to have tasted it' It drives away the heart-ache, and substitutes 
no head-ache ' Could the Judge but quaff a glass, it might enable him to 
shake off the unaccountable lethargy w'hich (for the ten intervening min- 
utes, and five to boot, are already past) has made him such a laggard at 
this momentous dinner It would all but revive a dead man ' Would you 
like to sip it now. Judge P3mcheon? 

Alas, this dinner' Have you really forgotten its true object? Then let 
us whisper it, that you may start at once out of the oalcen chair, w'hicli 
really seems to be enchanted, like the one in Comus, or that m w'hich Moll 
Pitcher imprisoned your own grandfather But ambition is a talisman 
more powerful than witchcraft Start up, then, and, hurrying through the 
streets, burst in upon the company, that they may begin before the fish is 
spoiled' They wait for you, and it is little for your interest that they 
should wait These gentlemen need you be told it^ have assembled, 
not without purpose, from every quarter of the State They are piactised 
politicians, every man of them, and skilled to adjust those preliminary 
measures which steal from the people, without its knowledge, the power 
of choosing its own rulers The popular voice, at the next gubernatorial 
election, though loud as thunder, will be really but an echo of what these 
gentlemen shall speak, under their breath, at your friend’s festive board 
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They meet to decide upon their candidate, This little knot of subtle 
schemers will contiol the convention, and, through it, dictate to the party 
And what worthier candidate, more wise and learned, more noted for 
philanthropic liberality, truer to safe principles, tiied oftener by public 
trusts, more spotless m private character, with a larger stake in the com- 
mon welfare, and deeper grounded, by hei editary descent, in the faith 
and practice of the Puiitans, what man can be presented for the suffrage 
of the people, so eminently combining all these claims to the chief- 
lulership as Judge Pyncheon here before us? 

Make haste, theni Do youi paiti The meed for which you have toiled, 
and fought, and climbed, and crept, is ready for your grasp ' Be present 
at this dinner' drink a glass or two of that noble wine' make your 
pledges in as low a whisper as you will' and you rise up from table 
virtually governor of the glorious old State 1 Governor Pyncheon of Mas- 
sachusetts' 

And is there no potent and exhilarating cordial in a certainty like this? 
It has been the grand purpose of half your lifetime to obtain it Now, 
when there needs little more than to signify your acceptance, why do you 
sit so lumpishly in your great-great-grandfather’s oaken chair, as if pre- 
ferring it to the gubernatorial one? We have all heard of King Log, but, 
in these jostling times, one of that royal kindred will hardly win the race 
for an elective chief-magistracy 

Well' It is absolutely too late for dinner! Turtle, salmon, tautog, wood- 
cock, boiled turkey, South-Down mutton, pig, roast-beef, have van- 
ished, or exist only in fragments, with lukewarm potatoes, and gravies 
crusted over with cold fat The Judge, had he done nothing else, would 
have achieved wonders with his knife and fork It was he, you know, of 
whom it used to be said, in reference to his ogre-like appetite, that his 
Creator made him a great animal, but that the dinner-hour made him a 
great beast Persons of his large sensual endowments must claim indul- 
gence, at their feeding-time But, for once, the Judge is entirely too late 
for dinner' Too late, we fear, even to join the party at their wine' The 
guests are warm and merry, they have given up the Judge, and, conclud- 
ing that the Free-Soilers have him, they will fix upon another candidate 
Were our friend now to stalk m among them, with that wide-open stare, 
at once wild and stolid, his ungenial presence would be apt to change 
their cheer Neither would it be seemly in Judge Pyncheon, generally so 
scrupulous in his attire, to show himself at a dinner-table with that crim- 
son stain upon his shirt-bosom By the by, how came it there? It is an 
ugly sight, at any rate , and the wisest way for the Judge is to button his 
coat closely over his breast, and, taking his horse and chaise from the 
livery-stable, to make all speed to his own house There, after a glass of 
brandy and water, and a mutton-chop, a beefsteak, a broiled fowl, or 
some such hasty little dinner and supper all in one, he had better spend 
the evening by the fireside He must toast his slippers a long while, in 
order to get rid of the chilliness which the air of this vile old house has 
Sent curdling through his veins 
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Up, therefore, Judge Pyncheon, up' You have lost a day But to- 
morrow will be here anon Will you rise, betimes, and make the most of 
it^ To-morrow' To-morrow' To-morrow' We, that are alive, may rise 
betimes to-morrow As for him that has died to-day, his morrow will be 
the resurrection morn 

Meanwhile the twilight is glooming upward out of the comers of the 
room The shadows of the tall furniture grow deeper, and at first be- 
come more definite, then, spreading wider, they lose their distinctness of 
outline in the dark gray tide of oblivion, as it were, that creeps slovdy 
over the various objects, and the one human figure sitting in the midst 
of them The gloom has not entered from without, it has brooded here 
all day, and now, taking its own inevitable time, will possess itself of 
everything The Judge’s face, indeed, rigid, and singularly white, refuses 
to melt into this universal solvent Fainter and fainter grows the light It 
is as if another double-handful of darkness had been scattered through 
the air Now it is no longer gray, but sable There is still a famt appear- 
ance at the window, neither a glow, nor a gleam, nor a glimmer, any 
phrase of light would express something far brighter than this doubtful 
perception, or sense, rather, that there is a window there Has it yet van- 
ished? No' yes' not quite' And there is still the swarthy whiteness, 

we shall venture to marry these ill-agreeing words, the swarthy white- 
ness of Judge Pyncheon’s face The features are all gone there is only 
the paleness of them left And how looks it now? There is no window' 
There is no face' An infinite, inscrutable blackness has annihilated sight I 
Where is our universe? All crumbled away from us, and we, adrift in 
chaos, may hearken to the gusts of homeless wind, that go sighing and 
murmuring about, in quest of what was once a world ' 

Is there no other sound? One other, and a fearful one It is the ticking 
of the Judge’s watch, which, ever since Hepzibah left the room in search 
of Clifford, he has been holding in his hand Be the cause what it may, 
this little, quiet, never-ceasing throb of Time’s pulse, repeating its small 
strokes with such busy regularity, m Judge Pyncheon’s motionless hand, 
has an effect of terror, which we do not find in any other accompaniment 
of the scene 

But, listen' That puff of the breeze was louder, it had a tone unhke 
the dreary and sullen one which has bemoaned itself, and afflicted all 
mankind with miserable S5nnpathy, for five days past The wind has 
veered about' It now comes boisterously from the northwest, and, taking 
hold of the aged framework of the Seven Gables, gives it a shake, like a 
wrestler that would try strength with his antagonist Another and an- 
other -sturdy tussle with the blast' The old house creaks again, and makes 
a vociferous but somewhat unintelligible bellowing in its sooty throat 
(the big flue, we mean, of its wide chimney), partly in complamt at the 
rude wind, but rather, as befits their century and a half of hostile in- 
timacy, m tough defiance A rumbling kind of a bluster roars behind the 
fire-board A door has slammed above stairs A window', perhaps, has 
been left open, or else is driven m by an unruly gust It is not to be con- 
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ceived, beforehand, what wonderful wind-instruments are these 
timber mansions, and how haunted with the strangest noises, whid 
mediately begin to sing, and sigh, and sob, and shriek, and to smite 
sledge-hammers, airy but ponderous, in some distant chamber, ai 
tread along the entries as with stately footsteps, and rustle up and < 
the staircase, as with silks miraculously stiff, whenever the gale ca 
the house with a window open, and gets fairly into it Would tha 
were not an attendant spirit here < It is too awful > This clamor o 
wind through the lonely house, the Judge’s quietude, as he sits invis 
and that pertinacious ticking of his watch ' 

As regards Judge Pyncheon’s invisibility, however, that matter 
soon be remedied The northwest wind has swept the sky clear The 
dow IS distinctly seen Through its panes, moreover, we dimly catcl 
sweep of the dark, clustering foliage, outside, fluttering with a con; 
irregularity of movement, and letting in a peep of starlight, now here, 
there Oftener than any other object, these glimpses illuminate 
Judge’s face But here comes more effectual light Observe that sil 
dance upon the upper branches of the pear-tree, and now a little Ic 
and now on the whole mass of boughs, while, through their shifting i 
cacies, the moonbeams fall aslant into the room They play ovei 
Judge’s figure and show that he has not stirred throughout the hou 
darkness They follow the shadows, in changeful sport, across his 
changing features They gleam upon his watch His grasp conceals 
dial-plate, but we know that the faithful hands have met, for one o: 
city clocks tells midnight 

A man of sturdy understanding, lilre Judge Pyncheon, cares no i 
for twelve o’clock at night than for the corresponding hour of noon I 
ever just the parallel drawn, in some of the preceding pages, beti 
his Puritan ancestor and himself, it fails m this point The Pynchec 
two centuries ago, in common with most of his contemporaries, profe 
his full belief in spiritual ministrations, although reckoning them ch 
of a malignant character The Pyncheon of to-night, who sits in yo 
arm-chair, believes in no such nonsense Such, at least, was his ci 
some few hours since His hair will not bristle, therefore, at the st< 
which in times when chimney-corners had benches in them, where 
people sat poking into the ashes of the past, and raking out traditions 
live coals used to be told about this very room of his ancestral housi 
fact, these tales are too absurd to bristle even childhood’s hair V 
sense, meaning, or moral, for example, such as even ghost-stones sh 
be susceptible of, can be traced in the ridiculous legend, that, at i 
night, all the dead Pjmcheons are bound to assemble m this parlor? i 
pray, for what? Why, to see whether the portrait of their ancestor 
keeps its place upon the wall, in compliance with his testamentary di 
tions > Is it worth while to come out of their graves for that? 

We are tempted to make a little sport with the idea Ghost-stones 
hardly to be treated seiiously, any longer The family-party of the 
funct Pyncheons, we presume, goes off in this wise 
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First comes the ancestor himself, in his black cloak, steeple-hat, and 
trunk-breeches, girt about tlie waist with a leathern belt, m which hangs 
his steel-hilted sword, he has a long staff m his hand, such as gentlemen 
m advanced life used to carr}'-, as much for the dignity of the thing as for 
the support to be derived from it He looks up at the portrait, a thing of 
no substance, gazing at its omi painted image' All is safe The picture is 
still there The purpose of his brain has been kept sacred thus long after 
the man himself has sprouted up in graveyard grass See' he lifts his in- 
effectual hand, and tries the frame All safe' But is that a smile^ is it 
not, rather, a frown of deadly import, that darkens over the shadow of 
his features? The stout Colonel is dissatisfied' So decided is his look of 
discontent as to impart additional distinctness to his features, through 
which, nevertheless, the moonlight passes, and flickers on tlie wall be- 
yond Something has strangely vexed the ancestor' With a grim shake of 
the head, he turns away Here come other Pyncheons, the whole tribe, 
in their half a dozen generations, jostling and elbowing one another, to 
reach the picture We behold aged men and grandames, a clergyman with 
the Puritanic stiffness still in his garb and mien, and a red-coated officer 
of the old French war, and there comes the shop-keeping Pyncheon of a 
century ago, with the ruffles turned back from his wrists, and there the 
periwigged and brocaded gentleman of the artist’s legend, with the beau- 
tiful and pensive Alice, who brings no pride out of her virgin grave All 
try the picture-frame 'iVhat do these ghostly people seek^ A mother lifts 
her child, that his little hands may touch it' There is evidently a mystery 
about the picture, that perplexes these poor Pyncheons when they ought 
to be at rest In a corner, meanwhile, stands the figure of an elderly man, 
in a leather jerkin and breeches, with a carpenter’s rule sticking out of 
his side pocket, he points his finger at the bearded Colonel and his de- 
scendants, nodding, jeering, mocking, and finally bursting into obstreper- 
ous, though inaudible laughter 

Indulging our fancy m this freak, we have partly lost the power of re- 
straint and guidance We distinguish an unlooked-for figure in our vision- 
ary scene Among those ancestral people there is a young man, dressed 
in the very fashion of to-day he wears a dark frock-coat, almost destitute 
of skirts, gray pantaloons, gaiter boots of patent leather, and has a finely 
wrought gold chain across his breast, and a little silver-headed whalebone 
stick in his hand Were we to meet this figure at noonday, we should greet 
him as young Jaffrey Pyncheon, the Judge’s only surviving child, who has 
been spending the last two years in foreign travel If still m life, how 
comes his shadow hither? If dead, what a misfortune' The old Pyncheon 
property, together with the great estate acquired by the young man’s 
father, would devolve on whom? On poor, foolish Clifford, gaunt Hepzi- 
bah, and rustic little Phoebe' But another and a greater marvel greets us' 
Can we believe our eyes? A stout, elderly gentleman has made his ap- 
pearance, he has an aspect of eminent respectability, wears a black coat 
and pantaloons, of roomy width, and might be pronounced scrupulously 
neat in his attire, but for a broad ciimson stain across his snowy neckcloth 
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and do^^n his shirt-bosom Is it the Judge, or no> Ilovr can it be Judge 
P3mcheon? We discern his figure, as plainly as the flickering moonbeams 
can show us anything, still seated in tlie oaken chair! Be the appantion 
whose it may, it advances to the picture, seems to seize the frame, tries 
to peep behind it, and tunis avay, with a fro\^n Jis black as the ancestral 
one 

The fantastic scene just hinted at must by’’ no means be considered as 
forming an actual portion of our story We \verc betrayed into this brief 
extravagance by the quivei of the moonbeams they dance hand-in-hand 
with shadows, and are reflected in the looking-gkiss, ^^hlch, y on are auare, 
is always a kind of vindov or dooiway into the spiritual ^\orld We 
needed relief, moreover, from our too long and exclusive contemplation of 
that figure in the chair This ^Mld vmd, too has tossed our thoughts into 
stiange confusion, but nithout tearing them away from their one de- 
termined centre Yonder leaden Judge sits immovably’’ upon our soul Will 
he ne\er stir again ^ We shall go mad unless he stirs' You may the bet- 
tei estimate his quietude by^ the fearlessness of a little mouse vhich sits 
on its hind legs, in a streak of moonlight, close by Judge Py’iicheon’s foot, 
and seems to meditate a journey’ of exploration over this great black bulk 
Ha' what has startled the nimble little moused Is it the visage of grim- 
alkin, outside of the window, where he appears to have posted himself 
for a deliberate watch This grimalkin has a very’ ugly look Is it a cat 
watching for a mouse, or.the devil for a human soul? Would v,e could 
scale him from the window' 

Thank Heaven, the night is wellnigh past' The moonbeams have no 
longer so silvery a gleam, nor contrast so strongly’ with the blackness of 
the shadows among which they fall They are paler, now, the shadows 
look gray, not black The boisterous wind is hushed What is the hour? 
Ah' the watch has at last ceased to tick, for the Judge’s forgetful fingers 
neglected to wind it up, as usual, at ten o’clock, being half an hour or so 
befoie his ordinary bedtime, and it has run down, for the first time m 
five years But the great world-clock of Time still keeps its beat The 
dreary night for, oh, how dreary seems its haunted w’aste, behind us' 
gives place to a fresh, transparent cloudless morn Blessed, blessed radi- 
ance' The day-beam even what little of it finds its way into this always 
dusky parlor seems part of the universal benediction, annulling ev’il, and 
rendering all goodness possible, and happiness attainable Will Judge 
Pyncheon now rise up from his chair? Will he go forth, and receiv’e the 
early sunbeams on his brow? Will he begin this new day, which God has 
smiled upon, and blessed, and given to mankind, will he begin it with 
better purposes than the many that have been spent amiss? Or are all the 
deep-laid schemes of yesterday as stubborn in his heart, and as busy m 
his brain, as ever? 

In this latter case, there is much to do Will the Judge still insist with 
Hepzibah on the interview with Clifford? Will he buy a safe, elderly gen- 
tleman’s horse? Will he persuade the purchaser of the old Pyncheon prop- 
erty to relinquish the bargain, in his favor? Will he see his family phy- 
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sician, and obtain a medicine that shall preserve him, to be an honor and 
blessing -to his race, until the utmost term of patriarchal longevity? Will 
Judge Pyncheon, above all, make due apologies to that company of hon- 
orable friends, and satisfy them that his absence from the festive board 
was unavoidable, and so fully retrieve himself m their good opinion that 
he shall yet be Governor of Massachusetts? And all these great purposes 
accomplished, will he walk the streets again, with that dog-da}'- smile of 
elaborate benevolence, sultry enough to tempt flies to come and buzz in 
it? Or will he, after the tomb-Iike seclusion of the past day and night, go 
forth a humbled and repentant man, sorrowful, gentle, seeking no profit, 
shrinking from worldly honor, hardly daring to love God, but bold to love 
his fellowman, and to do him what good he may? Will he bear about with 
him, no odious grin of feigned benignity, insolent m its pretence, and 
loathsome m its falsehood, but the tender sadness of a contrite heart, 
broken, at last, beneath its own weight of sm? For it is our belief, what- 
ever show of honor he may have piled upon it, that there was heavy sm 
at the base of this man’s being 

Rise up. Judge Pyncheon' The morning sunshine glimmers through the 
foliage, and, beautiful and holy as it is, shuns not to kindle up your face 
Rise up, thou subtle, worldly, selfish, iron-hearted hjrpocrite, and make 
thy choice whether still to be subtle, worldly, selfish, iron-hearted, and 
hypocritical, or to tear these sms out of thy nature, though they bring the 
life-blood with them' The Avenger is upon thee' Rise up, before it be 
too late' 

What' Thou ait not stirred by this last appeal? No, not a jot' And 
there we see a fly, one of your common house-flies, such as are always 
buzzing on the window-pane, which has smelt out Governoi Pyncheon, 
and alights, now on his forehead, now on his chin, and now. Heaven help 
us' IS creeping over the bridge of his nose, towards the would-be chief- 
magistrate’s wide-open eyes' Canst thou not brush the fly away? Arf 
thou too sluggish? Thou man, that hadst so many busy projects yester’ 
day' Art thou too weak, that wast so powerful? Not brush away a fly? 
Nay, then, we give thee up ' 

And hark' the shop-bell rings After hours like these latter ones, 
through which we have borne our heavy tale, it is good to be made sensi- 
ble that theie is a living world, and that even this old, lonely mansion re- 
tains some manner of connection with it We breathe more freely, emerg- 
ing from Judge Pjmeheon’s presence into the street before the Seven 
Gables 
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: XIX 

Alice’s Posies 

Uncle Venner, trundling a wheelbai row, was the earliest person stir- 
ring in the neighborhood the day after the storm 

Pyncheon Street, in front of the House of the Seven Gables, was a far 
pleasanter scene than a by-lane, confined by shabby fences, and bordered 
with wooden dwellings of the meaner class, could reasonably be expected 
to present Nature made sweet amends, that morning, for the five un- 
kindly days which had preceded it It would have been enough to live 
for, merely to look up at the wide benediction of the sky, or as much of 
it as was visible between the houses, genial once more with sunshine 
Every object was agreeable, whether to be gaaed at in the breadth, or 
examined more minutely Such, for example, were the well-washed peb- 
bles and giavel of the sidewalk, even the sky-reflecting pools in the 
centre of the street, and the grass, now freshly verdant, that crept along 
the base of the fences, on the other side of which, if one peeped over, was 
seen the multifarious growth of gardens Vegetable productions, of w^hat- 
ever kind, seemed more than negatively happy, m the juicy w^armth and 
abundance of their life The Pyncheon Elm, throughout its great circum- 
ference, was all alive, and full of the morning sun and a sweet-tempered 
little breeze, which lingered within this verdant sphere, and set a thou- 
sand leafy tongues a-whispenng all at once This aged tree appeared to 
have suffered nothing from the gale It had kept its boughs unshattered, 
and its full complement of leaves, and the whole in perfect verdure, ex- 
cept a single blanch, that, by the earlier change with which the elm-tree 
sometimes prophesies the autumn, had been transmuted to bright gold 
It was like the golden branch that gamed ^neas and the Sibyl admittance 
mto Hades 

This one mystic branch hung down before the mam entrance of the 
Sevan Gables, so nigh the ground that any passer-by might have stood 
on tiptoe and plucked it off Presented at the door, it would have been a 
S5mibol of his right to enter, and be made acquainted with all the secrets 
of the house So little faith is due to external appearance, that there was 
really an inviting aspect over the venerable edifice, conveying an idea 
that its history must be a decorous and happy one, and such as would be 
delightful for a fireside tale Its windows gleamed cheerfully in the slant- 
ing sunlight The lines and tufts of green moss, here and there, seemed 
pledges of familiarity and sisterhood with Nature, as if this human 
dwelling-place, being of such old date, had established its prescriptive 
title among primeval oaks and whatever other objects, by virtue of their 
long continuance, have acquired a gracious right to be A person of 
imaginative temperament, while passing by the house, would turn, once 


415 


THE HOUSE OF THE SEVEN GABLES 

and again, and peruse it well its many peaks, consenting together in the 
clustered chimney, the deep projection over its basement-story, the 
arched window, imparting a look, if not of grandeur, yet of antique gen- 
.tility, to the broken portal over which it opened, the luxuriance of gi- 
gantic burdocks, near the threshold, he would note all these characteris- 
tics, and be conscious of something deeper than he saw He would con- 
ceive the mansion to have been the residence of the stubborn old Puritan, 
Integrity, w'ho, dying m some forgotten generation, had left a blessing in 
all its rooms and chambers, the efficacy of which was to be seen m the re- 
ligion, honesty, moderate competence, or upright poverty and solid hap- 
piness, of his descendants, to this day 

One object, above all others, would take root in the imaginative ob- 
server’s memory It was the great tuft of flowers, weeds, you would have 
called them, only a week ago, the tuft of crimson-spotted flowers, in 
the angle between the two front gables The old people used to give them 
the name of Alice’s Posies, m remembrance of fair Alice Pyncheon, who 
was believed to have brought their seeds from Italy They were flaunting 
in rich beauty and full bloom to-day, and seemed, as it were, a mystic ex- 
pression that something withm the house was consummated 

It was but little after sunrise, when Uncle Venner made his appearance, 
as aforesaid, impelling a wheelbarrow along the street He was going his 
matutmal rounds to collect cabbage-leaves, turnip-tops, potato-skins, and 
the miscellaneous refuse of the dmner-pot, which the thrifty housewives 
of the neighborhood were accustomed to put aside, as fit only to feed a 
pig Uncle Venner’s pig was fed entirely, and kept m prime order, on 
these eleemosynary contributions, insomuch that the patched philoso- 
pher used to promise that, before retiring to his farm, he would make a 
feast of the portly grunter, and invite all his neighbors to partake of the 
joints and spare-ribs which they had helped to fatten Miss Hepzibali 
P3mcheon’s housekeeping had so greatly improved, since Clifford became 
a member of the family, that her share of the banquet would have been no 
lean one, and Uncle Venner, accordingly, was a good deal disappointed 
not to find the large earthen pan, full of fragmentary eatables, that ordi- 
narily awaited his coming at the back doorstep of the Seven Gables 
‘T never knew Miss Hepzibali so forgetful before,” said the patriarch 
to himself ‘‘She must have had a dinner yesterday, no question of that i 
She always has one, nowadays So where’s the pot-liquor and potato- 
skins, I ask? Shall I knock, and see if she’s stirring yet? No, no ’t won’t 
do’ If little Phoebe was about the house, I should not mind knocking, 
but IMiss Hepzibah, likely as not, would scowl down at me out of the 
window, and look cross, even if she felt pleasantly So, I’ll come back at 
noon ” 

With these reflections, the old man was shutting the gate of the little 
back-yard Creaking on its hinges, however, like every other gate and 
^ door about the premises, the sound reached the ears of the occupant of 
the northern gable, one of the Mundows of which had a side-view towards 
the gate 
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Good morning, Unde Vennerl” said the daguerreotypist, leaning out 
of the window “Do you hear nobody stii ring?” 

“Not a soul,” said the man of patches “But that ’s no wonder ’T is 
barely half an hour past sunrise, yet But I’m really glad to see you, Mr 
Holgrave' There ’s a strange, lonesome look about this side of the house, 
so that my heart misgave me, somehow or other, and I felt as if there was 
nobody alive in it The front of the house looks a good deal cheerier, and 
Alice’s Posies are blooming there beautifully, and if I were a young man, 
Mr Holgrave, m}'^ sweetheart should have one of those flowers in her 
bosom, though I iisked my neck climbing for itl Well, and did the vind 
keep you awake last night?” 

“It did, indeed 1” answered the artist, smiling “If I were a believer in 
ghosts, and I don’t quite know whether I am or not, I should have 
concluded that all the old Pynclieons vere running not in the lower 
rooms, especially m Miss Hepzibah’s part of the house But it is very 
quiet now ” 

“Yes, Miss Hepzibah will be apt to over-sleep herself, after being dis- 
turbed, all night, with the racket,” said Uncle Venner “But it vould 
be odd, now, would n’t it, if the Judge had taken both his cousins into the 
country along with him? I saw him go into the shop yesterday ” 

“At what hour?” inquired Holgrave 

“Oh, along m the forenoon,” said the old man “Well, well ' I must go 
my rounds, and so must my wheelbarrow But I’ll be back here at dinner- 
time, for my pig likes a dinner as well as a breakfast No meal-time, and 
no sort of victuals, ever seems to come amiss to my pig Good morning to 
you' And, Mr Holgrave, if I were a young man, like you, I ’d get one of 
Alice’s Posies, and keep it in water till Phcebe comes back ” 

“I have heard,” said the daguerreotypist, as he drew in his head, “that 
the water of Maule’s well suits those flowers best ” 

Here the conversation ceased, and Uncle Venner went on his way For 
half an hour longer, nothing disturbed the repose of the Seven Gables, 
nor was there any visitor, except a cariiei-boy, who, as he passed the 
front doorstep, threw down one of his newspapeis, for Hepzibah, of late, 
had regularly taken it in After a while, there came a fat woman, making 
prodigious speed, and stumbling as she ran up the steps of the shop-door 
Her face glowed vnth fire-heat, and, it being a pretty warm morning, she 
bubbled and hissed, as it were, as if all a-fry with chimney-warmth, and 
summer-warmth, and the warmth of her own coipulent velocity She tried 
the shop-door , it was fast She tried it again, with so angry a jar that the 
bell tingled angrily back at her 

“The deuce take Old Maid Pyncheon'” muttered the irascible house- 
wife “Think of her pretending to set up a cent-shop, and then lying abed 
till noon ' These are what she calls gentlefolk’s airs, I suppose ' But I ’ll 
either start her ladyship, or break the door down ' ” 

She shook it accordingly, and the bell, having a spiteful little temper of 
its own, rang obstreperously, making its remonstrances heard, not, in- 
deed, by the ears for which they were intended, but by a good lady on 
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the opposite side of the street She opened her window, and addressed the 
impatient applicant 

‘‘You ’ll find nobody there, Mrs Gubbins ” 

“But I must and will find somebody here'” cried Mrs Gubbins, in- 
flicting another outrage on the bell “I want a half-pound of pork, to fry 
some first-rate flounders, for Mr Gubbms’s breakfast, and, lady or not. 
Old Maid Pyncheon shall get up and serve me with it ' ” 

“But do hear reason, Mrs Gubbins'” responded the lady opposite. 
“She, and her brother too, have both gone to their cousin. Judge Pyn- 
cheon’s at his country-seat There ’s not a soul in the house, but that 
young daguerreotype-man that sleeps in the north gable I saw old Hepzi- 
bah and Clifford go away yesterday, and a queer couple of ducks they 
were, paddling through the mud-puddles' They ’re gone, I’ll assure you 
“And how do you know they ’re gone to the Judge’s?” asked Mrs Gub- 
bins “He ’s-a rich man, and there ’s been a quarrel between him and 
Hepzibah, this many a day because he won’t give her n living That ’s the 
main reason of her setting up a cent-shop ” 

“I know that well enough,” said the neighbor “But they ’re gone, 
that ’s one thing certain And who but a blood relation, that could n’t help 
himself, I ask you, would take in that a'wful-tempered old maid, and that 
dreadful Clifford? That ’s it, you may be sure ” 

Mrs Gubbins took her departure, still brimming over with hot wrath 
against the absent Hepzibah For another half-hour, or, perhaps, con- 
siderably more, there was almost as much quiet on the outside of the 
house as within The elm, however, made a pleasant, cheerful, sunny 
sigh, responsive to the breeze that was elsewhere imperceptible, a swarm 
of insects buzzed merril}'’ under its drooping shadow, and became specks 
of light whenever they darted into the sunshine, a locust sang, once or 
twice, in some inscrutable seclusion of the tree, and a solitary little bird, 
with plumage of pale gold, came and hovered about Alice’s Posies 

At last our small acquaintance, Ned Higgins, trudged up the street, on 
his way to school, and happening, for the first time in a fortnight, to be 
the possessor of a cent, he could by no means get past the shop-door of 
the Seven Gables But it would not open Again and again, however, and 
half a dozen other agams, with the inexorable pertinacity of a child intent 
upon some object important to itself, did he renew his efforts for admit- 
tance He had, doubtless, set his heart upon an elephant, or, possibly, 
with Hamlet, he meant to eat a crocodile In response to his more violent 
attacks, the bell gave, now and then, a moderate tinkle, but could not be 
stirred into clamor by any exertion of the little fellow’s childish and tip- 
toe strength Holding by the door-handle, he peeped through a crevice of 
the curtain, and saw that the inner door, communicating with the passage 
towards the parlor, ^vas closed 

“jMiss Pyncheon'” screamed the child, rapping on the wmdow-pane, 
“I want an elephant' ” 

There being no answer to several repetitions of the summons, Ned be- 
gan to grow impatient, and his little pot of passion quickly boiling over 
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lie picked up a stone, with a naughty purpose to fling it through the win- 
dow, at the same time blubbering and sputtering with wrath A man 
one of two who happened to be passing by caught the urchin’s arm 
“What ’s the trouble, old gentleman?” he asked 
“I want old Hepzibah, or Phoebe, or any of them!” answered Ned, 
sobbing “They won’t open the door, and I can’t get my elephant!” 

“Go to school, you little scampi” said the man “There ’s another cent- 
shop round the corner ’T is very strange, Di\ey,” added he to his com- 
panion, “wdiat ’s become of all these Pyncheonsi Smith, the livery-stable 
keeper, tells me Judge Pyncheon put his horse up yesterday, to stand till 
after dinner, and has not taken him aw’ay yet And one of the Judge’s 
hired men has been in, this morning, to make inquiry about him He ’s a 
kind of person, they say, that seldom breaks his habits, or stays out o’ 
nights ” 

“Oh, he ’ll turn up safe enough ' ” said Dixey “And as for Old Maid 
Pyncheon, take my word for it, she has run in debt, and gone off from her 
creditors I foretold, you remember, the first morning she set up shop, 
that her devilish scowd would frighten away customers They could n’t 
stand it'” 

“I never thought she ’d make it go,” remarked his friend “This busi- 
ness of cent-shops is overdone among the w'omenfolks My wife tried it, 
and lost five dollars on her outlay' ” 

“Poor business ' ” said Dixey, shaking his head' “Poor business! ” 

In the course of the morning, tliere were various other attempts to 
open a communication with the supposed inhabitants of this silent and 
impenetrable mansion The man of root-beer came, in his neatly painted 
w^agon, wuth a couple of dozen full bottles, to be exchanged for empty 
ones, the baker, -with a lot of crackers which Hepzibah had ordered for 
her retail custom, the butcher, with a nice titbit which he fancied she 
would be eager to secure for Clifford Had any observer of these proceed- 
ings been aware of the fearful secret hidden within the house, it would 
have affected him with a singular shape and modification of horror, to 
see the current of human life making this small eddy hereabouts, w'hirl- 
mg sticks, straws, and all such trifles, round and round, right ovei the 
black depth where a dead corpse lay unseen ' 

The butcher was so much in earnest wuth his sweet-bread of lamb, or 
whatever the dainty might be, that he tried every accessible door of the 
Seven Gables, and at length came round again to the shop, where he 
ordinarily found admittance 

“It’s a nice article, and I know the old lady would jump at it,” said he 
to himself “She can’t be gone away' In fifteen years that I have driven 
mj'’ cart through Pjmcheon Street, I ’ve never known her to be away from 
home, though often enough, to be sure, a man might knock all day with- 
out bringing her to the door But that was when she ’d only herself to pro- 
vide for ” 

Peeping through the same crevice of the curtain where, only a little 
while before, the urchin of elephantine appetite had peeped, the butcher 
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beheld the inner door, not closed, as the child had seen it, but ajar, and al- 
most -wide open However it might have happened, it was the fact 
Through the passage-way there was a daik vista into the lighter but still 
obscure interior of the parlor It appeared to the butcher that he could 
pretty clearly discern what seemed to be the stalwart legs, clad m black 
panthloons, of a man sitting m a large oaken chair, the back of which 
concealed all the remainder of his figure This contemptuous tranquillity 
on the part of an occupant of the house, in response to the butcher’s 
defatigable efforts to attract notice, so piqued the man of flesh that he 
determined to withdraw 

“So,” thought he, “there sits Old Maid Pyncheon’s bloody brother, 
while I ’ve been giving myself all this trouble ' Why, if a hog had n’t more 
manners, I ’d stick him > I call it demeaning a man’s business to trade vuth 
such people, and from this time forth, if they want a sausage oi an ounce 
of liver, they shall run after the cart for iti ” 

He tossed the titbit angrily into his cart, and drove off in a pet 
Not a great while afterwards there was a sound of music turning the 
corner, and approaching down the street, with several intervals of si- 
lence, and then a renewed and nearer outbrealc of brisk melody A mob 
of children was seen moving onward, or stoppmg, in unison with the 
sound, which appeared to proceed from the centre of the throng, so that 
they were loosely bound together by slender strains of harmony, and 
drawn along captive , with ever and anon an accession of some little fel- 
low m an apron and straw-hat, capering forth from door or gateway Ar- 
riving under the shadow of the Pyncheon Elm, it proved to be the Italian 
boy, who, with his monkey and show of puppets, had once before played 
his hurdy-gurdy beneath the arched window The pleasant face of Phoebe 
and doubtless, too, the liberal recompense which she had flung him 
still dwelt m his remembrance His expressive features kindled up, as he 
recognized the spot where this trifling incident of his erratic life had 
chanced He entered the neglected yard (now wilder than ever, with its 
growth of hog- weed and burdock), stationed himself on the doorstep of 
the mam entrance, and, opening his show-box, began to play Each in- 
dividual of the automatic community forthwith set to woik, according 
to his or her proper vocation the monkey, taking off his Highland bon- 
net, bowed and scraped to the by-standers most obsequiously, with ever 
an observant eye to pick up a stray cent, and the young foreigner him- 
self, as he turned the crank of his machine, glanced upward to the arched 
window, expectant of a presence that would make his music the livelier 
and sweeter The throng of children stood near, some on the sidewalk; 
some within the yard, two or three establishing themselves on the very 
door-step, and one squatting on the threshold Meanwhile, the locust 
kept singing in the great old Pyncheon Elm 

“I don’t hear anybody in the house,” said one of the children to an' 
other “The monkey won’t pick up anything here ” 

“There is somebody at home,” affirmed the urchin on the threshold “I 
heard a step > ” 
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Still the young Italian’s eye turned sidelong upward, and it really 
seemed as if the touch of genuine, though slight and almost playful, 
emotion communicated a juicier sweetness to the dry, mechanical process 
of his minstrelsy These wandereis are readily responsive to any natural 
kindness be it no more than a smile, or a u ord itself not understood, but 
only a warmth m it which befalls them on the roadside of life They re- 
member these things, because they are the little enchantments w'hich, for 
the instant, for the space that reflects a landscape m a soap-bubble, 
build ’up a home about them. Therefore, the Italian boy would not be dis- 
couiaged by the heavy silence wuth %vhich the old house seemed resolute 
to clog the vivacity of his instrument He persisted in his melodious ap- 
peals, he still looked upward, trusting that his dark, alien countenance 
would soon be biightened by Phoebe’s sunny aspect Neither could he be 
willing to depart without again beholding Clifford, whose sensibility, like 
Phoebe’s smile, had talked a kind of heart’s language to the foreigner Pie 
repeated all his music over and over again, until his auditors were getting 
weal}’’ So w’ere the little wmoden people in his show’-bo'^, and the monkey 
most of all There was no lesponse, save the singing of the locust 

“No children live in this house,” said a school-boy, at last “Nobody 
lives here but an old maid and an old man You ’ll get nothing here! 
Why don’t you go along?” 

“You fool, you, why do you tell him?” whispered a shrew’d little Yan- 
kee, caring nothing for the music, but a good deal for the cheap rate at 
which it was had “Let him play as long as he likes' If there ’s nobody to 
pay him, that ’s his OAvn lookout 1 ” 

Once more, however, the Italian ran over his round of melodies To the 
common observer who could understand nothing of the case, except the 
music and the sunshine on the hither side of the door it might have been 
amusing to watch the pertinacity of the street-performer Will he suc- 
ceed at last? Will that stubborn door be suddenly flung open? Will a 
group of joyous children, the young ones of the house, come dancing, 
shouting, laughing, mto the open air, and cluster round the show-box, 
looking with eager meniment at the puppets, and tossing each a copper 
for long-tailed Mammon, the monkey, to pick up? 

But to us, who know the inner heai t of the Seven Gables as w’ell as its 
exterior face, there is a ghastly effect m this repetition of light popular 
tunes at its door-step It would be an ugly business, indeed, if Judge Pyn- 
cheon (who would not have cared a fig for Paganini’s fiddle in his most 
harmonious mood) should malie his appearance at the door, with a 
bloody shiit-bosom, and a grim frown on his swarthily white visage, and 
motion the foreign vagabond away' Was ever before such a grinding out 
of Jigs and waltzes, where nobody was in the cue to dance? Yes, very 
often This contrast, or intermingling of tragedy with mirth, happens 
daily, hourly, momently The gloomy and desolate old house, deserted 
of life, and with awful Death sitting sternly in its solitude, was the em- 
blem of many a human heart, which, nevertheless, is compelled to hear 
the thrill and echo of the world’s gayety around it 
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Before the conclusion of the Italian’s performance, a couple of men 
happened to be passing, on their way to dinner 

‘‘I say, you young French fellow*” called out one of them, “come 
away from that doorstep, and go somewhere else with your nonsense * The 
Pyncheon family live there, and they are in great trouble, just about this 
lime They don’t feel musical to-day It is reported all over town that 
Judge Pyncheon, who owns the house, has been murdered, and the city 
marshal is going to look into the matter So be off with you, at once'” 

' As the Italian shouldered his hurdy-gurdy, he saw on the doorstep a 
card, which had been covered, all the morning, by the newspaper that the 
carrier had flung upon it, but was now shuffled into sight He picked it up, 
and perceiving something written in pencil, gave it to the man to read 
In fact, it was an engraved card of Judge Pyncheon’s with certain pencil- 
led memoranda on the back, referring to various businesses which it had 
been his purpose to transact during the preceding day It formed a pros- 
pective epitome of the day’s history, only that affairs had not turned out 
altogether in accordance with the programme The card must have been 
lost from the Judge’s vest-pocket, in his preliminary attempt to gain ac- 
cess by the mam entrance of the house Though well soaked with ram, it 
was still partially legible 

“Look here, Dixey*” cried the man “This has something to do vuth 
Judge Pyncheon See' here ’s his name prmted on it, and here, I sup- 
pose, IS some of his handwriting ” 

“Let ’s go to the city marshal with it'” said Dixey “It may give hmi 
just the clew he wants After all,” whispered he m his companion’s ear, 
“it would be no wonder if the Judge has gone into that door and never 
come out again ' A certain cousin of his may have been at his old tricks 
And Old hlaid Pyncheon havmg got herself in debt by the cent-shop, 
and the Judge’s pocket-book being well filled, and bad blood amongst 
them already' Put all these things together and see what they make'” 

“Hush, hush ' ” whispered the other “It seems like a sm to be the first 
to speak of such a thing But I think, with you, that we had better go to 
the city marshal ” 

“Yes, yes'” said Dixey “Well* I always said there was something 
devilish m that woman’s scowl ' ” 

The men wheeled about, accordingly, and retraced their steps up the 
street The Italian, also, made the best of his way off, with a parting 
glance up at the arched window As for the children, they took to their 
heels, with one accord, and scampered as if some giant or ogre were m 
pursuit, until, at a good distance from the house, the}’’ stopped as sudden- 
ly and simultaneous!}’’ as they had set out Their susceptible nerves took 
an indefinite alarm from what they had overheard Looking back at the 
grotesque pealcs and shadovy angles of the old mansion, they fancied a 
gloom dift'used about it which no bnghtness of the sunshine could dispel. 
An imaginar}’’ Hepzibah scowled and shook her finger at them, from sev- 
eral windows at tlie same moment An imaginar}'- Clifford for (and it 
would have deeply wounded him to know it) he had always been a horror 
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to these small people stood behind the unreal Hepzibah, making awful 
gestures, in a faded dressing-gown Children are even more apt, if pos- 
sible, than grown people, to catch the contagion of a panic terror For 
the rest of the day, the more timid went ivhole streets about, for the sake 
of avoiding the Seven Gables, while the bolder signalized their hardihood 
by challenging their comrades to race past the mansion at full speed 

It could not have been more than half an hour after the disappearance 
of the Italian boy, wuth his unseasonable melodies, when a cab drove 
dowm the street It stopped beneath the Pyncheon Elm, the cabman 
took a trunk, a canvas bag, and a bandbox, from the top of his vehicle, 
and deposited them on the doorstep of the old house, a straw bonnet, 
and then the pretty figure of a young girl, came into view from the in- 
terior of the cab It w^as Phoebe' Though not altogether so blooming as 
when she first tripped into our story, for, in the few intervening weeks, 
her experiences had made her graver, more w'omanly, and deeper-eyed, 
in token of a heart that had begun to suspect its depths, still diere w^as 
the quiet glow of natural sunshine over her Neither had she forfeited her 
proper gift of malang things look real, rather than fantastic, within her 
sphere Yet w'e feel it to be a questionable venture, even for Phoebe, at tins 
juncture, to cross the threshold of the Seven Gables Is her healthful pres- 
ence potent enough to chase aw'ay the crow'd of pale, hideous, and sinful 
phantoms, that have gamed admittance there since her departure^ Or 
will she, likewise, fade, sicken, sadden, and grow’’ into deformity, and be 
only another pallid phantom, to glide noiselessly up and down the stairs, 
and affright children as she pauses at the window^? 

At least, we would gladly forewarn the unsuspecting girl that there is 
nothing m human shape or substance to receive her, unless it be the fig- 
ure of Judge Pyncheon, who wretched spectacle that he is, and frightful 
in our remembrance, since our night-long vigil with him ' still keeps his 
place in the oaken chair 

Phoebe first tried the shop-door It did not yield to her hand, and the 
white curtain, drawn across the window which formed the upper seckon 
of the door, struck her quick perceptive faculty as something unusual 
Without making another effort to enter here, she betook herself to the 
great portal, under the arched window Finding it fastened, she knocked 
A revel beration came from the emptiness within She knocked again, and 
a third time, and, listening intently, fancied that the floor creaked, as if 
Hepzibah were coming, with her ordinary tiptoe movement, to admit her. 
But so dead a silence ensued upon this imaginary sound, that she began 
to question whether she might not have mistaken the house, familiar as 
she thought herself with its exterior 

Her notice was now attracted by a child’s voice, at some distance It ap- 
peared to call her name Looking in the direction whence it proceeded, 
Phoebe saw little Ned Higgins, a good way down the street, stamping, 
shaking his head violently, making deprecatory gestures with both hands, 
and shouting to her at mouth-wide screech 
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“No, no, Phoebe^” he screamed “Don’t you go in> There’s something 
wicked there! Don’t don’t don’t go in'” 

But, as the little personage could not be mduced to approach near 
enough to explain himself, Phoebe concluded that he had been frightened, 
on some of his visits to the shop, by her cousin Hepzibah , for the good 
lady’s manifestations, in truth, ran about an equal chance of scaring chil- 
dren out of their wits, or compelling them to unseemly laughter Still, she 
felt the more, for this incident, how unaccountably silent and impene- 
trable the house had become As her next resort, Phoebe made her way 
mto the garden, where on so warm and bright a day as the present, she 
had little doubt of finding Clifford, and perhaps Hepzibah also, idling 
away the noontide in the shadow of the arbor Immediately on her enter- 
ing the garden-gate, the family of hens half ran, half flew, to meet her, 
while a strange grimalkin, which was prowling under the parlor window, 
took to his heels, clambered hastily over the fence, and vanished The ar- 
bor was vacant, and its floor, table, and circular bench were still damp, 
and bestrewn with twigs, and the disarray of the past storm The growth 
of the garden seemed to have got quite out of bounds, the weeds had 
taken advantage of Phcebe’s absence, and the long-continued ram, to run 
rampant over the flowers and kitchen-vegetables Maule’s well had over- 
flowed its stone border, and made a pool of formidable breadth in that 
comer of the garden 

The impression of the whole scene was that of a spot w^here no human 
foot had left its print for many precedmg days, probably not since 
Phoebe’s departure, for she saw a side-comb of her own under the table 
of the arbor, where it must have fallen on the last afternoon when she and 
Clifford sat there 

The girl knew that her two relatives were capable of far greater oddities 
than that of shutting themselves up in their old house, as they appeared 
now to have done Nevertheless, with mdistmct misgivmgs of something 
amiss, and apprehensions to which she could not give shape, she ap- 
proached the door that formed the customary communication between 
the house and garden It w'as secured within, like the two which she had 
already tried She knocked, however, and immediately, as if the applica- 
tion had been expected, the door w^as drawn open, by a considerable exer- 
tion of some unseen person’s strength, not wide, but far enough to afford 
her a side-long entrance As Hepzibah, in order not to expose herself to 
inspection from wnthout, invariably opened a door in this manner, Phosbe 
necessarily concluded that it was her cousm who now admitted her 

Without hesitation, therefore, she stepped across the threshold, and 
had no sooner entered than the door closed behind her 
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XX 

The Flower of Eden 

Phcebe, coming so suddenly from the sunny daylight, was altogethw be- 
dimmed in such density of shadow as lurked in most of the passages of 
the old house She was not at first aware by whom she had been admitted 
Before her eyes had adapted themselves to the obscurity, a hand grasped 
her own, with a firm but gentle and warm pressure, thus imparting a wel- 
come which caused her heart to leap and thrill with an indefinable shiver 
of enjoyment She felt herself drawn along, not towards the parlor, but 
into a large and unoccupied apartment, which had formerly been the 
grand reception-room of the Seven Gables The sunshine came freely into 
all the uncurtained windows of this room, and fell upon the dusty floor, 
so that Phoebe now clearly saw what, indeed, had been no secret, after 
the encounter of a warm hand with hers that it was not Hepzibah nor 
Clifford, but Holgrave, to whom she owed her reception The subtile, in- 
tuitive communication, or, rather, the vague and formless impression of 
something to be told, had made her yield unresistingly to his impulse 
Without taking away her hand, she looked eagerly in his face, not quick 
to forebode evil, but unavoidably conscious that the state of the family 
had changed since her departure, and therefore anxious for an explana- 
tion 

The artist looked paler than ordinary, there was a thoughtful and se- 
vere contraction of his forehead, tracing a deep, vertical line between the 
eyebrows His smile, however, was full of genuine warmth, and had in it a 
joj'', by far the most vivid expression that Phoebe had ever witnessed, shin- 
ing out of the New England reserve with which Holgrave habitually 
masked whatever lay near his heart It was the look wherewith a man, 
brooding alone over some fearful object, in a dreary forest, or illimitable 
desert, would recognize the familiar aspect of his dearest friend, bringing 
up all the peaceful ideas that belong to home, and the gentle current of 
every-day affairs And yet, as he felt the necessity of responding to her 
look of inquiry, the smile disappeared 

'T ought not to rejoice that you have come, Phoebe,” said he '‘We meet 
at a strange moment! ” 

“What has happened^” she exclaimed “Why is the house so deserted? 
Where are Hepzibah and Clifford?’ 

“Gone' I cannot imagine where they are'” answered Holgrave “We 
are alone m the house ' ” 

“Hepzibah and Clifford gone'”’ cried Phoebe “It is not possible' And 
why have you brought me into this room, instead of the parlor? Ah, some- 
thing terrible has happened ' I must run and see’ ” 

“No, no, Phoebe' ” said Holgrave, holding her back “It is as I have told 
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you They are gone, and I loiow not whither A terrible event has, indeed 
happened, but not to them, nor, as I undoubtmgly believe, through an] 
agency of theirs If I read your character rightly, Phoebe,” he continued 
fixing his eyes on hers, with stern anxiety, intermixed with tenderness 
“gentle as you are, and seemmg to have your sphere among commor 
things, you yet possess remarkable strength You have wonderful poise 
and a faculty which, w^hen tested, will prove itself capable of dealing witi 
matters that fall far out of the ordinary rule ” 

“Oh no, I am very wealc! ” replied Phoebe, trembling “But tell me wlial 
has happened'” 

“You are strong'” persisted Holgrave “You must be both strong and 
wise, for I am all astray, and need your counsel It may be jmu can sug- 
gest the one right thing to do ' ” 

“Tell me' tell me'” said Phoebe, all m a tremble “It oppresses, it 
terrifies me, this mystery ' An5rthmg else I can bear ' ” 

The artist hesitated Notwithstanding w^hat he had just said, and most 
sincerely, m regard to the self-balancing power wnth which Phoebe im- 
pressed him, It still seemed almost wicked to bring the awful secret of 
yesterday to her knowledge It was like dragging a hideous shape of death 
into the cleanly and cheerful space before a household fire, where it would 
present all the uglier aspect, amid the decorousness of everything about 
it Yet it could not be concealed from her , she must needs know it 
“Phoebe,” said he, “do you remember this?” 

He put into her hand a daguerreotype, the same that he had shown her 
at their first interview’’ in the garden, and which so strikingly brought out 
the haid and relentless traits of the original 

“What has this to do with Hepzibah and Clifford?” asked Phoebe, with 
impatient surprise that Holgrave should so trifle with her at such a mo 
ment “It is Judge Pyncheon ' You have shown it to me before' ” 

“But here is the same face, talcen within this half-hour,” said the artist, 
presenting her with another miniature. “I had just finished it, when I 
heard you at the door ” 

“This is death'” shuddered Phoebe, turning very pale “Judge Pyn- 
cheon dead'” 

“Such as there represented,” said Holgrave, “he sits in the next room 
The Judge is dead, and Clifford and Hepzibah have vanished' I know no 
more All beyond is conjecture On returning to my solitary chamber, last 
evening, I noticed no light, either in the parlor, oi Hepzibah’s room, or 
Clifford’s, no stir nor footstep about the house Tins morning, there was 
the same death-like quiet From my window, I overheard the testimony 
of a neighbor, that your relatives were seen leaving the house, in the midst 
of yesterday’s storm A rumor reached me, too, of Judge Pyncheon being 
missed A feeling which I cannot describe an indefinite sense of some 
catastrophe, or consummation impelled me to make my way into this 
part of the house, where I discovered what you see As a point of evidence 
that may be useful to Chfi’ord, and also as a memorial valuable to myself, 
— for, Phoebe, there are hereditary reasons that connect me strangely with 
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that man’s fate, I used the means at my disposal to preserve .this pic- 
torial record of Judge P3mcheon’s death ” 

Even m her agitation, Phoebe could not help remarking the calmness of 
Holgrave’s demeanor He appeared, it is true, to feel the whole awfulness 
of the Judge’s death, yet had received the fact into his mind without any 
mixture of surprise, but as an event preordained, happening inevitably, 
and so fitting itself into past occurrences that it could almost have been 
prophesied 

‘‘Why have you not thrown open the doors, and called in witnesses?” 
inquired she, with a painful shudder “It is terrible to be here alone 1 ” 

“But Clifford I ” suggested the artist “Clifford and Hepzibah > We must 
consider what is best to be done m their behalf It is a wretched fatality 
that they should have disappeared t Their flight will throw the worst col- 
oring over this event of which it is susceptible Yet how easy is' the ex- 
planation, to those who know themi Bewildered and terror-stricken by 
the similarity of this death to a former one, which was attended with such 
disastrous consequences to Clifford, they have had no idea but of remov- 
ing themselves from the scene How miserably unfortunate i Had Hepzi- 
bah but shrieked aloud, had Clifford flung wide the door, and pro- 
claimed Judge Pyncheon’s death, it would have been, however awful in 
itself, an event fruitful of good consequences to them As I view it, it 
would have gone far towards obliterating the black stain on Clifford’s 
character ” 

“And how,” asked Phoebe, “could any good come from what is so very 
dieadfuP” 

“Because,” said the artist, “if the matter can be fairly considered and 
candidly interpreted, it must be evident that Judge Pyncheon could not 
have come unfairly to his end This mode of death has been an idiosyn- 
crasy with his family, for generations past, not often occurring, indeed, 
but, when it does occur, usually attacking individuals about the Judge’s 
time of life, and generally m the tension of some mental crisis, or, per- 
haps, in an access of wrath Old Maule’s prophecy was probably founded 
on a knowledge of this physical predisposition m the Pyncheon race Now, 
there is a minute and almost exact similarity in the appearances connected 
with the death that occurred yesterday and those recorded of the death of 
Clifford’s uncle thiity years ago It is true, there was a certain arrange- 
ment of circumstances, unnecessary to be recounted, which made it pos- 
sible nay, as men look at these things, probable, or even certain that 
old Jaffre}'^ Pimcheon came to a violent death, and by Clifford’s hands ” 

“YTience came those circumstances^” exclaimed Phoebe, “he being in- 
nocmt, as w e know him to be ' ” 

“ihey were arranged,” said Holgrave, “at least such has long been 
my con\ iction, they were arranged after the uncle’s death, and before 
it i\as made public, by the man who sits in yonder parlor His own death, 
so like that former one, yet attended by none of those suspicious circum- 
stances, seems the stroke of God upon him, at once a punishment for his 
wickedness, and making plain the innocence of Clifford But this flight, 
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it distorts everything’ He may be in concealment, near at hand Could we 
but bring him back before Ike discovery of the Judge’s death the evil 
might be rectified ” 

‘‘We must not hide this thing a moment longer'” said Phoebe “It is 
dreadful to keep it so closely m our hearts Clifford is innocent God will 
make it manifest' Let us throw open the doors, and call all the neighbor- 
hood to see the truth ' ” 

“You are right, Phoebe,” rejoined Holgrave “Doubtless you are right ” 

Yet the artist did not feel the horror, which was proper to Phoebe’s 
sweet and order-loving character, at thus finding herself at issue with so- 
ciety, and brought in contact with an event that transcended ordinary 
rules Neither was he m haste, like her, to betake himself within the pre- 
cincts of common life On the contrary, he gathered a wild enjoyment, 
as it were, a flower of strange beauty, growing m a desolate spot, and 
blossoming m the wind, such a flower of momentary happiness he gath- 
ered from his present position It separated Phoebe and himself from the 
world, and bound them to each other, by their exclusive knowledge of 
Judge P3mcheon’s mysterious death, and the counsel which they were 
forced to hold respecting it The secret, so long as it should continue such, 
kept them within the circle of a spell, a solitude in the midst of men, a re- 
moteness as entire as that of an island in mid-ocean, once divulged, the 
ocean would flow betwixt them, standing on its widely sundered shores 
Meanwhile, all the circumstances of their situation seemed to draw them 
together , they were like two children who go hand m hand, pressing close- 
ly to one another’s side, through a shadow-haunted passage The image of 
awful Death, which filled the house, held them united by his stiffened 
grasp 

These influences hastened the development of emotions that might not 
otherwise have flowered so Possibly, indeed, it had been Holgrave’s pur- 
pose to let them die m their undeveloped germs 

“Why do we delay so?” asked Phoebe ‘,‘This secret takes away my 
breath ' Let us throw open the doors ' ” 

“In all our lives there can never come another moment like this ' ” said 
Holgrave “Phoebe, is it all terror? nothing but terror? Are you con- 
scious of no joy, as I am, that has made this the only point of life worth 
living for?” 

“It seems a sin,” replied Phoebe, trembling, “to think of joy at such a 
time'” 

“Could you but know, Phoebe, how it was with me the hour before you 
came ' ” exclaimed the artist “A dark, cold, miserable hour ' The presence 
of yonder dead man threw a great black shadow over everything, he made 
the universe, so far as my perception could reach, a scene of guilt and of 
retribution more dreadful than the guilt The sense of it took away my 
youth I never hoped to feel young again ' The world looked strange, wild, 
evil, hostile, my past life, so lonesome and dreary, my future, a shapeless 
gloom, which I must mould mto gloomy shapes ' But, Phoebe, you crossed 
the threshold, and hope, warmth, and joy came m with you' The black 
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moment became at once a blissful one It must not pass without the 
spoken word I love you 1 ” 

“How can you love a simple girl like me?” asked Phoebe, compelled by 
his earnestness to speak “You have many, many thoughts, with which I 
should try m vain to S3mipathize And I, I, too, I have tendencies with 
which you would sympathize as little That is less matter But I have not 
scope enough to make you happy ” 

“You are my only possibility of happiness'” answered Holgrave “I 
have no faith m it, except as you bestow it on me' ” 

“And then I am afraid'” continued Phoebe, shrinking towards Hol- 
grave, even while she told him so frankly the doubts with which he af- 
fected her “You will lead me out of my own quiet patli You will make 
me strive to follow you where it is pathless I cannot do so It is not my 
nature I shall sink down and perish'” 

“Ah, Phoebe'” exclaimed Holgrave, with almost a sigh, and a smile 
that was burdened with thought “It will be far otherwise than as you 
forebode The world owes all its onward impulses to men ill at ease The 
happy man inevitably confines himself within ancient limits I have a 
presentiment that, hereafter, it will be my lot to set out trees, to make 
fences, perhaps, even, m due time, to build a house for another genera- 
tion, m a word, to conform myself to laws, and the peaceful practice of 
society Your poise will be more powerful than any oscillating tendency 
of mine ” 

“I would not have it so ' ” said Phoebe, earnestly 
“Do you love me?” asked Holgrave. “If we love one another, the mo- 
ment has room for nothing more. Let us pause upon it, and be satisfied. 
Do you love me, Phoebe?” 

“You look mto my heart,” said she, lettmg her eyes drop “You loiow 
I love you'” 

And it was m this hour, so full of doubt and awe, that the one miracle 
was wrought, without which pvery human existence is a blank The bliss 
which makes all things tiue, beautiful, and holy shone around this youth 
and maiden They were conscious of nothmg sad nor old They transfig- 
ured the earth, and made it Eden again, and themselves the two first 
dwellers m it The dead man, so close beside them, was forgotten At 
such a crisis, there is no death, for immortality is levealed anew, and 
embraces eveiything in its hallowed atmosphere 
But how soon the heavy earth-dream settled down again ' 

“Hark ' ” whispered Phoebe “Somebody is at the street-door ' ” 

“Now let us meet the world' ” said Holgrave “No doubt, the rumor of 
Judge Pyncheon’s visit to this house, and the flight of Hepzibah and Clif- 
ford, IS about to lead to the investigation of the premises We have no way 
but to meet it Let us open the door at once ” 

But, to their surprise, before they could reach the street-door, even 
before they quitted the room m which the foregoing interview had passed, 
they heard footsteps in the farther passage The door, therefore, which 
they supposed to be securely locked, whidb Holgrave, mdeed, had seen 
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to be so, and at ^^hlcll Phoebe had vainly tried to enter, must have been 
opened from v ithout The sound of footsteps v as not harsh, bold, decided, 
and intrusn e, as the gait of strangers would naturally be, making author- 
ilati\e entrance into a d\\elling vhere the}'- knev themselves unwelcome. 
It was feeble, as of persons either weak or wear^’’, there was the mmgled 
murmur of two ^Olces, familiar to both the listeners 
‘‘Can It be?' whispered Holgrave 

“It is the} ’ *’ answered Pheebe “Thank God I thank God ' ” 

And then, as if in sympathy with Phoebe’s whispered ejaculation, they 
heard Hepzibah's ^olce, more distinctly 
“Thank God. my brother, we are at home > ” 

“WelP Yes' thank God'” responded Clifford “A dreary home, 
Hepzibah' But you ha\e done well to bring me hithcrl Stay' That parlor 
door IS open I cannot pass by it' Let me go and rest me m the arbor, 
where I used, oh, ver}’’ long ago, it seems to me, after v/hat has befallen 
us, w here I used to be so happy with little Pheebe ' ” 

But the house was not altogether so dreary as Clifford imagined it 
They had not made many steps, in truth, they were lingering in the en 
try, with the hstlessness of an accomplished purpose, uncertain wdiat to 
do next, when Phoebe ran to meet them On beholding her, Hepzibali 
burst into tears With all her might, she had staggered onw'ard beneath 
the burden of grief and responsibility, until now' that it was safe to fling it 
down Indeed, she had not energy to fling it dowm, but had ceased to up- 
hold It, and suffered it to press her to the earth Clifford appeared tlie 
stronger of the tw 0 

“It is our own little Phoebe' Ahl and Holgrave with her,” exclaimed 
he, ivith a glance of keen and delicate insight, and a smile, beautiful, 
kind, but melancholy “I thought of you both, as we came down the street, 
and beheld Alice’s Posies m full bloom And so the flower of Eden ha's 
bloomed, likewise, m this old, darksome house to-day ” 


XXI 

The Departure 

The sudden death of so prominent a member of the social world as the 
Honorable Judge Jaffrey Pyncheon created a sensation (at least, in the 
circles more immediately connected with the deceased) which had hardly 
quite subsided m a fortnight 

It may be remarked, however, that, of all the events which constitute a 
person’s biography, there is scarcely one none, certainly, of anything 
like a similar importance to which the world so easily reconciles itself 
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as to his death In most other cases and contingencies, the individual is 
present among us, mixed up with the daily revolution of affairs, and af- 
fording a definite point for observation At his decease, there is only a va- 
cancy, and a momentary eddy, very small, as compared with the ap- 
parent magnitude of the ingurgitated object, and a bubble or two, 
ascending out of the black depth and bursting at the surface As regarded 
Judge Pyncheon, it seemed probable, at first blush, that the mode of his 
final departure might give him a larger and longer posthumous vogue 
than ordinarily attends the memory of a distinguished man But when it 
came to be understood, on the highest piofessional authority, that the 
event was a natural, and except for some unimportant particulars, de- 
noting a slight idiosyncrasy by no means an unusual form of death, the 
public, with its customaiy alacrity, proceeded to forget that he had ever 
lived In short, the honorable Judge w’as beginning to be a stale subject 
before half the county newspapers had found time to put their columns in 
mourning, and publish his exceedingly eulogistic obituary 

Nevertheless, creeping darkly through the places which tins excellent 
person had haunted m his life-time, there was a hidden stream of private 
talk, such as it w'ould have shodced all decency to speak loudly at the 
stieet-corners It is very singular, how the fact of a man’s death often 
seems to give people a truer idea of his character, whether for good or evil, 
than they have ever possessed while he was living and acting among them 
Death is so genuine a fact that it excludes falsehood, or betrays its emp- 
tiness, it IS a touchstone that proves the gold, and dishonors the baser 
metal Could the departed, whoever he may be, return in a w’eek after his 
decease, he would almost invariably find himself at a higher or lower 
point than he had formerly occupied, on the scale of public appreciation 
But the talk, or scandal, to w^hich we now allude, had reference to matters 
of no less old a date than the supposed murder, thirty or forty years ago, 
of the late Judge Pyncheon’s uncle The medical opinion, with regard to 
his own recent and regretted decease, had almost entirely obviated the 
idea that a murder was committed in the former case Yet, as the record 
showed, there were circumstances irrefragably indicating that some per- 
son had gained access to old Jaffiey Pyncheon’s private apartments, at or 
near the moment of his death His desk and private drawers, in a room 
contiguous to his bedchamber, had been ransacked , money and valuable 
articles w^ere missing, there was a bloody hand-print on the old man’s lin- 
en, and, by a powerfully welded chain of deductive evidence, the guilt of 
the robbery and apparent murder had been fixed on Clifford, then resid- 
ing with his uncle in the House of the Seven Gables 

^Vhencesoever originating, there now arose a theory that undertook so 
to account for these circumstances as to exclude the idea of Clifford'^ 
agency Many persons affirmed that the history and elucidation of the 
facts, long so mysterious, had been obtained by the daguerreotypist from 
one of those mesmencal seers, who, nowadays, so strangely perplex the 
aspect of human affairs, and put everybody’s natural vision to the blush, 
by the marvels which they see with their eyes shut 
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According to this version of the story, Judge Pyncheon, exemplary as 
we have portrayed him in our narrative, was, m his youth, an apparently 
irreclaimable scapegrace The brutish, the animal instincts, as is often the 
c.ise, had been developed earlier than the intellectual qualities, and the 
force of character, for which he was afterwards remarkable He had 
shown himself wild, dissipated, addicted to low pleasures, little short of 
ruffianly in his propensities, and recklessly expensive, with no other re- 
sources than the bounty of his uncle This course of conduct had alienated 
the old bachelor’s affection, once strongly fixed upon him Now it is 
averred, but whether on authority available m a court of justice, we do 
not pretend to have investigated, that the young man was tempted by 
the devil, one night, to search his uncle’s private dravt^eis, to which he had 
unsuspected means of access While thus criminally occupied, he was 
startled by the opening of the chamber-door There stood old Jaffrey Pyn- 
cheon, m his nightclothes ' The surprise of such a discovery, his agitation, 
alarm, and horror, brought on the crisis of a disorder to which the old 
bachelor had an hereditary liability, he seemed to choke with blood, and 
fell upon the floor, striking his temple a heavy blow against the corner of 
a table What was to be done? The old man was surely dead’ Assistance 
would come too late i What a misfortune, indeed, should it come too soon, 
since his reviving consciousness would bring the recollection of the ig- 
nominious offence which he had beheld his nephew in the very act of 
committing' 

But he never did revive With the cool hardihood that always pertained 
to him, the young man continued his search of the drawers, and found a 
will, of recent date, in favor of Cliff oid, which he destroyed, and an 
older one, in his own favor, which he suffeied to lemain But before retir- 
ing, Jaffrey bethought himself of the evidence, m these ransacked drawers, 
that some one had visited the chamber with sinister purposes Suspicion, 
unless averted, might fix upon the real offender In the very presence of 
the dead man, therefor, he laid a scheme that should free himself at the ex- 
pense of Clifford, his rival, for whose character he had at once a contempt 
and a repugnance It is not probable, be it said, that he acted with any set 
purpose of involving Clifford m a charge of murder Knowing that his 
uncle did not die by violence, it, may not have occurred to him, in the 
hurry of the crisis, that such an inference might be drawn But, when the 
affair took this darker aspect, Jaffiey’s previous steps had already pledged 
him to those which remained So craftily had he arranged the circum- 
stances, that, at Clifford’s trial, his cousin hardly found it necessary to 
swear to anything false, but only to withhold the one decisive explanation, 
by refraining to state what he had himself done and witnessed 

Thus Jaffrey P5mcheon’s inward criminality, as regarded Clifford, was, 
indeed, black and damnable, whfle its mere outward show and positive 
commission was the smallest that could possibly consist with so great a 
sin This is just the sort of guflt that a man of eminent respectability finds 
it easiest to dispose of It was suffered to fade out of sight or be reckoned 
a venial matter, in the Honorable Judge Pyncheon’s long subsequent sur- 
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vey of his o’oti life He shuffled it aside, among the forgotten and forgiven 
frailties of his youth, and seldom thought of it again 

We leave the Judge to his repose He could not be stjded fortunate at 
the hour of death Unknowingly, he was a childless man, while striving to 
add more wealth to his only child’s inheritance Hardly a w^eek after his 
decease, one of the Cunard steamers brought intelligence of the death, by 
cholera, of Judge Pyncheon’s son, just at the point of embarkation for 
his native land By this misfortune Clifford became rich , so did Hepzi- 
bah, so did our little village maiden, and, through her, that sw'orn foe of 
wealth and all manner of conservatism, the wnld reformei, Holgrave' 

It was now far too late in Cliff aid’s life for the good opinion of society 
to be worth the trouble and anguish of a formal vindication What he 
needed w^as the love of a very few, not the admiration, or even the respect, 
of the unknown many The latter might probably have been w'on for him, 
had those on whom the guardianship of his w'elfare had fallen deemed it 
advisable to expose Clifford to a miserable resuscitation of past ideas, 
when the condition of whatever comfort he might expect lay in the calm 
of forgetfulness After such wTong as he had suffered, tlieie is no repara- 
tion The pitiable mockery of it, which the world might have been ready 
enough to offer, coming so long aftei the agony had done its utmost work, 
would have been fit only to provoke bitterer laughter than poor Clifford 
Was ever capable of It is a truth (and it would be a very sad one but for 
the higher hopes which it suggests) that no great mistake, w'hether acted 
or endured, in our mortal sphere, is ever really set right Time, the con- 
tinual vicissitude of circumstances, and the invariable mopportunity of 
death, render it impossible If, after long lapse of years, the right seems 
to be in our power, we find no niche to set it in The better remedy is for 
the sufferer to pass on, and leave what he once thought his irreparable 
rum far behind him 

The shock of Judge Pyncheon’s death had a permanently invigorating 
and ultimately beneficial effect on Clifford That strong and ponderous 
man had been Clifford’s nightmare There was no free breath to be drawn, 
within the sphere of so malevolent an influence The first effect of free- 
dom, as we have witnessed in Clifford’s aimless flight, was a tremulous ex- 
hilaration Subsiding from it, he did npt sink into his former intellectual 
apathy He never, it is true, attained to nearly the full measure of what 
might have been his faculties But he recovered enough, of them partially 
to light up his character, to display some outline of the marvellous grace 
that was abortive in it, and to make him the object of no less 'deep, al- 
though less melancholy interest than heretofore He was evidently happy 
Could we pause to give another picture of his daily life, with all the ap- 
pliances now at command to gratify his instinct for the Beautiful, the gar- 
den scenes, that seemed so sweet to him, would look mean and trivial in 
comparison 

Very soon after their change of fortune, Clifford, Hepzibah, and little 
Phcebe, with the approval of the artist, concluded to remove from the dis- 
mal old House of the Seven Gables, and take up their abode, for the pres- 
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ent, at the elegant country-seat of the late Judge Pyncheon Chanticleei 
and his family had already been transported thither, where the two hens 
had forthwith begun an indefatigable process of egg-laying, with an evi- 
dent design, as a matter of duty and conscience, to continue their illus- 
trious breed under better auspices than for a century past On the day set 
for their departure, the principal personages of our story, including good 
Uncle Venner, were assembled in the parloi 

“The country-house is certainly a very fine one, so far as the plan goes,” 
observed Holgrave, as the party were discussing their future airange- 
ments “But I wonder that the late Judge being so opulent, and with a 
reasonable prospect of transmitting his wealth to descendants of his own 
should not have felt the propriety of embodying so excellent a piece of 
domestic architecture m stone, rather than in wood Then, every geneia- 
tion of the family might have dtered the interior, to suit its own taste and 
convenience, while the exterior, through the lapse of years, might have 
been adding venerableness to its original beauty, and thus giving that im- 
pression of permanence which I consider essential to the happiness of any 
one moment ” 

“\Vhy,” cried Phoebe, gazing into the artist’s face with infinite amaze- 
ment, “how wonderfully your ideas are changed ' A house of stone, in- 
deed’ It is but two or three weeks ago that you seemed to wish people to 
live in something as fragile and temporary as a bird’s-nest’ ” 

“Ah, Phoebe, I told you how it would be ’ ” said the artist, with a half- 
melancholy laugh “You find me a conservative already! Little did I think 
ever to become one It is especifilly unpardonable in this dwelling of so 
much hereditary misfortune, and under the eye of yonder portrait of a 
model conservative, who, in that very character, rendered himself so long 
the evil destiny of his race ” 

“That picture’” said Clifford, seeming to shrink from its stern glance 
“Whenever I look at it, there is an old dreamy recollection haunting me, 
but keeping just beyond the grasp of my mind Wealth it seems to say’ 
boundless wealth’ unimaginable wealth’ I could fancy that, when I was 
a child, or a youth, that portrait had spoken, and told me a rich secret, 
or had held forth its hand, with the written record of hidden opulence 
But those old matters are so dim with me, nowadays ’ What could this 
dream have been?” 

“Perhaps I can recall it,” answered Holgrave “See ’ There are a hun- 
dred chances to one that no person, unacquainted with the secret, would 
ever touch this sprmg ” 

“A secret spring’” cried Clifford “Ah, I remember now’ I did discover 
it, one summer afternoon, when I was idling and dreaming about the 
house, long long ago But the mystery escapes me ” 

The artist put his finger on the contrivance to which he haa referred. 
In former days, the effect would probably have been to cause the picture 
to start forward But, in so long a penodjDf concealment, the machinery 
had been eaten through with rust, so that at Holgrave’s pressure, the por- 
trait, frame and all, tumbled suddenly from its position, and lay face 
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downward on the floor A recess in the wall was thus brought to light, in 
wdiich lay an object so covered with a century’s dust that it could not im- 
mediately be recognized as a folded sheet of parchment Holgrave opened 
It, and displayed an ancient deed, signed with the hieroglyphics of several 
Indian sagamores, and conveying to Colonel Pynchcon and his heirs, for- 
ever, a vast extent of territory at the Eastward 

“This IS the very parchment the attempt to recover which cost the 
beautiful Alice Pynchcon her happiness and life,” said the artist, alluding 
to his legend “It is what the Pv’nclicons sought in vain, while it was val- 
uable, and now that they find the ti ensure, it has long been worthless ” 
“Pool Cousin Jaflrey' This is what dcceiv'cd him, ’ exclaimed Hepzi- 
bah “When they were young together, Clifford probably made a Lind of 
fairy-tale of this discovery He was always dreaming hither and thither 
about the house, and lighting up its dark corners with beautiful stories 
And poor Jaffrey, who took hold of everything as if it were real, thought 
my brother had found out his uncle’s wealth He died with tins delusion in 
his mind'” 

“But,” said Phoebe, apart to Holgrave, “how came you to know the 
' secret?” 

“Mjf dearest Phoebe,” said Holgrave, “how will it please you to assume 
the name of Maule’ As for the secret, it is the only inheritance that has 
come down to me from my ancestors You should have known sooner 
(only that I was afraid of frightening you avva>) that, m this long drama 
of wrong and retribution, I represent the old wizard, and am probably as 
much a wizard as ever ne was The son of the executed Matthew IMaiile, 
while building this house, took the opportunity to construct that recess, 
and hide away the Indian deed, on which depended the immense land- 
claim of the Pyncheons Thus they bartered their Eastern territory for 
Maule’s garden-ground ” 

“And now,” said Uncle Vernier, “I suppose tlieir whole claim is not 
worth one man’s share m my farm yonder! ” 

“Uncle Venner,” cried Phoebe, taking the patched philosopher’s hand, 
“you must never talk any more about your farm! You shall never go 
there, as long as you live' There is a cottage in our new garden, the 
prettiest little yellowish-brown cottage you ever saw, and the sweetest- 
looking place, for it looks just as if it were made of gingerbread, and we 
are going to fit it up and furnish it, on purpose for j^ou And you shall do 
nothing but what you choose, and shall be as happy as the day is long, and 
shall keep Cousin Clifford in spirits with the wisdom and pleasantness 
which is always dropping from your lips' ” 

“Ah' my dear child,” quoth good Uncle Venner, quite overcome, “if 
you were to speak to a young man as you do to an old one, his chance of 
keeping his heart another minute would not be w^orth one of the buttons 
on my waistcoat' And soul alive' that great sigh, which you made me 
heave, has burst off the very last of them ' But, never mind ' It was the 
happiest sigh I ever did heave, and it seems as if I must have drawn m a 
gulp of heavenly breath, to make it with Well, well Miss Phoebe ' They’ll 
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miss me m the gardens hereabouts, and round by the back doors, and 
Pyncheon Street, I’m afraid, will hardly look the same without old Uncle 
Venner, who remembers it with a mowing field on one side, and the gar- 
den of the Seven Gables on the other But either I must go to your coun- 
try-seat, or you must come to my farm, — that’s one of two things certain, 
and I leave you to choose which i ” 

“Oh, come with us, by all means, Uncle Venner i” said Clifford, who 
had a remarkable enjoyment of the old man’s mellow, quiet, and simple 
spirit “I want you always to be within five minutes’ saunter of my chair 
You are the only philosopher I ever knew of whose wisdom has not a drop 
of bitter essence at the bottom i ” 

“Dear me> ” cried Uncle Venner, beginning partly to realize what man- 
ner of man he was “And yet folks used to set me down among the simple 
ones, m my younger days ' But I suppose I am Jike a Roxbury russet, a 
great deal the better, the longer I can be kept. Yes, and my words of wis- 
dom, that you and Phoebe tell me of, are like the golden dandelions, which 
never grow m the hot months, but may be seen glistening among the with- 
ered grass, and under the dry leaves, sometimes as late as December And 
you are welcome, friends, to my mess of dandelions, if there were twice as 
many'” 

A plam, but handsome, dark-green barouche had now drawn up m 
front of the ruinous portal of the old mansion-house The party came 
forth, and (with the exception of good Uncle Venner, who was to follow 
in a few days) proceeded to take their places They were chatting and 
laughing very pleasantly together, and as proves to be often the case, at 
moments when we ought to palpitate with sensibility Clifford and Hep- 
zibah bade a final farewell to the abode of their forefathers, with hardly 
more emotion than if they had made it their arrangement to return thither 
at tea-time Several children were drawn to the spot by so unusual a spec- 
tacle as the barouche and pair of gray horses Recognizing little Ned Hig- 
gins among them, Hepzibah put her hand into her pocket, and presented 
the urchin, her earliest and staunchest customer, with silver enough to 
people the Domdaniel cavern of his interior with as various a procession 
of quadrupeds as passed into the ark 

Two men were passing, just as the barouche drove off 

“Well, Dixey,” said one of them, “what do you think of this? My wife 
kept a cent-shop three months, and lost five dollars on her outlay Old 
Maid Pyncheon has been in trade just about as long, and rides off in her 
carriage with a couple of hundred thousand, reckoning her share, and 
Clifford’s, and Phoebe’s, and some say twice as much ' If you choose to 
call it luck, it IS all very well, but if we are to take it as the will of Provi- 
dence, why, I can’t exactly fathom it' ” 

“Pretty good business'” quoth the sagacious Dixey, “pretty good 
business'” 

Maule’s well, all this time, though left in solitude, was throwing up a 
succession of kaleidoscopic pictures, m which a gifted eye might have 
seen foreshadowed the coming fortunes of Hepzibah and Clifford, and the 
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sodates Trere the author to allow it to be supposed that he has been 
sketching any of their likenesses Had he attempted it they would at least 
ha\ e recognized the touches of a friendl}* pencil But he has done nothing 
of the kind. The self-concentrated Philanthropist- the high-spirited 
Woman bnii'^ing herself against the narrow hmiiations of her sex the 
weakh* IMaiden whose tremulous ner\'es endow her with Sibylline attri- 
butes. the iMinor Poet beginmnghfewithstrenuousaspirations which die 
out with his 3*outhful fer\or all these might have been looked for at 
Brook F arvi but b}* some acadent, never made their appearance there 

The author cannot close his reference to this subject without expressing 
a most earnest wish that some one of the man}' cultivated and philosophic 
minds which took an interest in that enterprise might now gh e the world 
its histor}'. Ripley with whom rests the honorable paternity of the insti- 
tution Dana, Dwight Channing, Burton Parker for instance with 
others, whom he dares not name, because they \ eil themselves from the 
public eye among these is the ability to convey both the ouh.ard nar- 
rative and the inner truth and spirit of the vhole affair, together with the 
lessons which those years of thought and toil must have elaborated, fe: 
the behoof of future expenmentalists Even the brilliant Howadji might 
find as rich a theme m his youthful reminiscences of Brook Farxi and a 
more novel one, close at hand as it lies than those which he has since 
made so distant a pilgrimage to seek, in S}Tia and along the current of the 
Xile 

CoxcoRD, Mass 1S52 



THE BLITHEDALE ROMANCE 


I 

Old Moodie 

The evening before my departure for Blithedale, I was returning to my 
bachelor apartments, after attending the wonderful exhibition of the 
Veiled Lady, when an elderly man, of rather shabby appearance, met me 
m an obscure part of the street 

‘^Mr Coverdale,” said he, softly, “can I speak with you a moment?” 

As I have casually alluded to the Veiled Lady, it may not be amiss to 
mention, for the benefit of such of my readers, as are unacquainted with 
her now forgotten celebrity, that she was a phenomenon in the mesmeric 
line , one of the earliest that had indicated the birth of a new science, or 
the revival of an old humbug Since those times her sisterhood have grown 
too numeious to attract much individual notice, nor, in fact, has any one 
of them come before the public under such skilfully contrived circum- 
stances of stage-effect as those which at once mystified and illuminated 
the remarkable performances of the lady in question Nowadays, m the 
management of his “subject,” “clairvoyant,” or “medium,” the exhibitor 
affects the simplicity and openness of scientific experiment, and even if 
he profess to tread a step or two across the boundaries of the spiritual 
world, yet carries with him the laws of our actual life, and extends them 
ovei his preternatural conquests Twelve or fifteen years ago, on the con- 
trary, all the arts of mysterious airangement, of picturesque disposition, 
and artistically contrasted light and shade, were made available, m order 
to set the apparent miracle in the strongest attitude of opposition to or- 
dinary facts In the case of the Veiled Lady, moreover, the interest of the 
spectator was further wrought up by the enigma of her identity, and an 
absurd lumor (probably set afloat by the exhibitor, and at one time very 
prevalent) that a beautiful young lady, of family and fortune, was en- 
shrouded within the misty drapery of the veil It was white, with some- 
what of a subdued silver sheen, like the sunny side of a cloud , and, falling 
over the wearer from head to foot, was supposed to insulate her from the 
material world, from time and space, and to endow her with many of the 
privileges of a disembodied spirit 

Her pretensions, however, whether miraculous or otherwise, have little 
to do with the present narrative , except, indeed, that I had propounded, 
for the Veiled Lady’s prophetic solution, a query as to the success of our 
Blithedale enterprise The response, by the by, was of the true Sibylline 
stamp, nonsensical m its first aspect, yet, on closer study, unfolding a 
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variety of interpretations, one of which has certainly accorded with the 
event I was turning over this riddle in my mind, and trying to catch its 
slippery purport by the tail, when the old man above mentioned inter- 
rupted me 

“Mr Coverdale' Mr Coverdalel” said he, repeating my name twice, 
m order to malce up for the hesitating and ineffectual way in which he 
uttered it “I ask your pardon, sir, but I hear you are going to Blithedale 
to-morrow ” 

I knew the pale, elderly face, with the red-tipt nose, and the patch over 
one eye, and likewise saw something characteristic m the old fellow’s way 
of standing under the arch of a gate, only revealing enough of himself to 
make me recognize him as an acquaintance He was a very shy personage, 
this Mr Moodie , and the trait was the more singular, as his mode of get- 
ting his bread necessarily brought him into the stir and hubbub of the 
world more than the generality of men 

“Yes, Mr Moodie,” I answered, wondering what interest he could take 
in the fact, “it is my intention to go to Blithedale to-morrow Can I be of 
any service to you before my departure?” 

“If you pleased, Mr Coverdale,” said he, “you might do me a very 
great favor ” 

“A very great one?” repeated I, m a tone that must have expressed but 
little alacrity of beneficence, although I was ready to do the old man any 
amount of kindness involving no special trouble to myself “A very great 
favor, do you say? My time is brief, Mr Moodie, and I have a good many 
preparations to make But be good enough to tell me what you wish ” 

“Ah, sir,” replied Old Moodie, “I don’t quite like to do that, and, on 
further thoughts, Mr Coverdale, perhaps I had better apply to some old- 
' er gentleman, or to some lady, if you would have the kindness to make me 
known to one, who may happen to be going to Blithedale You are a 
young man, sir ' ” 

“Does that fact lessen my availability for your purpose?” asked I 
“However, if an older man will suit you better, there is Mr Hollings- 
worth, who has three or four years the advantage of me m age, and is a 
much more solid character, and a philanthropist to boot I am only a poet, 
and, so the critics tell me, no great affair at that ' But what can this busi- 
ness be, Mr Moodie? It begins to interest me, especially since your hint 
that a lady’s influence might be found desirable Come, I am really anx- 
ious to be of service to you ” 

But the old fellow, in his civil and demure manner, was both freakish 
and obstinate , and he had now taken some notion or other into his head 
that made him hesitate m his former design 

“I wonder, sir,” said he, “whether you know a lady whom they call 
Zenobia?” 

“Not personally,” I answered, “although I expect that pleasure to- 
morrow, as she has got the start of the rest us, and is already a resident at 
Blithedale But have you a literary turn, Mr Moodie? or have you taken 
up the advocacy of women’s rights? or what else can have interested you 
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in this lady^ Zenobia, by the by, as I suppose you know, is merely her 
public name, a sort of mask m which she comes before the world, retain- 
ing all the privileges of privacy, a contrivance, in short, like the white 
drapery of the Veiled Lady, only a little more transparent But it is late 
Will you tell me what I can do for you ' 

“Please to excuse me to-night, Mr Coverdale,” said Moodie “You are 
very kind, but I am afraid I have troubled you, when, after all, there may 
be no need Perhaps, with your good leave, I will come to your lodgings 
to-morrow morning, before you set out for Blithedale I wish you a good- 
night, sir, and beg pardon for stoppmg you ” 

And so he slipt away, and, as he did not show himself the next morn- 
ing, it was only through subsequent events that I ever arrived at a plaus- 
ible conjecture as to what his business could have been Arriving at my 
room, I threw a lump of cannel coal upon the grate, lighted a cigar, and 
spent an hour m musmgs of every hue, from the brightest to the most 
sombre, being, m truth, not so very confident as at some former periods 
that this final step, which would mix me up irrevocably with the Blithe- 
dale affair, was the wisest that could possibly be taken It was nothing 
short of midnight when I went to bed, after drinking a glass of particular- 
ly fine sherry, on which I used to pride myself in those days It was the 
very last bottle, and I finished it, with a friend, the next forenoon, before 
setting out for Blithedale 


n 

Blithedale 

There can hardly remain for me (who am really getting to be a frosty 
bachelor, with another white hair, ever week or so, in my mustache) , there 
can hardly flicker up agam so cheery a blaze upon tke hearth, as that 
which I remember, the next day, at Blithedale It was a wood-fire, m the 
parlor of an old farm-house, on an April afternoon, but with the fitful 
gusts of a wintry snow-storm roaring m the chimney Vividly does that 
fireside re-create itself, as I rake away the ashes from the embers in my 
memory, and blow them up with a sigh, for lack of more mspinng breath 
Vividly, for an instant, but, anon, with the dimmest gleam, and with just 
as little fervency for my heart as for my finger-ends ^ The staunch oaken 
logs were long ago burnt out Their genial glow must be represented, if at 
all, by the merest phosphoric glimmer, like that which exudes, rather than 
shines, from damp fragments of decayed trees, deluding the benighted 
wanderer through a forest Around such chill mockery of a fire some few 
of us might sit on the withered leaves, spreading out each a palm towards 
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the imaginary warmth, and talk over our exploded scheme for beginning 
the life of Paradise anew 

Paradise, indeed! Nobody else m the world, I am bold to affirm no- 
body, at least, m our bleak little woild of New England, had dreamed 
of Paradise that day, except as the pole suggests the tropic Nor, vith 
such materials as were at hand, could the most skilful architect have con- 
structed any better imitation of Eve’s bower than might be seen m the 
snow-hut of an Equimaux But we made a summer of it, m spite of the 
wild drifts 

It was an April day, as already hinted, and well towards the middle of 
the month When morning dawned upon me, m town, its temperature was 
mild enough to be pronounced even balmy, by a lodger, like myself, m one 
of the midmost houses of a brick block, each house partaking of the 
warmth of all the rest, besides the sultriness of its individual furnace- 
heat But, towards noon, there had come snow, driven along the street by 
a northeasterly blast, and whitening the roofs and sidewalks with a busi- 
ness-like perseverance that would have done credit to our severest Jan- 
uary tempest It set about its task apparently as much m earnest as if it 
had been guaranteed from a thaw for months to come The greater, sure- 
ly, was my heroism, when, puffing out a final whiff of cigar-smoke, I 
quitted my cosey pair of bachelor-rooms, with a good fire burning in the 
grate, and a closet right at hand, where there was still a bottle or two in 
the champagne-basket, and a residuum of claret m a box, quitted, I say, 
these comfortable quarters, and plunged into the heart of the pitiless 
snow-storm, in quest of a better life 

The better life' Possibly, it would hardly look so, now, it is enough if 
it looked so then The greatest obstacle to being heroic is the doubt wheth- 
-er one may not be going to prove one’s self a fool, the truest heroism is to 
resist the doubt, and the profoundest wisdom to know when it ought to 
be resisted, and when to be obeyed 

Yet, after all, let us admowledge it wiser, if not more sagacious, to fol- 
low out one’s day-dream to its natural consummation, although, if the 
vision have been worth the having, it is certain never to be consummated 
otherwise than by a failure And what of that? Its airiest fragments, im- 
palpable as they may be, ivill possess a value that luiks not in the most 
ponderous reahties of any practicable scheme They are not the rubbish 
of the mind Whatever else I may repent of, therefore, let it be reckoned 
neither among my sms nor follies that I once had faith and force enough to 
form generous hopes of the world’s destiny, yes ' and to do what in me 
lay for their accomplishment, even to the extent of quitting a warm fire- 
side, flinging away a freshly lighted cigar, and travellmg far beyond the 
strike of city clocks, |;hrough a drifting snow-storm 

There were four of us who rode together throu^the storm, and Hol- 
lingsworth, who had agreed to be of the number, was accidentally de- 
layed, and set forth at a later hour alone As we threaded the streets, I re- 
member how the buildmgs on either side seemed to press too closely upon 
us, insomuch that our mighty hearts found barely room enough to throb 
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between Uiem The snowfall, too, looked inexpressibly dreaiy (I had al- 
most called It dingy), coming do\Sii through an atmosphere of city smoke, 
and alighting on the sidewalk only to be moulded into the impress of 
somebodj^’s patched boot or overshoe Thus the track of an old conven- 
tionalism was visible on what was freshest from tlie sky But w'hen w^e left 
the pavements, and our muffled hoof-tramps beat upon a desolate extent 
of country road, and w^eie effaced by the unfettered blast as soon as 
stamped, then there w^as better air to breathe Air that had not been 
breathed once and again' an that had not been spoken into woids of 
falsehood, formalit}'’, and error, like all the air of the dusky city' 

“How pleasant it is' ” remarked I, wdiile tlie snow'-fiakes llew' into my 
mouth die moment it was opened “How very mild and balmy is this 
country air'” 

“Ah, Coverdale, don t laugh at wdiat little enthusiasm you have left'” 
said one of my companions “I maintain that this nitrous atmosphere is 
really exhilarating, and, at any rate, we can never call ourselves regen- 
erated men till a February northeaster shall be as grateful to us as the 
softest breeze of June ' ” 

So w'e all of us took courage, riding fleetly and merrily along, by stone 
fences that were half buried m the wave-hke drifts, and through patches 
of woodland, where the tree-trunks opposed a snow-mcrusted side to- 
wards the northeast, and wnthin ken of deserted villas, with no footprints 
m their avenues, and passed scattered dwellings, whence puffed the smoke 
of country fires, strongl}^ impregnated wnth the pungent aroma of burning 
peat Sometimes, encountering a traveller, w^e shouted a friendly greet- 
ing, and he, unmufflmg his ears to the bluster and the snow-spray, and lis- 
tening eagerly, appeared to think our courtesy woi th less than the trouble 
which it cost him The churl ' He understood the shrill whistle of the blast, 
but had no intelligence for our blithe tones of brotherhood This lack of 
faith m our cordial sympathy, on the traveller’s part, was one among the 
innumerable tokens how difficult a task we had m hand, foi the reforma- 
tion of the world We rode on, however, with still unflagging spirits, and 
made such good companionship with the tempest that, at our journey’s 
end, we professed ourselves almost loath to bid the rude blusterer good- 
by But, to own the truth, I was little better than an icicle, and began to 
be suspicious that I had caught a feaiful cold 

And now we were seated by the brisk fireside of the old farm-house, 
the same fire that glimmers so faintly among my reminiscences at the lie- 
gmning of this chapter There w^e sat, with the snow melting out of our 
hair and beards, and our faces all ablaze, what with the past inclemency 
and present warmth It was, indeed, a light good fire that we found await- 
ing us, built up of gieat, rough logs, and knotty limbs, and splintered frag- 
ments of an oak-tiee, such as farmers are wont to keep for their own 
hearths, since these crooked and unmanageable boughs could never be 
measured into merchantable cords for The market A family of the old 
Pilgrims might have swung their kettle over precisely such a fire as this, 
only, no doubt, a bigger one; and, contrasting it with my coal-grate, I felt 
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SO much the more that we had transported ourselves a world-wide dis- 
tance from the system of society that shackled us at breakfast-time 

Good, comfortable Mrs Foster (the wife of stout Silas Foster, who was 
to manage the farm, at a fair stipend, and be our tutor in the art of hus- 
bandry) bade us a hearty welcome At her back a back of generous 
bteadth appeared two young women, smiling most hospitably, but look- 
ing rather awkward withal, as not well knowing what was to be their posi- 
tion m our new arrangement of the world We shook hands affectionately 
all round, and congratuated ourselves that the blessed state of brother- 
hood and sisterhood, at which we aimed, might fairly be dated from this 
moment Our greetings were hardly concluded when the door opened, and 
Zenobia, whom I had never before seen, important as was her place in 
our enterprise, Zenobia entered the parlor 

This (as the reader, if at all acquainted with our literary biography, 
need scarcely be told) was not her real name She had assumed it, m the 
first instance, as her magazine signature, and, as it accorded well with 
something imperial which her friends attributed to this lady’s figure and 
deportment, they half-laughmgly, adopted it m their familiar intercourse 
with her She took the appellation m good part, and even encouraged its 
constant use, which, m fact, was thus far appropriate, that our Zenobia, 
however humble looked her new philosophy, had as much native pride as 
'any queen would have known what to do with 


III 

A Knot of Dreamers 

Zenobia bade us welcome, in a fine, frank, mellow voice, and gave each of 
us her hand, which was very soft and warm She had something appro- 
priate, I recollect, to say to every individual, and what she said to myself 
was this 

“I have long wished to know you, Mr Coverdale, and to thank you for 
your beautiful poetry, some of which I have learned by heart, or, rather, 
it has stolen into my memory, without my exercising any choice or voli- 
tion about the matter Of course permit me to say you do not think of 
relinquishing an occupation in which you have done yourself so much 
credit I would almost rather give you up as an associate, than that the 
world should lose one of its true poets*” 

“Ah, no , tliere will not be the slightest danger of that, especially after 
this inestimable praise from Zenobia,” said I, smiling, and blushing, no 
doubt, with excess of pleasure “I hope, on the contrary, now to produce 
something that shall really dpserve to be called poetry, true, strong, nat- 
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uraJ, and sweet, as is the life which we are going to lead, something that 
shall have the notes of wild birds twittering through it, or a strain like the 
wind-anthems in the woods, as the case may be ” 

“Is it irksome to you to hear your own verses sung?” asked Zenobia, 
with a gracious smile “If so, I am very sorry, for you will certainly hear 
me singing them, sometimes, in the summer evenings ” 

“Of all things,” answered I, “that is what will delight me most ” 

While this passed, and while she spoke to my companions, I was taking 
note of Zenobia’s aspect, and it impressed itself on me so distmctly, that I 
can now summon her up, like a ghost, a little wanner than the life, but 
otherwise identical with it She was dressed as simply as possible, in an 
American print (I think the dry-goods people call it so), but with a silken 
kerchief, between which and her gown there was one glimpse of a white 
shoulder It struck me as a great piece of good fortune that there should 
be just that glimpse Her hair, which was dark, glossy, and of singular 
abundance, was put up rather soberly and primly, without curls, or other 
ornament, except a single flower It was an exotic, of rare beauty, and as 
fresh as if the hot-house gardener had just dipt it from the stem That 
flower has struck deep root into my memory I can both see it and smell 
it, at this moment So brilliant, so rare, so costly, as it must have been, 
and yet enduring only for a day, it was more indicative of the pride and 
pomp which had a luxuriant growth in Zenobia’s character than if a great 
diamond had sparkled among her hair 

Her hand, though very soft, was larger than most women would lilce to 
have, or than they could afford to have, though not a whit too large in 
proportion with the spacious plan of Zenobia’s entire development It did 
one good to see a fine intellect (as hers really was, although its natural 
tendency lay in another direction than towards literature) so fitly cased 
She was, indeed, an admirable figure of a woman, just on the hither verge 
of her richest maturity, with a combination of features which it is safe to 
call remarkably beautiful, even if some fastidious persons might pro- 
nounce them a little deficient in softness and delicacy But we find enough 
of those attributes ever3wi^here Preferable by way of variety, at least 
was Zenobia’s bloom, health, and vigor, which she possessed in such over- 
flow that a man might well have fallen in love with her for their sake only 
In her quiet moods, she seemed rather indolent, but when really in ear- 
nest, particularly if there were a spice of bitter feeling, she grew all alive, 
to her finger-tips 

“I am the first comer,” Zenobia went on to say, while her smile beamed 
warmth upon us all, “so I take the part of hostess, for to-day, and wel- 
come you as if to my own fireside You shall be my guests, too, at supper. 
To-morrow, if you please, we will be brethren and sisters, and begin ouf 
new life from daybreak ” 

“Have we our various parts assigned?” asked some one 
“Oh, we of the softer sex,” responded Zenobia, with her mellow, almost 
broad laugh, most delectable to hear, but not in the least like an ordin- 
ary woman’s laugh, “we women (there are four of us here already) will 
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take the domestic and in-door part of the business, as a matter of course 
To bake, to boil, to loast, to fry, to stew, to wash, and iron, and scrub, 
and sweep, and, at our idler intervals, to repose ourselves on knitting 
and sewing, these, I suppose, must be feminine occupations, for the 
present By and by, perhaps, when our individual adaptations begin to 
develop themselves, it may be that some of us who wear the petticoat will 
go afield, and leave the weaker brethren to take our places m the lutchen ” 

“What a pity,” I remarked, “that the kitchen, and the house-work gen- 
erally, cannot lie left out of our system altogether’ It is odd enough that 
the kind of labor which falls to the lot of women is just that which chiefly 
distinguishes artificial life the life of degenerated mortals from the 
life of Paradise Eve had no dinner-pot, and no clothes to mend, and no 
washing-day ” 

“I am afraid,” said Zenobia, with mirth gleaming out of her eyes, “we 
shall find some difficulty m adopting the paradisiacal system for at least 
a month to come Look at that snow-drift sweepmg past the wmdow' Are 
there any figs ripe, do you think? Have the pme-apples been gathered to- 
day? Would you like a bread-fruit, or a cocoa-nut? Shall I run out and 
pluck you some roses? No no, Mr Coverdale, the only flower hereabouts 
IS the one in my haii , which I got out of a green-house this morning As 
for the garb of Eden,” added she, shivering playfully, “I shall not as- 
sume it till after May-day' ” 

Assuredly, Zenobia could not have mtended it, the fault must have 
been entirely in my imagination But these last words, together with 
something in her manner, irresistibly brough up a picture of that fine, 
perfectly developed figure, in Eve’s earliest garment Her free, careless, 
generous modes of expression often had this effect of creating images 
which though pure, are hardly felt to be quite decorus when born of a 
thought that passes between man and woman I imputed it, at that time, 
to Zenobia’s noble courage, conscious of no harm, and scorning the petty 
restraints which take the life and color out of other women’s conversation 
There was another peculiarity about her We seldom' meet with women 
nowadays, and in this country, who impress us as being women at all, 
their sex fades away, and goes for nothing, in ordmary intercourse Not 
so with Zenobia One felt an influence breathing out of her such as we 
might suppose to come from Eve, when she was just made, and her Cre- 
ator brought her to Adam, saying, “Behold ' here is a woman! ” Not that I 
would convey the idea of especial gentleness, grace, modesty, and shy- 
ness, but of a certain warm and rich characteristic, which seems, for the 
most part, to have been refined away out of the feminine system 

“And now,” continued Zenobia, “I must go and help get supper Do 
i^ou tlunk you can be content, instead of figs, pme-apples, and all the 
other delicacies of Adam’s supper-table, with tea and toast, and a certam 
modest supply of ham and tongue, which, with the instinct of a house- 
wife, I brought hither m a basket? And there shall be bread and milk, too, 
if the innocence of your taste demands it ” 

The wffiolfe sisterhood now went about their domestic avocations, utter- 
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ly declining out offers to assist, further than by bringing wood, for the 
kitchen fire, from a huge pile in the back-yard After heaping up more 
than a sufficient quantity, we returned to the sitting-room, drew our 
chairs close to the hearth, and began to talk over our prospects Soon, 
with a tremendous stamping^ in the entry, appeared Silas Foster, lank, 
stalwart, uncouth, and grisly-bearded He came from foddering the cat- 
tle m the barn, and from the field’, where he had been ploughing, until the 
depth of the snow rendered it impossible to draw a furrow He greeted us 
m pretty much the same tone as if he were speaking to his oxen, took a 
quid from his iron tobacco-box, pulled off his wet cowhide boots, and sat 
do-ivn before the fire m his stocking-feet The steam arose from his soaked 
garments, so that the stout yeoman looked vaporous and spectre-like 

“Well, folks,” remarked Silas, “youdl be wishing yourselves back to 
town again, if this weather holds ” 

And, true enough, there was a look of gloom, as the twilight fell silent- 
ly and sadly out of the sky, its gray or sable flakes intermingling them- 
selves with the fast-descending snow- The storm, in its evening aspect, 
was decidedly dreary It seemed to have ansen for our especial behoof, 
a s3anbol of the cold, desolate, distrustful phantoms that invariably haunt 
the mind, on the eve of adventurous enterpnses, to warn us back within 
the boundaries of ordinary life 

But our courage did not quail We would not allow ourselves to be de- 
pressed by the snow-drift trailing past the window, any more than if it 
had been the sigh of a summer wind among rustling boughs There have 
been few brighter seasons for us than that If ever men might lawfull}' 
dream awake, and give utterance to their wildest visions without dread of 
laughter or scorn on the part of the audience, yes, and speak of earthly 
happiness, for themselves and mankmd, as an object to be hopefully 
striven for, and probably attained, we who made that little semicircle 
round the blazing file were those very men We had left the rusty iron 
framework of society behind us, we had broken through many hindrances 
that are powerful enough to keep most people on the weary tread-mill of 
the established system, even while they feel its irksomeness almost as in- 
tolerable as we did We had stepped down from the pulpit, we had flung 
aside the pen, we had shut up the ledger, we had thrown off that sweet, 
bewitching, enervating indolence, which is better, after aU' than most of 
the enjoyments within mortal grasp It was our purpose a generous one, 
certainly, and absurd, no doubt, m full proportion with its generosity to 
give up whatever we had heretofore attained, for the sake of showing 
mankind the example of a life governed by other than the false and cruel 
principles on which human society has all along been based 

And, first of all, we bad divorced ourselves from pride, and were striv- 
ing to suppl}'- its place with familiar lo\ e We meant to lessen the labor- 
ing man’s great burden of toil, by performing our due share of it at the 
cost of our own thews and sinev/s We sought our profit by mutual aid, in- 
stead of wrestmg it by the strong hand from an enemy, or filching it 
craftily from those less shrewrd than ourselves (if, indeed, there were any 
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such in New England), or winning it by selfish competition with a 
neighbor, in one or another of which fashions every son of woman both 
perpetrates and suffers his share of the common evil, whether he chooses 
it or no And, as the basis of our institution, we purposed to offer up the 
earnest toil of our bodies, as a prayer no less than an effort for the ad- 
vancement of our race 

Therefore, if we built splendid castles (phalansteries perhaps they 
might be more fitly called), and pictured beautiful scenes, among the 
fervid coals of the hearth around which we were clustering, and if all went 
to rack with the crumbling embers and have never since arisen out of the 
ashes, let us take to ourselves no shame In my own behalf, I rejoice that 
I could once think better of the world’s improvability than it deserved It 
IS a mistake into which men seldom fall twice m a lifetime, or, if so, the 
rarer and higher is the nature that can thus magnanimously persist in 
error 

Stout Silas Foster mingled little in our conversation, but when he did 
speak, it was very much to some practical purpose For instance 

“Which man among you,” quoth he, “is the best judge of swine? Some 
of us must go to the next Brighton fair, and buy half a dozen pigs ” 

Pigs' Good heavens' had we come out from among the swinish multi- 
tude for this^ And, again, m reference to some discussion about raising 
early vegetables for the market 

“We shall never make any hand at market-gardening,” said Silas Fos- 
ter, “unless the women-folks will undertake to do all the weedmg We 
haven’t team enough for that and the regular farm-work, reckoning three 
of your city folks as worth one common field-hand No, no, I tell you, we 
should have to get up a little too early in the morning, to compete with 
the market-gardeners round Boston ” 

It struck me as rather odd, that one of the first questions raised, after 
our separation from the greedy, struggling, self-seeking world, should 
relate to the possibility of getting the advantage over the outside barbar- 
ians in their own field of labor But, to own the truth, I very soon became 
sensible that, as regarded society at large, we stood in a position of new 
hostility, rather than new brotherhood Nor could this fail to be the case, 
in some degree, until the bigger and better half of society should range 
itself on our side Constituting so pitiful a minority as now, we were in- 
evitably estranged from the rest of mankind in pretty fair proportion 
with the strictness of our mutual bond among ourselves 

This dawning idea, however, was driven back into my inner conscious- 
ness by the entrance of Zenobia She came with the welcome intelligence 
that supper was on the table Looking at herself in the glass, and perceiv- 
ing that her one magnificent flower had grown rather languid (probably 
by being exposed to the fervency of the kitchen fire) , she flung it on the 
floor, as unconcernedly as a village girl would throw away a faded violet 
The action seemed proper to her character, although, methought, it 
would still more have befitted the bounteous nature of this beautiful 
woman to scatter fresh flowers from her hand, and to revive faded ones by 
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her touch Nevertheless, it was a singular but 11 resistible effect, the pres- 
ence of Zenobia caused our heroic enterprise to show like an illusion, a 
masquerade, a pastoral, a counterfeit Arcadia, in which we grown-up men 
and women were making a play-day of the years that weie given us to 
live in I tried to analyze this impression, but not with much success 
‘^It really vexes me,” observed Zenobia, as we left the room, “that Mi 
Hollingsworth should be such a laggard I should not have thought him at 
all the sort of person to be turned back by a puff of contrary wind, or a 
few snow-flakes driftmg into his face ” 

“Do you know Hollingsworth personally?” I inquired 
“No, only as an auditor auditress, I mean of some of his lectures,” 
said she “What a voice he has > and what a man he is ' Yet not so much 
an intellectual man, I should say, as a great heart, at least, he moved me 
more deeply than I think myself capable of being moved, except by the 
stroke of a true, strong heart against my own It is a sad pity that he 
should have devoted his glorious powers to such a grimy, unbeautiful, and 
positively hopeless object as this reformation of criminals, about which he 
malces himself and his wretchedly small audiences so very miseiable To 
tell you a secret, I never could tolerate a philanthropist before Could 
you?” 

“By no means,” I answered , “neither can I now ” 

“They are, indeed, an odiously disagreeable set of mortals,” continued 
Zenobia “I should like Mr Hollingsworth a great deal better, if the 
philanthropy had been left out At all events, as a mere matter of taste, I 
wish he would let the bad people alone, and try to benefit those who are 
not alread}'’ past his help Do you suppose he will be content to spend his 
life, or even a few months of it, among tolerably virtuous and comfortable 
individuals, like ourselves?” 

“Upon my word, I doubt it,” said I “If we wish to keep him with us, 
we must systematically commit, at least, one crime apiece i Mere pec- 
cadilloes will not satisfy him ” 

Zenobia turned, sidelong, a strange kind of a glance upon me, but, 
before I could make out what it meant, we had entered the kitchen, 
where, in accordance with the rustic simplicity of our new life, the sup- 
per-table was spread 
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The Supper-Table 

The pleasant firelight' I must still keep harping on it 

The kitchen heartli had an old-fashioned breadth depth, and spacious- 
ness, far witlim vhich lay what seemed the butt of a good-sized oak-tree 
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With the moisture bubbling merrily out at both ends It was now half an 
hour beyond dusk The blaze from an armful of substantial sticks, ren- 
dered more combustible by brushwood and pine, flickered powerfully on 
the smoke-blackened Nvalls, and so cheered our spiiits that we cared not 
what inclemency might rage and roar on the other side of our illuminated 
window's A yet sultrier waimth w'as bestowed by a goodly quantity of 
peat, which was crumbling to white ashes among the burning brands, and 
incensed the kitchen wuth its not ungrateful fragrance The exuberance 
of this household fire would alone have sufficed to bespeak us no true 
farmers, for the New England yeoman, if he have the misfortune to 
dwell within practicable distance of a w'ood-market, is as niggardly of 
each stick as if it w ere a bar of California gold 

But it w'as fortunate for us, on that wintry eve of our untried life, to 
enjoy the warm and radiant luxury of a somewhat too abundant fire If 
it served no other purpose, it made the men look so full of youth, warm 
blood, and hope, and the women such of them, at least, as were anywise 
convertible by its magic so very beautiful, that I would cheerfully have 
spent my last dollar to prolong the blaze As for Zenobia, there w'as a 
glow in her cheeks that made me think of Pandora, fresh from Vulcan’s 
workshop, and full of the celestial w'armth by dint of w'hich he had tem- 
pered and moulded her 

“Take your places, my dear friends all,” cried she, “seat yourselves 
without ceremony, and you shall be made happy wuth such tea as not 
many of the world’s working-people, except yourselves, wall find m their 
cups to-night After this one supper, you may drink buttermilk, if you 
please To-night we will quaff this nectar, which, I assuie you, could not 
be bought with gold ” 

We all sat down, grisly Silas Foster, his rotund helpmate, and the 
two bouncing handmaidens, included, and looked at one another in a 
friendly but rather awkward way It was the first practical trial of our 
theories of equal brotherhood and sisterhood, and w'e people of superior 
cultivation and refinement (for as such, I presume, we unhesitatingly 
reckoned ourselves) felt as if something were already accomplished to- 
wards the millennium of love The truth is, how'ever, that the laboring-oar 
was with our unpolished companions, it being far easier to condescend 
than to accept of condescension Neither did I refrain fiom questioning, 
in secret, whether some of us and Zenobia among the rest w'ould so 
quietly have taken our places among these good people, save for the cher- 
ished consciousness that it was not by necessity, but choice Though we 
saw fit to drink our te^out of earthen cups to-night, and in eai then com- 
pany, it was at our own option to use pictured porcelain and handle silver 
forks again to-morrow This same salve, as to the power of regaining our 
former position, contributed much, I fear, to the equanimity with which 
we subsequently bore many of the hardships and humiliations of a life of 
toil If ever I have deserved (which has not often been the case, and, I 
think, never), but if ever I did deserve to be soundly cuffed by a feUow- 
mortal, for secretly puttmg weight upon some imaginary social advan- 
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tage, jt most Tiave been TvJtnle I was striving to prove myself ostentatious- 
ly Ills equal, and no more It was vlule I sat beside him on his cobbler’s 
bench, or clmked my hoe against his own in the cornfield, or broke the . 
same crust of bread, my eartli-grimed hand to his, at oui noontide lunch 
The poor, proud man should look at both sides of sympathy like this 

The silence which followed upon our sittmg dovm to table grew rather 
oppressive, indeed, it was hardly broken by a word, during the first 
round of Zenobia’s fragrant tea 

“I hope,” said I, at last, “that our blazmg wmdows will be visible a 
great way off There is nothing so pleasant and encouraging to a solitary 
traveller, on a storiny night, as a flood of firelight seen amid the gloom 
These ruddy wmdow-panes cannot fail to cheer the hearts of all that look 
at them Are they not warm with the beacon-fire which we have kindled 
for humanity^” 

“The blaze of that brushwood will only last a minute or two longer,” 
observed Silas Foster, but whethei he meant to msmuate that our moral 
illumination would have as brief a term, I cannot say 

“Meantime,” said Zenobia, 'fit may serve to guide some wayfarer to a 
shelter ” 

And, just as she said this, there came a knodc at the house-door 

“There is one of the world’s waylaiers,” said I 

“Ay, ay, just so ' ” quoth Silas Foster “Our fire light will draw strag- 
glers, just as a candle draws dorbugs, on a summer night ” 

Whether to enjoy a dramatic suspense, or that we were selfishly con- 
trasting our own comfort with the chill and dreary situation of the un- 
knoivn person at the threshold, or that some of us cit3’’-folk felt a little 
startled at the knock which came so unseasonably, through night and 
storm, to the door of the lonely farm-house, so it happened that nobody, 
for an instant or two, aiose to answer the summons Pretty soon there 
came another Icnock The first had been moderately loud , the second was 
smitten so forcibly that the knuckles of the applicant must have left their 
mark m the door-panel 

“He knocks as if he had a right to come in,” said Zenobia, laughmg 
“And what are we thinking of? It must be Mr Hollingsworth ' ” 

Hereupon I went to the door, unbolted, and flung it wide open There, 
sure enough, stood Hollmgsworth, his shaggy great-coat all coveied v ith 
snow, so that he looked quite as much like a polar bear as a modern phil- 
anthiopist 

“Sluggish hospitality this > ” said he, in those deep tones of his, which 
seemed to come out of a chest as capacious as a barrel “It would have 
served you right if I had lam down and spent the night on the doorstep, 
just for the sake of putting you to shame But here is a. guest who will 
need a warmer and softer bed ” 

And, stepping back to the wagon m which he had journeyed hitlier, 
Hollingsworth received into his arms and deposited on the doorstep a fig- 
ure enveloped in a cloak It was evidently a woman, or, rather, judgmg 
from the ease with which he lifted her, and the little space which she 
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^eemed to fill in his arms, a slim and unsubstantial girl As she showed 
gome hesitation about entering the door, Hollingsworth, with his usual 
fiirectness and lack of ceremony, urged her forward not merely within the 
^ntry, but into the warm and strongly lighted kitchen 

“Who IS this?” whispered I, remaining behmd with him, while he was 
^akmg off his great-coat 

“Who? Really, I don’t know,” answered Hollingsworth, looking at me 
^ith some surprise “It is a young person who belongs here, however, 
jind, no doubt, she has been expected Zenobia, or some of the women- 
folks, can tell you all about it ” 

“I think not,” said I, glancing towards the newcomer and the other 
(Dccupants of the kitchen “Nobody seems to welcome her I should hardly 
judge that she was an expected guest ” 

“Well, well,” said Hollingsworth, quietly “We’ll make it right ” 

The stranger, or whatever she were, remained standing precisely on 
J;hat spot of the kitchen floor to which Hollingsworth’s kindly hand had 
jmpelled her The cloak falling partly off, she was seen to be a very young 
woman dressed m a poor but decent gown, made high in the neck, and 
without any regard to fashion or smartness Her brown hair fell down 
from beneath a hood, not m curls but with only a slight wave, her face 
was of a wan, almost sickly hue, betokening habitual seclusion from the 
sun and free atmosphere, like a flower-shrub that had done its best to 
blossom in too scanty light To complete the pitiableness of her aspect, 
she shivered either with cold, or fear, or nervous excitement, so that you 
might have beheld her shadow vibrating on the fire-lighted wall In short, 
there has seldom been seen so depressed and sad a figure as this young 
girl’s , and it was hardly possible to help being angry with her, from mere 
despair of doing anything for her comfort The fantasy occurred to me 
that she was some desolate kind of a creature, doomed to wander about m 
snow-storms, and that, though the ruddiness of our wmdow-panes had 
tempted her into a human dwelling, she would not remain long enough to 
melt the icicles out of her hair 

Another conjecture likewise came into my mind Recollecting Hollings- 
worth’s sphere of philanthropic action, I deemed it possible that he might 
have brought one of his guilty patients, to be wrought upon, and restored 
to spiritual health, by the pure influences which our mode of life would 
create 

As yet the girl had not stirred She stood near the door, fixing a pair of 
large, brown, melancholy eyes upon Zenobia, only upon Zenobia’ she 
evidently saw nothing else in the room, save that bright, fair, rosy, beau- 
tiful woman It was the strangest look I ever witnessed, long a mystery 
to me, and forever a memory Once she seemed about to move forward 
and greet her, I know not with what warmth, or with what words, but, 
finally, instead of doing so, she dropped down upon her knees, clasped her 
hands, and gazed piteously into Zenobia’s face Meeting no kindly re- 
ception, her head fell on her bosom 

I never thoroughly forgave Zenobia for her conduct on this occasion 
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But women are always more cautious m their casual hospitalities than 
men 

“What does the girl mefm?” cried she in rather a sharp tone “Is she 
crazy? Has she no tongue?” 

And here Hollingsworth stepped forward 

“No wonder if the poor child’s tongue is frozen in her mouth,” said he, 
and I think he positively frowned at Zenobia “The very heart will be 
frozen in her bosom, unless you women can warm it, among you, with the 
warmth that ought to be in your own i ” 

Hollingsworth’s appearance was very striking at this moment He was 
then about thirty years old, but looked several years older, with his great 
shaggy head, his heavy brow, his dark complexion, his abundant beard, 
and ithe rude strength with which his features seemed to have been ham- 
mered out of iron, rather than chiselled or moulded from any finer or 
softer material His figure was not tall, but massive and brawny, and well 
befitting his original occupation, which as the reader probably knows, 
was that of a blacksmith As for external polish, or mere courtesy of man- 
ner, he never possessed more than a tolerably educated bear, although, in 
his gentler moods, there was a tenderness in his voice, eyes, mouth, in his 
gesture, and in every indescribable manifestation, which few men could 
resist, and no woman But he now looked stern and reproachful, and it 
was with that inauspicious meaning in his glance that Hollingsworth first 
met Zenobia’s eyes, and began his influence upon her life 

To my surprise, Zenobia of whose haughty spirit I had been told so 
many examples absolutely changed color, and seemed mortified and 
confused 

“You do not quite do me justice, Mr Hollingsworth,” said she, almost 
humbly “I am willing to be kind to the poor girl Is she a protegee of 
yours? What can I do for her?” 

“Have you anything to ask of this lady?” said Hollingsworth, kindly, 
to the girl “I remember you mentioned her name before we left town ” 

“Only that she will shelter me,” replied the girl, tremulously “Only 
that she will let me be always near her ” 

“Well, indeed,” exclaimed Zenobia, recovering herself, and laughing, 
“this is an adventure, and well worthy to be the first incident in our life 
of love and free-heartedness’ But I accept it, for the present, without fur- 
ther question, only,” added she, “it would be a convenience if we knew 
your name ” 

“Priscilla,” said the girl, and it appeared to me that she hesitated 
whether to add anything more, and decided m the negative “Pray do not 
ask me my other name, at least not yet, if you will be so kind to a 
forlorn creature ” 

Priscilla’ Priscilla’ I repeated the name to myself, three or four 
times, and in that little space, this quaint and prim cognomen had so 
amalgamated itself with my idea of the girl, that it seemed as if no other 
name could have adhered to her for a moment Heretofore, the poor 
thing had not shed any tears, but now that she found herself received. 
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and at least temporarily established, the big drops began to ooze out from 
beneath her eyelids, as if she were full of them Perhaps it showed the 
iron substance of my heart, that I could not help smiling at this odd scene 
of unknown and unaccountable calamity, into which our cheerful party 
had been entrapped, without tlie liberty of choosing whether to sjunpa- 
thize or no Hollingsworth’s behavior was certainly a great deal more 
creditable than mine 

“Let us not piy furthei into her secrets,” he said to Zenobia and the 
rest of us, apart, and his dark, shaggy face looked really beautiful mth 
its expression of thoughtful benevolence “Let us conclude that Provi- 
dence has sent her to us, as the first-fruits of the vorld, nhich we have 
undertaken to make happier than we find it Let us warm her poor, shiv- 
ering body with this good fire, and her poor, shivering heart "mth our best 
kindness Let us feed her, and make her one of us As we do by this friend- 
less girl, so shall w’^e prosper And, in good time, whatever is desirable for 
us to know will be melted out of her, as inevitably as those tears which 
we see now ” 

“At least,” remarked I, “you may tell us how and where you met with 
her ” 

“An old man brought her to my lodgings,” answered Hollingsworth, 
“and begged me to convey her to Bhthedale, where so I understood 
him she had friends, and this is positively all I loiow about the matter ” 

Grim Silas Foster, all this while, had been busy at the supper-table, 
pouring out his own tea and gulping it down wuth no more sense of its 
exquisiteness than if it were a decoction of catnip, helping himself to 
pieces of dipt toast on the flat of his knife-blade, and dropping half of it 
on the table-cloth' using the same serviceable implement to cut slice after 
slice of ham, perpetrating tenible enormities with the butter-plate, and, 
in all other respects, behaving less like a civilized Chnstian than the w'oist 
kind of an ogre Being by this time fully gorged, he crowned his amiable 
exploits with a draught from the water-pitcher, and then favored us with 
his opinion about the business in hand And, ceitainly, though they pro- 
ceeded out of an unwiped mouth, his expressions did him honor 

“Give the girl a hot cup of tea, and a thick slice of this first-rate 
bacon,” said Silas, like a sensible man as he was. “That’s what she w^ants 
Let her stay with us as long as she likes, and help in the kitchen, and take 
the cow-breath at milkmg-time, and, in a week or two, she’ll begin to look 
like a creature of this world ” 

So we sat down again to supper, and Pnscilla along with us 
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V 

Until Bedtime 

Silas Foster, by the time we concluded our meal, had stript off his coat, 
and planted himself on a low chair by the kitchen hre, with a lap-stone, a 
hammer, a piece of sole-leather, and some waxed-ends, m order to cobble 
an old pair of cowhide boots , he being, in his own phrase, “something of a 
dab” (whatever degree of skill that may imply) at the shoe-making busi- 
ness We heard the tap of his hammer, at mtervals, for the rest of the 
evening The remamder of the party adjourned to the sitting-room Good 
Mrs Foster took her knitting- work, and soon fell fast asleep, still keeping 
her needles in brisk movement, and, to the best of my observation, abso- 
lutely footing a-stockmg out of the texture of a dream And a very sub- 
stantial stocking it seemed to be One of the two handmaidens hemmed a 
towel, and the other appeared to be making a ruffle, for her Sunday’s 
wear, out of a little bit of embroidered mushn which Zenobia had prob- 
ably given her 

It was curious to observe how trustingly, and yet how timidly, our poor 
Priscilla betook herself mto the shadow of Zenobia’s protection She sat 
beside her on a stool, looking up, every now and then, witli an expression 
of humble delight, at her new friend’s beauty. A brilliant woman is often 
an >object of the devoted admiration it might almost be termed worship, 
or idolatry of some young girl, who perhaps beholds the cynosure only 
at an awful distance, and has as little hope of personal intercourse as of 
climbmg among the stars of heaven We men are too gross to comprehend 
it. Even a woman, of mature age, despises or laughs at such a passion 
There occurred to me no mode of accountmg for Priscilla’s behavior, ex- 
cept by supposmg that she had read some of Zenobia’s stories (as such 
literature goes everywhere) , or her tracts in defence of the sex, and had 
come hither with the one purpose of bemg her slave There is nothing 
parallel to this, I believe, nothing so foolishly disinterested, and hardly 
anything so beautiful, in the masculine nature, at whatever epoch of 
life, or, if there be, a fine and rare development of character might rea- 
sonably be looked for from the youth who should prove himself capable 
of such self-forgetful affection 

Zenobia happening to change her seat, I took the opportunity, in an 
undertone, to suggest some such notion as the above 

“Since jmu see the young woman m so poetical a light,” replied she, m 
the same tone, “j'OU had better turn the affair into a ballad It is a grand 
subject, and iiorthj^ of supernatural machineiy The storm, the startling 
knock at the door, the entrance of the sable knight Holhngsvorth and 
this shadowy snow-maiden, who precisely at the stroke of midnight, shall 
melt awa3'' at my feet in a pool of ice-cold water and give me m^^ death 
\Mth a pair of vet slippers' And when the verses are VTitten, and polished 
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quite to your mind, I will favor you with my idea as to what the girl 
really is ” 

“Pray let me have it now,” said I, “it shall be woven into the ballad ” 

“She IS neither more nor less,” answered Zenobia, “than a seamstress 
from the city, and she has probably no more transcendental purpose than 
to do my miscellaneous sewing, for I suppose she will hardly expect to 
make my dresses ” 

“How can you decide upon her so easily?” I inquired 

“Oh, we women judge one another by tokens that escape the obtuseness 
of masculine perceptions’” said Zenobia “There is no proof which you 
would be likely to appreciate, except the needle-marks on the tip of her 
forefinger Then, my supposition perfectly accounts for her paleness, her 
nervousness, and her wretched fragility Poor thing ' She has been stifled 
with the heat of a salamander-stove, m a small, close room, and has drunk 
coffee, and fed upon doughnuts, raisins, candy, and all such trash, till she 
IS scarcely half alive, and so, as she has hardly any physique, a poet, 
like Mr Miles Coverdale, may be allowed to think her spiritual ” 

“Look at her now ’ ” whispered I 

Priscilla was gazing towards us, with an mexpressible sorrow m her 
wan face, and great tears running down her cheeks It was difficult to re- 
sist the impression that, cautiously as we had lowered our voices, she 
must have overheard and been wounded by Zenobia’s scornful estimate of 
her character and pm poses 

“What ears the girl must have!” whispered Zenobia, with a look of 
vexation, partly comic and partly real “I will confess to you that I can- 
not quite make her out However, I am positively not an ill-natured per- 
son, unless when very grievously provoked, and as you, and especially 
Mr Hollingsworth, take so much mterest in this odd creature, and as 
she knocks with a very slight tap against my own heart, likewise, why, I 
mean to let her in From this moment, I will be reasonably kind to her 
There is no pleasure in tormenting a person of one’s own sex, even if she 
do favor one with a little more love than one can conveniently dispose of, 
and that, let me say, Mr Coverdale, is the most troublesome offence you 
can offer to a woman ” 

“Thank you,” said I, smiling , “I don’t mean to be guilty of it ” 

She went towards Priscilla, took her hand, and passed her own rosy 
finger-tips, with a pretty, caressing movement, over the girl’s hair The 
touch had a magical effect So vivid a look of joy flushed up beneath those 
fingers, that it seemed as if the sad and wan Priscilla had been snatched 
away, and another kind of creature substituted in her place This one 
caress, bestowed voluntarily by Zenobia, was evidently received as a 
pledge of all that the stranger sought from her, whatever the unuttered 
boon might be From that instant, too, she melted in quietly amongst us, 
and was no longer a foreign element Though always an object of peculiar 
interest, a riddle, and a theme of frequent discussion, her tenure at 
Blithedale was thenceforth fixed We no more thought of questioning it, 
than if Priscilla had been recognized as a domestic sprite, who had haunt- 
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ed the rustic fireside, of old, before we had ever been warmed by its blaze 
She now produced, out of a work-bag that she had with her, some little 
wooden instruments (what they are called I never knew), and proceeded 
to knit, or net, an article which ultimately took the shape of a silk purse 
As the work went on, I remembered to have seen just such purses before, 
mdeed, I was the possessor of one Their peculiar excellence, besides the 
great delicacy and beauty of the manufacture, lay in the almost impossi- 
bility that any uninitiated person should discover the aperture, although, 
to a practised touch, they would open as wide as charity or prodigality 
might wish I wondered if it were not a symbol of Priscilla’s own mystery 
Notwithstanding the new confidence with which Zenobia had inspired 
her, our guest showed herself disquieted by the storm When the strong 
puffs of wind spattered the snow against the windows, and made the 
oaken frame of the farm-house creak, she looked at us apprehensively, as 
if to inquire whether these tempestuous outbreaks did not betoken some 
unusual mischief in the shrieking blast She had been bred up, no doubt, 
in some close nook, some mauspiciously sheltered court of the city, where 
the uttermost rage of a tempest, though it might scatter down the slates of 
the roof into the bricked area, could not shake the casement of her little 
room The sense of vast, undefined space, pressing from the outside 
against the black panes of our uncurtained windows, was fearful to the 
poor girl, heretofore accustomed to the narrowness of human limits, with 
the lamps of neighboring tenements glimmering across the street The 
house probably seemed to her adrift on the great ocean of the night A lit- 
tle parallelogram of sky was all that she had hitherto known of nature, so 
that she felt the awfulness that really exists in its limitless extent Once, 
while the blast was bellowing, she caught hold of Zenobia’s robe, with 
precisely the air of one who hears her own name spoken at a distance, but 
IS unutterably reluctant to obey the call 

We spent rather an incommunicative evening Hollmgsworth hardly 
said a word, unless when repeatedly and pertinaciously addressed Then, 
indeed, he would glare upon us from the thick shrubbery of his medita- 
tions like a tiger out of a jungle, make the briefest reply possible, and be- 
take himself back into the solitude of his heart and mind The poor fellow 
had contracted this ungracious habit from the intensity with which he 
contemplated his own ideas, and the infrequent sympathy which they 
met with from his auditors, a circumstance that seemed only to 
strengthen the implicit confidence that he awarded to them His heart, I 
imagine, was never really interested in our socialist scheme, but was for- 
ever busy with his strange, and, as most people thought it, impracticable 
plan, for the reformation of criminals through an appeal to their higher 
instincts Much as I liked Hollingsworth, it cost me many a groan to tol- 
erate him on this point He ought to have commenced his investigation of 
the subject by perpetrating some huge sm in his proper person, and exam- 
ining the condition of his higher instincts afterwards 
The rest of us formed ourselves into a committee for provnding our in- 
fant community with an appropriate name, a matter of greatly more 
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difficulty than the uninitiated reader would suppose Blithedale was neith- 
er good nor bad We should have resumed the old Indian name of the 
premises, had it possessed the oil-and-honey flow which the aborigines 
were so often happy m communicating to their local appellations, but it 
chanced to be a haish, ill-connected, and interminable word, which 
seemed to fill the mouth with a mixture of very stiff clay and very crumb- 
ly pebbles Zenobia suggested “Sunny Glimpse,” as expressive of a vista 
into a better system of society This we turned over and over, for a while, 
acknowledging its prettiness, but concluded it to be rather too fine and 
sentimental a name (a fault inevitable by literary ladies, m such at- 
tempts) for sunburnt men to work under I ventured to whisper “Utopia,” 
which, however, was unanimously scouted down, and the proposer very 
harshly maltreated, as if he had intended a latent satire Some were for 
calling our institution “The Oasis,” in view of its being the one green spot 
m the moral sand-waste of the world, but others insisted on a proviso for 
reconsidering the matter at a twelvemonth’s end, when a final decision 
might be had, whether to name it “The Oasis,” or “Sahara ” So, at last, 
finding it impracticable to hammer out anything better, we resolved that 
the spot should still be Blithedale, as being of good augury enough 

The evening wore on, and the outer solitude looked m upon us through 
the windows, gloomy, wild, and vague, lilce another state of existence, 
close beside the httle sphere of warmth and light m which we were the 
prattlers and bustlers of a moment By and by, the door was opened by 
Silas Foster, with a cotton handkerchief about his head, and a tallow- 
candle m his hand 

“Take my advice, brother farmers,” said he, with a great, broad, bot- 
tomless yawn, “and get to bed as soon as you can I shall sound the horn 
at daybreak, and we’ve got the cattle to fodder, and nine cows to milk, 
and a dozen other things to do, before breakfast ” 

Thus ended the first evening at Blithedale I went shivering to my fire- 
less chamber, with the miserable consciousness (which had been growing 
upon me for several hours past) that I had caught a tremendous cold, and 
should probably awaken, at the blast of the horn, a fit subject for a hos- 
pital The night proved a feverish one During the greater part of it, I 
was in that vilest of states when a fixed idea remains m the mind, like the 
nail in Sisera’s brain, while innumerable other ideas go and come, and 
flutter to and fro, combming constant transition with intolerable same- 
ness Had I made a record of that night’s half-waking dreams, it is my 
belief that it would have anticipated several of the chief mcidents of this 
narrative, including a dim shadow of its catastrophe Starting up in bed, 
at length, I saw that the storm was past, and the moon was shining on 
the snowy landscape, which looked like a lifeless copy of the world in 
marble 

From the bank of the distant river, which was shimmering in the moon- 
light, came the black shadow of the only cloud m heaven, driven swiftly 
by the wind, and passmg over meadow and hillock, vanishing amid tufts 
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of leafless tiees, but reappearing on the hither side, until it swept across 
our doorstep 

How cold an Arcadia was this i 


VI 

Coverdale’s Sick-Chamber 

The horn sounded at daybreak, as Silas Foster had forewarned us, harsh, 
uproarious, inexorably drawn out, and as sleep-dispelling as if this hard- 
hearted old yeoman had got hold of the trump of doom 

On all sides I could hear the creaking of the bedsteads, as the brethren 
of Blithedale started from slumber, and thrust themselves into then 
' habiliments, all awry, no doubt, in their haste to begin the reformation of 
the world Zenobia put her head into the entry, and besought Silas Foster 
to cease his clamor, and to be bind enough to leave an armful of firewood 
and a pail of water at her chamber-door Of the whole household, un- 
less, mdeed, it were PnsciUa, for whose habits, in this particulai, I can- 
not vouch, of all our apostolic society, whose mission was to bless man- 
kind, Hollmgsworth, I apprehend, was the only one who began the enter- 
prise with prayer My sleeping-room being but thinly partitioned from 
his, the solemn murmur of his voice made its way to my ears, compellmg 
me to be an auditor of his awful privacy with the Creator It affected me 
with a deep reverence for Hollingsworth, which no familiarity then exist- 
ing, or that afterwards grew more mtimate between us, no, nor my sub- 
sequent perception of his own great errors, ever quite effaced It is so 
rare, in tliese times, to meet with a man of prayerful habits (except, of 
course, in the pulpit) , that such an one is deadedly marked out by a light 
of transfiguration, shed upon him in the divine mterview from which he 
passes into his daily life 

As for me, I lay abed, and if I said my prayers, it was backward, curs- 
ing my day as bitterly as patient Job himself The truth was, the hot- 
house warmth of a town residence, and the luxurious hfe m which I in- 
dulged myself, had taken much of the pith out of my physical system, 
and the wintry blast of the preceding day, together with the general chill 
of our airy old farm-house, had got fairly into my heart and the marrow 
of my bones. In this predicament, I seriously wished selfish as it may 
appear that the reformation of society had been postponed about half a 
century, or, at all events, to such a date as should have put my mtermed- 
dlmg witli it entirely out of the question 

What, in the name of common-sense, had I to do with nny better so- 
ciety than I had alwaj’-s lived in? It had satisfied me well enough. I\Iy 
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pleasant bachelor-parlor, sunny and shadowy, curtained and carpeted, 
with the bedchamber adjoining, my centre-table, strewn with books and 
periodicals, my writing-desk with a half-finished poem, m a stanza of 
my own contrivance, my morning lounge at the reading-room or picture- 
gallery, my noontide walk along the cheery pavement, with the sugges- 
tive succession of human faces, and the brisk throb of human life, m 
which I shared, my dinner at the Albion, where I had a hundred dishes at 
command, and could banquet as delicately as the wizard hlichael Scott 
when the Devil fed him from the king of France’s kitchen, my evening at 
the billiard-club, the concert, the theatre, or at somebody’s party, if I 
pleased,- what could be better than all this? Was it better to hoe, to 
mow, to toil and moil amidst the accumulations of a barnyard, to be the 
chambermaid of two yoke of oxen and a dozen cows, to eat salt beef, and 
earn it with the sweat of my brow, and thereby talce the tough morsel out 
of some wretch’s mouth, into whose vocation I had thrust myself? Above 
all, was it better to have a fever and die blaspheming, as I was like to do? 

In this wretched plight, with a furnace m my heart, and another in my 
head, by the heat of which I was kept constantly at the boiling point, yet 
shivering at the bare idea of extruding so much as a finger into the icy 
atmosphere of the room, I kept my bed until breakfast-time, when Hol- 
lingsworth knocked at the door, and entered 

'‘Well, Coverdale,” cried he, “you bid fair to make an admirable farm- 
er I Don’t you mean to get up to-day^” 

“Neither to-day nor to-morrow,” said I, hopelessly “I doubt if I ever 
rise again'” 

“What IS the matter, now?” he asked 

I told him my piteous case, and besought him to send me back to town 
m a close carnage 

“No, no'” said Hollingsworth, with kmdly seriousness “If you are 
really sick, we must take care of you ” 

Accordingly, he built a fire in my chamber, and, having little else to 
do while the snow lay on the ground, established himself as my nurse A 
doctor was sent for, who, being homoeopathic, gave me as much medi- 
cine, in the course of a fortnight’s attendance, as would have laid on the 
point of a needle They fed me on water-gruel, and I speedily became a 
skeleton above ground But, after all, I have many precious recollections 
connected with that fit of sickness 

Hollingsworth’s more than brotherly attendance gave me inexpressible 
comfort Most men and certainly I could not always claim to be one of 
the exceptions have a natural indifference, if not an absolutely hostile 
feeling, towards those whom disease, or weakness, or calamity of any 
kind causes to falter and faint amid the rude jostle of our selfish exist- 
ence The education of Christianity, it is true, the sympathy of a like 
experience and the example of women, may soften, and, possibly, subvert 
this ugly characteristic of our sex, but it is originally there, and has like- 
wise its analogy m the practice of our brute brethren, who hunt the sick 
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or disabled member of the herd from among them, as an enemy It is for 
this reason that the stricken deer goes apart, and the sick lion grimly 
withdraws himself into his den Except in love, or the attachments of 
kindred, or otlier very long and habitual affection, ve really have no ten- 
derness But there was something of the woman moulded into the great, 
stalvart frame of Hollingsworth, nor was he ashamed of it, as men often 
are of what is best in them, nor seemed ever to know that there was such 
a soft place in his heart I knew it well, however, at that time, although 
afterwards it came nigh to be forgotten Methought tliere could not be 
two such men alue as Hollingsworth There never was any blaze of a 
fireside that warmed and cheered me, in the down-sinkings and shivenngs 
I of my spirit, so eft'ectuall}^ as did the light out of those eyes, which lay so 
- deep and dark under his shagg}'’ broi\s 

Happy the man that has such a friend beside him when he comes to 
’ die* and unless a friend like Hollingsworth be at hand, as most prob- 
ably there will not, he had better make up his mind to die alone How 
many men, I w'onder, does one meet wutli m a lifetime, wEom he would 
choose for his death-bed companions' At the crisis of my fever, I be- 
sought Hollingsw^orth to let nobody else enter the room, but continually 
to make me sensible of his owm presence, by a grasp of the hand, a word, a 
piayer, if he thought good to utter it, and that then he should be the wit- 
ness how^ courageously I ivould encounter the w'orst It still impresses me 
as almost a matter of regret that I did not die then, -when I had tolerably 
made up my mind to it, for Hollingsworth would have gone with me to 
the hither verge of life, and have sent his friendly and hopeful accents far 
over on the other side, while I should be treading the unknown path 
Now', were I to send for him, he would hardly come to my bedside, noi 
should I depart the easier for his presence 

“You are not going to die, this time,” said he, gravely smiling ‘‘You 
know nothing about sickness, and think youi case a great deal more des- 
perate than it is ” 

“Death should take me w'hile I am m the mood,” replied I, with a little 
of my customary levity 

“Have you nothing to do in life,” asked Hollingsworth, ‘‘that you 
fancy yourself so ready to leave it?” 

“Nothing,” answered I, “nothing that I know of, unless to make pretty 
verses, and play a part, with Zenobia and the rest of the amateurs, in our 
pastoral It seems but an unsubstantial sort of business, as view'ed 
through a mist of fever But, dear Hollingsworth, your own vocation is 
evidently to be a priest, and to spend your days and nights in helping 
your fellow-creatures to draw peaceful dying breaths ” 

“And by which of my qualities,” inquired he, “can you suppose me fit- 
ted for this aw'ful ministry?” 

“By your tenderness,” I said “It seems to me the reflection of God’s 
own love ” 

“And you call me tender'” repeated Hollingsworth, thoughtfully “I 
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should rather say that the most marked trait m my character is an in- 
flexible severity of purpose Mortal man has no right to be so inflexible as 
it IS my nature and necessity to be ” 

“I do not believe it,” I replied 

But, m due time, I remembered what he said 

Probably, as Hollingsworth suggested, my disorder was never so ser- 
ious as, in my ignorance of such matters, I was inclined to consider it, 
After so much tragical preparation, it was positively rather mortifying to 
find myself on the mending hand 

All the other members of the Community showed me kindness, accord- 
ing ‘to the full measure of then capacity Zenobia bi ought me gruel, 
every day, made by her own hands (not \cry skilfully, if the truth must 
be told), and whenever I seemed inclined to converse, vould sit by my 
bedside, and talk with so much vivacit}'- as to add se^^eral gratuitous 
thiobs to my pulse Hei poor little stones and tracts never half did jus- 
tice to her intellect It was only the lack of a fitter avenue that drove her 
to seek development m liteiature She was made (among a thousand 
other things that she might have been) for a stump-oratress I recognized 
no severe culture in Zenobia, her mind was full of weeds It startled me 
sometimes, m my state of mo*ral as well as bodily faint-heartedness, to 
observe the hardihood of her philosophy She made no scruple of over- 
setting all human institutions, and scattering them as with a breeze from 
her fan A female reformer, in her attacks upon society, has an instinctive 
sense of where the life lies, and is inclined to aim directly at that spot 
Especially the relation between the sexes is naturally among the earliest 
to attract her notice 

Zenobia was truly a magnificent woman The homely simplicity of her 
dress could not conceal, nor scarcely dimmish, the queenhness of her 
presence The image of hei form and face should have been multiplied all 
over the earth It was wronging the rest of mankind to retain her as the 
spectacle of only a few The stage would have been her proper sphere 
She should have made it a point of duty, moreovei, to sit endlessly to 
painters and sculptors, and preferably to the latter, because the cold 
decorum of the marble would consist with the utmost scantiness of drap- 
ery, so that the eye might chastely be gladdened with her material per- 
fection in its entireness I know not well how to expiess, that the native 
glow of coloring in her cheeks, and even the flesh-warmth over her round 
arms, and what was visible of her full bust, in a word, her womanliness 
incarnated, compelled me sometimes to close my eyes, as if it were not 
quite the privilege of modesty to gaze at her Illness and exhaustion, no 
doubt, had made me morbidly sensitive 

I noticed and wondered how Zenobia Conti ived it that she had al- 
ways a new flower m her hair And still it was a hot-house flower, an 
outlandish flower, a flower of the tropics, such as appeared to have 
sprung passionately out of a soil the very weeds of which would be fervid 
and spicy 'Unlike as was the flower of each successive day to the pre- 
ceding one, it yet so assimilated its richness to the rich beauty of the 



THE BLITHEDaLE ROMANCE 


465 

woman, that I thought it the only flower fit to be worn, so fit, indeed, that 
Nature had evidently created this floral gem, in a happy exuberance, for 
the one purpose of worthily adorning Zenobia’s head. It might be that my 
feverish fantasies clustered themselves about this peculiarity, and caused 
it to look more gorgeous and wonderful than if beheld with temperate 
eyes In the height of ni}'- illness, as I w^ell recollect, I went so far as to 
pronounce it preternatural 

‘‘Zenobia is an enchantress < ” whispered I once to Hollingsworth ‘‘She 
IS a sister of the Veiled Lady That flower in her haii is a talisman If 
you were to snatch it away, she uould vanish, or be transformed into 
something else ” 

“■\Vhat does he say?” asked Zenobia 

“Nothing that has an atom of sense in it,” answered Hollingsworth 
“He IS a little beside himself, I believe, and talks about your being a 
witch, and of some magical property in the flower that you wear in your 
hair ” 

“It is an idea worthy of a feverish poet,” said she, laughing rather 
compassionately, and taking out the flower “I scorn to owe anything to 
magic Here, Mr Hollingsworth, you may keep the spell while it has any 
virtue in it, but I cannot promise you not to appear with a new one to- 
morrow It is the one relic of my more brilliant, my happier days’ ” 

The most curious part of the matter was, that long after my slight de- 
lirium had passed away, as long, indeed, as I continued to know this re- 
markable woman, her daily flower affected my imagination, though 
more slightly, yet in very much the same way The leason must have been 
that, whether intentionally on her part or not, this favorite ornament was 
actually a subtile expression of Zenobia’s character 

One subject, about which very impertinently, moreover I perplexed 
myself with a great many conjectures, was, whether Zenobia had ever 
been married The idea, it must be understood, was unauthorized by any 
circumstance or suggestion that had made its way to my ears So young 
as I beheld her, and the freshest and rosiest woman of a thousand, there 
was certainly no need of imputing to her a destiny already accomplished , 
the probability was far greater that her coming years had all life’s richest 
gifts to bring If the great event of a woman’s existence had been con- 
summated, the world knew nothing of it, although the world seemed to 
know Zenobia well It was a ridiculous piece of romance, undoubtedly, to 
imagine that this beautiful personage, wealthy as she was, and holding a 
position that might fairly enough be called distinguished, could have 
given herself away so privately, but that some whisper and suspicion, 
and, by degrees, a full understanding of the fact, would eventually be 
blown abroad But then, as I failed not to consider, her original home 
was at a distance of many hundred miles Rumors might fill the social 
atmosphere, or might once have filled it, there, which would travel but 
slowly, against the wind, towards our Northeastern metropolis, and per- 
haps melt mto thin air before reaching it 

There was not and I distinctly repeat it the slightest foundation in 
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my knowledge for any surmise of Uhe kind But there is a species of in- 
tuition, either a spiritual he, or the subtile recognition of a fact, Tvhich 
comes to us m a reduced state of the corporeal S3^stem The soul gets the 
better of the body, after wasting illness, or when a vegetable diet may 
have mingled too much ether in the blood Vapors then rise up to the 
brain, and take shapes that often image falsehood, but sometimes truth 
The spheres of our companions have, at such periods, a vastly greater 
influence upon our own than when robust health gives us a repellent and 
self-defensive energy Zenobia’s sphere, I imagine, impressed itself 
powerfully on mine, and transformed me, during this period of my weak- 
ness, into something like a mesmencal clairvo3^ant 

Then, also, as anybody could observe, the freedom of her deportment 
(though, to some tastes, it might commend itself as the utmost perfection 
of manner in a youthful widow or a blooming matron) vas not exactly 
maiden-like What girl had ever laughed as Zenobia did^ What girl had 
ever spoken m her mellow tones? Her unconstrained and inevitable man- 
ifestation, I said often to myself, was that of a woman to whom wedlock 
had thrown wade the gates of mystery Yet sometimes I strove to be 
ashamed of these conjectures I acknowledged it as a masculine giossness 
a sin of wicked interpretation, of which man is often guilty towards the 
other sex thus to mistake the sw'eet, liberal, but womanly frankness of 
a noble and generous disposition Still, it w'as of no avail to reason with 
myself nor to upbraid myself Pertinaciously the thought, “Zenobia is a 
wife, Zenobia has lived and loved* There is no folded petal, no latent 
dew-drop, m |;his perfectly developed rose'” irresistibly that thought 
drove out all other conclusions, as often as my mind reverted to the 
subject 

Zenobia was conscious of my observation, though not, I presume, of 
the point to which it led me 

“Mr Coverdale,” said she one day, as she saw me watching her, while 
she arranged my gruel on the table, “I have been exposed to a great deal of 
eye-shot in the few years of my mixing in the world, but never, I think, to 
precisely such glances as you are m the habit of favoring me with I seem 
to interest you very much, and yet or else a woman’s instinct is for 
once deceived I cannot reckon you as an admirer - What are you seeking 
to discover m me?” 

“The mystery of your life,” answered I, surprised into the truth by the 
unexpectedness of her attack “And you will never tell me ” 

She bent her head towards me, and let me look into her eyes, as if chal- 
lenging me to drop a plummet-line down into the depths of her con- 
sciousness 

“I see nothing now,” said I, closing my own eyes, “unless it be the face 
of a sprite laughing at me from the bottom of a deep well ” 

A bachelor always feels himself defrauded, when he knows or suspects 
that any woman of his acquaintance has given herself away Otherwise, 
the matter could have been no concern of mine It was purely speculative, 
for I should not, under any circumstances, have fallen in love with Zen- 
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obia The riddle made me so nervous, however, m my sensitive condition 
of mind and body, that I most ungratefully began to wish that she would 
let me alone Then, too, her gruel was very wretched stuff, with almost in- 
variably the smell of pine smoke upon it, like the evil taste that is said to 
mix itself up with a witch’s best concocted dainties Why could not she 
have allowed one of the other women to take the gruel in charge? What- 
ever else might be her gifts, Nature certainly never intended Zenobia for 
a cook Or, if so, she should have meddled only with the richest and 
spiciest dishes, and such as are to be tasted at banquets, between draughts 
of mtoxicatmg wane 


1 


vn 

The Convalescent 

As soon as my incommodities allowed me to think of past occurrences, I 
failed not to inquire what had become of the odd little guest whom Hol- 
lingsworth had been the medium of introducing among us It now ap- 
peared that poor Priscilla had not so literally fallen out of the clouds, as 
we were at first inclined to suppose A letter, which should have intro- 
duced her, had since been received from one of the city missionairies, 
containing a certificate of character, and an allusion to circumstances 
which, in the writer’s judgment, made it especially desirable that she 
should find shelter in our Community There was a hint, not very intel- 
ligible, implying either that Priscilla had recently escaped from some par- 
ticular peril or irksomeness of position, or else that she was still liable to 
this danger or difficulty, whatever it might be We should ill have de- 
served the reputation of a benevolent fraternity, had we hesitated to en- 
tertain a petitioner in such need, and so strongly recommended to our 
kindness, not to mention, moreover, that the strange maiden had set 
herself diligently to work, and was doing good service with her needle 
But a slight mist of uncertainty still floated about Priscilla, and kept her, 
as yet, from taking a very decided place among creatures of flesh and 
blood 

The mysterious attraction, which, from her first entrance on our scene, 
she evinced for Zenobia, had lost nothing of its force I often heard her 
footsteps, soft and low, accompanying the light but decided tread of the 
latter up the staircase, stealing along the passage-way by her new friend’s 
side, and pausing while Zenobia entered my chamber. Occasionally, Zen- 
obia would be a little annoyed by Priscilla’s too close attendance In an 
authoritative and not very kindly tone, she would advise her to breathe 
the pleasant air m a walk, or to go with her work into the barn, holding 
out half a promise to come and sit on the hay with her, when at leisure 
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Evidently, Priscilla found but scanty requital for her love Hollingsvorth 
was likewise a great favorite vith her For several minutes together, 
' sometimes, while my auditory nerves retained tiic siisceptibilit> of deli- 
cate health, I used to hear a low, pleasant murmur, ascending from the 
room below, and at last ascertained it to be Priscilla’s voice, babbling 
like a little brook to Hollingsworth She talked more largely and freelj 
with him than with Zenobia, towards whom, indeed, her feelings seemed 
not so much to be confidence as involuntary afiection I 'should have 
thought all the better of my own qualities had Priscilla marked me out 
for the third place in her regards But, though she appeared to like me 
tolerably well, I could never flatter myself with being distinguished by 
her as Hollingsworth and Zenobia were 

One forenoon, during my convalescence, there came a gentle tap at my 
chamber-door I immediately said, “Come in, Priscilla* ’ with an acute 
sense of the applicant’s identity Nor was I deceived It was really Pris- 
cilla, a pale, large-eyed little woman (for she had gone far enough into 
her teens to be, at least, on the outer limit of girlhood), but much less 
wan than at mj' previous view of her, and far better conditioned both as 
to health and spirits As I first saw her, she had reminded me of plants 
that one sometimes observes doing their best to vegetate among the 
bricks of an enclosed court, where there is scanty soil, and never any sun- 
shine At present, though with no approach to bloom, there were indica- 
tions that the girl had human blood in her veins 
Priscilla came softly to my bedside, and held out an article of snovv'- 
white linen, very carefully and smoothl}^ ironed She did not seem bash- 
ful, nor anywise embariassed hly weakly condition, I suppose, supplied 
a medium m wdiich she could approach me 

“Do not you need this^” asked she “I have made it for you ” 

It was a nightcap* 

“My dear Priscilla,” said I, smiling, “I never had on a nightcap m 
my life* But perhaps it will be better for me to w'ear one, now that I am 
a miserable invalid How admirably you hav'e done it* No, no, I never 
can think of wearing such an exquisitely wTought nightcap as this, unless 
it be in the daytime, when I sit up to receive company ” 

“It IS for use, not beauty,” answered Priscilla “I could have embroid- 
ered it, and made it much prettier if I pleased ” 

While holding up the nightcap, and admiring the fine needlework, I 
perceived that Priscilla had a sealed letter, which she was w'aiting for me 
to take It had arrived from the village post-office that morning As I did 
not immediately offer to receive the letter, she drew it back, and held it 
against her bosom, with both hands clasped over it, in a w’’ay that had 
probably grown habitual to her Now, on turning my eyes from the 
nightcap to Priscilla, it forcibly struck me that her air, though not her 
figure, and the expression of her face, but not its features, had a resern- 
blance to what I had often seen m a friend of mine, one of the most gifted 
women of the age I cannot describe it The points easiest to convey to 
the reader were, a certain curve of the shoulders, and a partial closing of 
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the eyes, which seemed to look more penetratmgly into my own eyes, 
througii the narrowed apertures, than if they had been open at full width 
It was a singular anomaly of likeness coexisting with perfect dissim- 
ilitude 

‘‘Will you give me the letter, Priscilla?” said I 

She started, put the letter into my hand, and quite lost the look that 
had drawn my notice 

“Priscilla,” I inquired, “did you ever see Miss Margaret Fuller?” 

“No,” she answered 

“Because,” said I, “you reminded me of her, just now, and it hap- 
pens, strangely enough, that this veiy letter is from her ” 

Priscilla, for whatever reason, looked very much discomposed 

“I wish people would not fancy such odd things m me>” she said, 
rater petulantly “How could I possibly make myself resemble this lady, 
merely by holding her letter m my hand?” 

“Certainly, Priscilla, it would puzzle me to explain it,” I replied, “nor 
do I suppose that the letter had anything to do with it It was just a coin- 
cidence, nothmg more ” 

She hastened out 6f the room, and thi<? was the last that I saw of Pris- 
cilla until I ceased to be an invalid 

Being much alone, during my recovery, I read interminably in Mr. 
Emerson’s Essays, “The Dial,” Carlyle’s works, George Sand’s romances 
(lent me by Zenobia), and other books which one or another of the 
brethren or sisterhood had brought with them Agreemg m little else, 
most of these utterances were lilce the cry of some solitary sentinel, whose 
station was on the outposts of the advance-guard of human progression, 
or, sometimes, the voice came sadly from among the shattered ruins of 
the past, but yet had a hopeful echo in the future They were well adapt- 
ed (better, at least, than any other mtellectual products, the volatile 
essence of which had heretofore tinctured a printed page) to pilgrims like 
ourselves, whose present bivouac was considerably further mto the waste 
of chaos than any mortal army of crusaders had ever marched before. 
Fourier’s works, iso, in a series of horribly tedious volumes, attracted a 
good deal of my attention, from the analogy which I could not but recog- 
nize between his system and our own There was far less resemblance, it 
IS true, than the world chose to imagine, inasmuch as the two theories 
differed, as widely as the zenith from the nadir, m their mam principles. 

I talked about Fourier to Hollingsworth, and translated, for his benefit, 
some of the passages that chiefly impressed me 

“^^Tien, as a consequence of human improvement,” said I, “the globe 
shall arrive at its final perfection, the great ocean is to be converted mto a 
particular kind of lemonade, such as was fashionable at Pans m Fourier’s 
time He calls it limonade d cedre It is positively a fact' Just imagine the 
city-docks filled, every day, with a flood-tide of this delectable beverage' ” 

“t^fliy did not the Frenchman make punch of it, at once?” asked Hol- 
Imgsworth “The jack-tars would be delighted to go down in ships and do 
business in such an element ” 
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I further pioceecled to explain, as i\ell as I modestly could, several 
points of Fourier’s sjstem, illustrating them v.ith here and there a page 
or two, and asking I^olllngs^^orth s opinion as to the expediency of intro- 
ducing these beautiful peculiarities inlooui ovn piactice 

“Let me hear no nioie of it!” cried he, in utter disgust “I never ^\ill 
forgive this fellow! lie has committed the unpardonable sin, for what 
more monstrous iniquity could the Devil himself conlruc than to choose 
the selfish principle, the principle of all human wrong, the vety black- 
ness of man’s heart, the portion of ouiscKcs winch we shudder at, and 
■which it is the whole aim of spiritual discipline to eradicate, to ehoosc 
it as the master-workman of his system? To sci/e upon and fo'^tcr what- 
ever vile, petty, sordid, filthy, bestial, and abominable corruptions have 
cankered into our nature, to be the efficient instruments of his infernal 
regeneration' And his consummated Paradise, as he pictures it, would be 
worthy of the agency wdiich he counts upon for establishing it The nause- 
ous villain ! ” 

“Nevertheless,” remarked I, “in consideiation of the promised delights 
of his system, so very proper, as they certainly arc, to be appreciated by 
Fourier’s countrymen, I cannot but wonder that unuersal France did 
not adopt his theory, at a moment's warning But is there not something 
very characteristic of his nation in Fourier s manner of putting forth his 
view'? He makes no claim to inspiration He has not persuaded himself 
as Sw'edenborg did, and as any other than a Frenchman would, with a 
mission of like importance to communicate that he speaks with au- 
thority from above He promulgates his system, so far as I can perceive, 
entirely on his own lesponsibility He lias searched out and discovered the 
W'hole counsel of the Almighty, in lespect to mankind, past, present, and 
for exactly seventy thousand years to come, by the mere force and cun- 
ning of his individual intellect' ” 

“Take the book out of my sight,” said Hollingsworth, wnth great \iru- 
lence of expression, “or, I tell you fairly, I shall fling it m the fire' And as 
for Fourier, let him make a Paradise, if he can, of Gehenna, where, as I 
conscientiously believe, he is floundering at this moment' ” 

And bellow'ing, I suppose,” said I, not that I felt any ill-will to- [ 
waids Fourier, but merely w'anted to give the finishing touch to Hollings- 
worth s image, “bellowing for the least drop of his beloved limonade d 
cedi e /” 

There is but little profit to be expected in attempting to argue with a 
man who allows himself to declaim in this manner, so I dropt the subject, 
and never took it up again 

But had the system at which he was so enraged combined almost any 
amount of human wisdom, spiritual insight, and imaginative beauty, I 
question whether Hollingsworth’s mind was m a fit condition to receive 
It I began to discern that he had come among us actuated by no real sym- 
pathy with our feelings and our hopes, but chiefly because we w'ere es- 
tranging ourselves from the world, with which his lonely and exclusive ob- 
ject in life had already put him at odds Hollingsworth must have been 
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originally endowed with a great spirit of benevolence, deep enough and 
warm enough to be the source of as much disinterested good as Provi 
dence often allows a human being the privilege of conferring upon his fel- 
lows This native mstmct yet lived within him I myself had profited by 
it, in my necessity It was seen, too, in his treatment of Priscilla Such 
casual arcumstances as were here mvolved wmuld quicken his divine 
power of sympathy, and make him seem, while their influence lasted, the 
tenderest man and the truest friend on earth But, by and by, you missed 
the tenderness of yesterday, and grew' drearily conscious that Hollings- 
worth had a closer friend than ever you could be, and this fiiend was the 
cold, spectral monster which he had himself conjured up, and on which 
he was w'asting all the warmth of his heart, and of which, at last, as 
these men of a mighty purpose so invariably do, he had grown to be the 
bond-slave It was his philanthropic theory 

This was a result exceedingly sad to contemplate, considering that it 
had been mainly brought about by the very ardor and exuberance of his 
philanthropy Sad, indeed, but by no means unusual he had taught his 
benevolence to pour its warm tide exclusively through one channel, so 
that there w'as nothing to spare for other great manifestations of love to 
man, nor scarcely for the nutriment of individual attachments, unless 
they could minister, m some way, to the terrible egotism which he mis- 
took for an angel of God Had Hollingsw'orth’s education been more en- 
larged, he might not so inevitably have stumbled into this pitfall But this 
identical pursuit had educated him. He knew absolutely nothing, except 
in a single direction, where he had thought so energetically, and felt to 
such a debt, that, no doubt, the entire reason and justice of the universe 
appeared to be concentrated thitherward 

It IS my private opinion that, at this period of his life, Hollmgsw'orth 
was fast going mad , and, as with other crazy people (among whom I in- 
clude humorists of every degree), it required all the constancy of friend- 
ship to restrain his associates from pronouncing him an intolerable bore. 
Such prolonged fiddling upon one string, such multiform presentation of 
one idea' His specific object (of which he made the public more than suf- 
ficiently aware, through the medium of lectures and pamphlets) was to 
obtain funds for the construction of an edifice, with a sort of collegiate 
endowment On this foundation, he purposed to devote himself and a few 
disciples to the reform and mental culture of our criminal brethren His 
visionary edifice was Hollingsworth’s one castle in the air, it was the ma- 
terial type in which his philanthropic dream strove to embody itself, and 
he made the scheme more definite, and caught hold of it the more strong- 
ly, and kept his clutch the more pertinaciously, by rendering it visible to 
the bodily eye I have seen him, a hundred times, with a pencil and sheet 
of paper, sketching the facade, the side-view, or the rear of the structure, 
or plannmg the internal arrangements, as lovingly as another man might 
plan those of the projected home where he meant to be happy with his 
wife and children I have known him to begm a model of the building 
with little stones, gathered at the brook-side, whither we had gone to cool 
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ouiselves in the sultry noon of haymg-timc Unlike all other ghosts, his 
spirit haunted an edifice, ^^hIch, instead of licing time-worn, and full of 
storied love, and joy, and sorrow, had never >ct come into c'lstence. 

“Dear friend,” said I, once, to IIolhnKSworlh, betore leaving my sick- 
chamber, “I heartily wish that 1 could make your schcmci) my schemes, 
because it would be so great a happiness to find myself treading the same 
path with you But I am afraid there not stuff in me stern enough for a 
philanthropist, or not in this peculiar direction, or, at all events, not 
solely in this Can you bear w ith me, if such should prov e to be the case?” 

“I will at least wait awhile,” answered Hollingsworth, gaJ'ing at me 
sternly and gloomily “But how can you be my life-long friend, except 
you strive with me towards the great object of my life?” 

Heaven forgive me! A. hoiriblc suspicion crept into my heart, and 
stung the very core of it as with the fangs of an adder I wondered 
whether it were possible that Hollingsworth could have watched by my 
bedside, with all that dev oted care, only for the ulterior purpose of mak- 
ing me a proselyte to Ins views! 


VllI 

A Modern Arcadia 

May-Day I forget whether by Zenobia’s sole decree, or by the unani- 
mous vote of our community had been declared a movable festival It 
was deferred until the sun should hav'e had a reasonable time to clear 
away the snow-drifts along the lee of the stone walls, and bring out a few 
of the readiest wild-flowers On the forenoon of the substituted day, after 
admitting some of the balmy air into my chamber, I decided that it was 
nonsense and effeminacy to keep myself a prisoner any longer So I de- 
scended to the sitting-room, and finding nobody there, proceeded to the 
barn, whence I had already heard Zenobia’s vmice, and along with it a 
girlish laugh, which was not so certainly recognizable Arriving at the spot 
it a little surprised me to discover that tliese merry outbreaks came from 
Priscilla 

The two had been a-maymg together They had found anemones m 
abundance, houstonias by the handful, some columbines, a few long- 
stalked violets, and a quantity of white everlasting-flowers, and had 
filled up their basket with the delicate spray of shrubs and trees None 
were prettier than the maple-twigs, the leaf of which looks lilce a scarlet 
bud m May, and like a plate of vegetable gold m October Zenobia, w^ho 
showed no conscience in such matters, had also rifled a cherry-tree of one 
of its blossomed boughs, and, with all this variety of sylvan ornament, 
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had been decking out Priscilla Being done with a good deal of taste, it 
made her look more charming than I should have thought possible, with 
my recollection of the wan, frost-nipt girl, as heretofore described Never- 
theless, among those fragrant blossoms, and conspicuously, too, had been 
stuck a weed of evil odor and ugly aspect, which, as soon as I detected it, 
destro37ed the effect of all tlie rest There was a gleam of latent mischief 
not to call it deviltry in Zenobia’s eye, which seemed to indicate a 
slightly malicious purpose in the arrangement 

As for herself, she scorned the rural buds and leaflets, and wore noth- 
ing but her invariable flower of the tropics 

“■\^Tiat do you think of Priscilla now, Mr Coverdale?” asked she, sur- 
veying her as a child does its doll “Is not she worth a verse or two?” 
“There is only one thing amiss,” answered I 
Zenobia laughed, and flung the malignant weed away 
“Yes, she deserves some verses now,” said I, “and from a better poet 
than myself She is the very picture of the New England spring, sub- 
dued in tint, and rather cool, but with a capacity of sunshine, and bring- 
ing us a few Alpine blossoms, as earnest of something richer, though 
hardly more beautiful, hereafter The best t 5 ^e of her is one of those 
anemones ” 

“What I find most singular in Priscilla, as her health improves,” ob- 
served Zenobia, “is her wildness Such a quiet little body as she seemed, 
one would not have expected that Why, as we strolled the woods to- 
gether, I could hardly keep her from scrambling up the trees, like a squir- 
rel She has never before known what it is to live m the free air, and so it 
intoxicates her as if she were sipping wine And she thinks it such a para 
dise here, and all of us, particularly Mr Hollingsworth and myself, sucb 
angels ’ It is quite ridiculous, and provokes one’s malice, almost, to see a 
creature so happy especially a feminine creature ” 

“They are always happier than male creatures,” said I 
“You must correct that opinion, Mr Coverdale,” replied Zenobia con- 
temptuously, “or I shall think you lack the poetic insight Did you ever 
see a happy woman in your life? Of course, I do not mean a girl, like 
Priscilla, and a thousand others, for they are all alike, while on the 
sunny side of experience, but a grown woman How can she be happy, 
after discovering that fate has assigned her but one single event, which 
she must contrive to make the substance of her whole life^ A man has his 
choice of innumerable events ” 

“A woman, I suppose,” answered I, “by constant repetition of her one 
event, may compensate for the lack of variety ” 

“Indeed I” said Zenobia 

"While we were talking, Priscilla caught sight of Hollingsworth, at a 
distance, in a blue frock, and 'With a hoe over his shoulder, returning from 
the field She immediately set out to meet him, running and skipping, 
with spirits as light as the breeze of the May morning, but with limbs too 
little exercised to be quite responsive, she clapped her hands, too, with 
great exuberance of gesture, as is the custom of young girls when their 
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electricity overcharges them But, all at once, miduav to Ilollingjworth, 
she paused, looked round about her, touards the river, the road, the 
woods, aud back towards us, appearing to listen, as if she hc.ird ‘•onic one 
calling her name, and knew not piccisely in what direction 

“Have you bewitched her?’’ I exclaimed 

“It IS no sorcery of mine,” said Zcnobia, “but I hn\c ‘•eon the girl do 
that identical thing once or twice before Can you imagine what is the 
mattei with hei 

“No, unless,” said I, “she has the gift of hearing tho~e ‘air} tongues 
that sjdlable men’s names,’ which Milton tells about ” 

From whatever cause, Priscilla’s animation seemed entirely to ha\c de- 
serted her She seated herself on a rock, and remained there until Hol- 
lingsworth came up, and when he took her hand and led her back to us. 
she rather resembled m}’’ onginal image of the wan and spiritless Pris- 
cilla than tlie flower}’- IMay-queen of a few moments ago These sudden 
transformations, only to be accounted for b} an c.'trcme ncr\oiis sus- 
ceptibility, always continued to charactcn/c the girl, though v ith dimin- 
ished frequency as her health progressively grew more robust 

I was now’- on m3’ legs again My fit of illness had been an avenue be- 
tween two existences, the low -arched and darksome doorway, through 
W’hich I crept out of a life of old conventionalisms, on mv hands and 
knees, as it were, and gamed admittance into the freer region that lav be- 
yond In this respect, it was like death And, as with death, too, it v'as 
good to have gone through it No otherwise could I have rid myself of a 
thousand follies, fripperies, prejudices, habits, and other such vorldly 
dust as inevitably settles upon the crowd along the broad highway, giv’- 
ing them all one sordid aspect before noon-time, howev'cr freshly they 
may have begun their pilgrimage m the dew}’ morning The x'ery sub- 
stance upon my bones had not been fit to liv e with in any better, truer, or 
more energetic mode than that to W'hich I was accustomed So it was 
talcen off me and flung aside, like any other worn-out or unseasonable 
garment, and, after shiv’enng a little while in my skeleton, I began to be 
clothed anew, and much more satisfactorily than in my prev lous suit In 
literal and physical truth, I w'as quite another man I had a lively sense 
of the exultation w’lth which the spirit will enter on the next stage of its 
eternal progress after leaving the heavy burden of its mortality m an 
early grave, with as little concern for what may become of it as now af- 
fected me for the flesh which I had lost 

Emerging into the genial sunshme, I half fancied that the labors of 
the brotherhood had already realized some of Fourier’s predictions Their 
enlightened culture of the soil, and the virtues with whicli they sanc- 
tified their hfe, had begun to produce an effect upon the material w’orld 
. and Its climate In my new enthusiasm, man looked strong and stately, 
and woman, oh how beautiful > and the earth a green garden, blossom- 
mg with many-colored delights Thus Nature, whose laws I had broken 
m various artificial ways, comported herself towards me as a strict but 
loving mother, who uses the rod upon her little boy for his naughtiness. 
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and then gives him a smile, a kiss, and some pretty playthings to const 
the urchin for her severity 

In the interval of my seclusion, there had been a number of recruits 
our little army of saints and martyrs They were mostly individuals w 
had gone through such an experience as to disgust them with ordma 
pursuits, but who were not yet so old, nor had suffered so deeply, as 
lose then faith in the bettei time to come On comparing their minds o 
with another they often discovered that J:his idea of a Community h 
been glowing up, m silent and unknown sympathy, for years Thougl 
ful, strongly lined faces were among them, sombre brows, but eyes tl: 
did not require spectacles, unless prematurely dimmed by the studen 
lamplight, and haii that seldom showed a thread of silver Age, wedd 
to the past, incrusted over with a stony layer of habits, and retaini 
nothing fluid in its possibilities, would have been absurdly out of place 
an enterprise like this Youth, too, in its early davm, was hardly me 
adapted to our purpose, for it would behold the morning radiance of 
own spiiit beaming over the very same spots of withered grass and barr 
sand whence most of us had seen it vanish We had very young peof 
with us, it IS true, downy lads, rosy girls m their first teens, and ch 
dren of all heights above one’s knee, but these had chiefly been sent hit 
er for education, which it was one of the objects and methods of our i 
stitution to supply Then we had boarders, from town and elsewhere, wj 
lived with us in a familiar way, sympathized more or less in our theoru 
and sometimes shared in our labors 

On the whole, it was a society such as has seldom met together, nc 
perhaps, could it reasonably be expected to hold together long Persons 
marked individuality crooked sticks, as some of us might be called 
are not exactly the easiest to bind up into a fagot But, so long as o 
union should subsist, a man of intellect and feeling, with a free nature 
him, might have sought far and near without finding so many points of £ 
traction as would allure him hitherward We were of all creeds and opi 
ions, and generally tolerant of all, on every imaginable subject O 
bond, it seems to me, was not affirmative, but negative W® i 
dividually found one thing or another to quarrel with m our past hi 
and were pretty well agreed as to the inexpediency of lumbering aloi 
with the old system any further As to what should be substituted, the 
was much less unanimity We did not greatly care at least, I never d 

for the written constitution under which our millennium had cor 
menced My hope was, that, between theory and practice, a true ai 
available mode of life might be struck out, and tliat, even should we uli 
mately fail, the months or years spent in the trial would not have be< 
wasted, either as regarded passing enjoyment, or the expeiience whi( 
makes men wise 

Arcadians though we were, our costume bore no resemblance to tl 
beribboned doublets, silk breeches and stockings, and slippers fasten< 
with artificial roses, that distinguish the pastoral people of poetry ai 
the stage In outward show, I humbly conceive, we looked rather like 
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gang of beggars, or banditti, than either a company of honest laboring- 
men, or a conclave of philosophers Whatever might be our points of dif- 
ference, we all of us seemed to have come to Blithedale with the one 
thrifty and laudable idea of wearing out our old clothes Such garments 
as had an airing, whenever we strode afield! Coats with high collars and 
with no collars, bioad-skirted or swallow^-tailed, and with the waist at 
every point between the hip and arm-pit, pantaloons of a dozen succes- 
sive epochs, and greatly defaced at the knees by the humiliations of the 
wearer before his lady-love, m short, w^e were a living epitome of de- 
funct fashions, and the very raggedest presentment of men who had seen 
better days It was gentility in tatters Often retaining a scholarlike or 
clerical air, you might have taken us for the denizens of Grub Street, in- 
tent on getting a comfortable livelihood by agricultural labor, or, Cole- 
ridge’s projected Pantisocracy in full experiment, or, Candide and his 
motley associates at work in their cabbage-garden, or anything else that 
was miserably out at elbows, and most clumsily patched in the rear We 
might have been sworn comrades to Falstaff’s ragged regiment Little 
skill as we boasted in other points of husbandry, every mother’s son of us 
would have ser\^ed admirably to stick up for a scarecrow' And the w orst 
of the matter was, that the first energetic movement essential to one 
downright stroke of real labor w'as sure to put a finish to these poor 
habiliments So we gradually flung them all aside, and took to honest 
homespun and linsey-woolsey, as preferable, on the W'hole, to the plan 
recommended, I think, by Virgil, *‘Aia midm, sere midits,” w'hich as 
Silas Foster remarked, when I translated the maxim, would be apt to 
astonish the women-folks 

After a reasonable training, the yeoman life throve w ell with us Our 
faces took the sunburn kindly, our chests gained in compass, and our 
shoulders in breadth and squareness, our great browm fists looked as if 
they had never been capable of kid gloves The plough, the hoe, the 
scythe, and the hay-fork grew familiar to our grasp The oxen responded 
to our voices We could do almost as fair a day’s w'ork as Silas Foster 
himself, sleep dreamlessly after it, and awake at daybreak with only a 
little stiffness of the joints, which was usually quite gone by breakfast- 
time 

To be sure, our next neighbors pretended to be incredulous as to our 
real pioficiency in the business which we had taken in hand They told 
slanderous fables about our inability to yoke our own oxen, or to drive 
them afield when yoked,^or to release the poor brutes from their conjugal 
bond at nightfall They had the face to say, too, that the cows laughed at 
our awkwardness at milking-time, and invariably kicked over the pails , 
partly in consequence of our putting the stool on the wrong side, and 
partly because, taking offence at the whisking of their tails, we were m 
the habit of holding these natural fly-flappers v/ith one hand and milking 
mth the other They further averred that we hoed up whole acres of In- 
dian corn and other crops, and drew the earth carefully about the weeds, 
and that we raised five hundred tufts of burdock, mistaking them for 



THE BLITIIEDALE ROMANCE 


477 


cabbages, and dial, by dint of unskilful planting few of our seeds ever 
came up at all, or, if they did come up it was stern-foremost, and that 
we spent the better part of the month of June in reversing a field of beans, 
which had thrust themselves out of the ground in this unseemly way. 
The}^ quoted it as nothing more than an ordinary occurrence for one or 
oUier of us to crop off two or three fingers, of a morning, by our clumsy 
use of the ha3’--cutter Finally, and as an ultimate catastrophe, these 
mendacious rogues circulated a report that we communitarians were ex- 
terminated, to the last man, by se\ering ourselves asunder, with the 
sweep of our own scNdhes' and that the world had lost nothing by this 
little accident 

But this was pure en\y and malice on the part of the neighboring 
farmers The peril of our new' waj' of life was not lest we should fad in 
becoming practical agriculturists, but that we should probably cease to be 
anj thing else A^diile our enterprise lay all in theory, we had pleased our- 
sehes with delectable visions of the spiritualization of labor It was to be 
our form of prayer and ceremonial of worship Each stroke of the hoe was 
to uncover some aromatic root of wasdom, heretofore hidden from the sun 
Pausing in the field, to let the wind exhale the moisture from our fore- 
heads, we were to look upward, and catch glimpses into the far-off soul 
of truth In this point of view', matters did not turn out quite so well as w’e 
anticipated It is very true that, sometimes, gazing casually around me, 
out of the midst of my toil, I used to discern a richer picturesqueness in 
the Msible scene of earth and sky There w'as, at such moments, a nov- 
elty, an unwonted aspect, on the face of Nature, as if she had been taken 
by surprise and seen at unaw'ares, with no opportunity to put off her real 
look, and assume the mask w'lth w’hich she mysteriously hides herself 
from mortals But this W'as all The clods of earth, w'hich w'e so constant- 
ly belabored and turned over and over, w'ere never etherealized into 
thought Our thoughts, on the contrary, w'ere fast becoming cloddish 
Our labor symbolized nothing, and left us mentally sluggish in the dusk 
of the evening Intellectual activity is incompatible w'lth any large amount 
of bodily exercise The yeoman and the scholar the yeoman and the 
man of finest moral culture, though not the man of sturdiest sense and 
integrity are tw'o distinct individuals, and can never be melted or 
welded into one substance 

Zenobia soon saw this truth, and gibed me about it, one evening, as 
Hollingsworth and I lay on the grass, after a hard day’s W'ork 

“I am afraid you did not make a song, to-day, while loading the hay- 
cart,” said she, “as Burns did, when he was reaping barley ” 

“Burns never made a song in haymg-time,” I answered, very positively 
“He was no poet while a farmer, and no farmer w'hile a poet ” 

“And on the whole, which of the two characters do you like best?” 
asked Zenobia “For I have an idea that you cannot combine them any 
better than Burns did Ah, I see, in my mind’s eye, what sort of an in- 
dividual you are to be, two or three years hence Grim Silas Foster is your 
piototype, with his palm of sole-leather, and his joints of rusty non 
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(which all through summer keep the stiffness of uhat he calls his win- 
ter’s rheumatize) , and his brain of I don’t know what his brain is made 
of, unless it be a Savoy cabbage, but yours may be cauliflower, as a ra- 
ther more delicate variety Your physical man will be transmuted into 
salt beef and friend pork, at the rate, I should imagine, of a pound and a 
half a day, that being about the average which we find necessary in the 
kitchen You will make your toilet for the day (still like this delightful 
Silas Foster) by rinsing jmui fingers and the front part of your face in a 
little tin pan of water at the doorstep, and teasing your hair with a 
tvooden pocket-comb before a sevcn-by-ninc-inch looking-glass Your 
only pastime wall be to smoke some very vile tobacco in the black stump 
of a pipe ” 

“Pray, spare me!” cried I “But the pipe is not Silas s only mode of 
solacing himself wnth the w eed ” 

“Your literature,” continued Zcnobia, apparently delighted with her 
description, “wall be the ‘Farmer’s Almanac, for I observe our friend 
Foster never gets so far as the newspaper When \ on happen to sit down, 
at odd moments, you wall fall asleep, and make nasal proclamation of the 
fact, as he does, and invariably you must be joaged out of a nap, after 
supper, by the future j\frs Coverdale, and persuaded to go regularly to 
bed And on Sundays, wdien you put on a blue coat with brass buttons, 
you will think of nothing else to do, but to go and lounge over the stone 
walls and rail fences, and stare at the corn growing And you will look 
With a knowing eye at oxen, and wall have a tendency to clamber over 
into pigsties, and feel of the hogs, and gu e a guess how much they wall 
weigh after you shall have stuck and dressed them Already I ha\e no- 
ticed you begin to speak through your nose, and w ith a drawd Pray, if 
you really did make any poetry to-day, let us hear it in that kind of 
utterance I” 

“Coverdale has given up making verses now',” said Hollingswoith, w'ho 
never had the slightest appreciation of my poetry “Just tliink of him pen- 
ning a sonnet with a fist like that' There is at least this good in a life of 
toil, that it takes the nonsense and fancy-w'ork out of a man, and leaves 
nothing but what truly belongs to him If a farmer can make poetry at the 
plough-tail, it must be because his natuie insists on it, and if that be the 
case, let him make it, m Heaven’s name ' ” 

“And how is it with you?” asked Zenobia, in a different voice, for she 
never laughed at Hollingsw'orth, as she often did at me “You, I think, 
cannot have ceased to live a life of thought and feeling ” 

“I have always been in earnest,” answered Hollingsworth “I have 
hammered thought out of iron, after heating the iron in my heart' It 
matters little what my outward toil may be Were I a slave at the bot- 
tom of a mine, I should keep the same purpose, the same faith in its ulti- 
mate accomplishment, that I do now Miles Coverdale is not in earnest, 
either as a poet or a laborer ” 

“You give me hard measure, Hollingsworth,” said I, a little hurt “I 
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have kept pace with you in the field, and my bones feel as if I had been 
in earnest, whatever may be the case with my brain i ” 

“I cannot conceive,” observed Zenobia, with great emphasis, and, no 
doubt, she spoke fairly the feeling of the moment, ‘‘I cannot conceive 
of being so continually as Mr Coverdale is within the sphere of a strong 
and noble nature, without being strengthened and ennobled by its in- 
fluence'” 

This amiable remark of the fair Zenobia confirmed me m what I had 
already begun to suspect, that Hollingsworth, like many other illustrious 
prophets, reformers, and philanthropists, was likely to make at least two 
proselytes among the women to one among the men Zenobia and Pris- 
cilla' These, I believe (unless my unworthy self might be reckoned for a 
third), were the only disciples of his mission, and I spent a great deal of 
time, uselessly, m trying to conjecture what Hollingsworth meant to do 
with them and they with him' 


IX $ 

Hollingsworth, Zenobia, Priscilla 

It is not, I apprehend, a healthy kind of mental occupation, to devote 
ourselves too exclusively to the study of individual men and women If 
the person under examination be one’s self, the result is pretty certain to 
be diseased action of the heart, almost before we can snatch a second 
glance Or, if we take the freedom to put a friend under our microscope, 
we thereby insulate him from many of his true relations, magnify his 
peculiarities, inevitably tear him into parts, and, of course, patch him 
very clumsily together again What wonder, then, should we be frightened 
by the aspect of a monster, which, after all, though we can point to 
every feature of his deformity in the real personage, may be said to have 
been created mainly by ourselves 

Thus, as my conscience has often whispered me, I did Hollingsworth a 
great wrong by prying into his character , and am perhaps doing him as 
great a one, at this moment, by putting faith in the discoveries which I 
seemed to make But I could not help it Had I loved him less, I might 
have used him better He and Zenobia and Priscilla both for their own 
sakes and as connected with him were separated from the rest of the 
Community, to my imagination, and stood forth as the indices of a prob- 
lem which it was my business to solve Other associates had a portion of 
my time, other matters amused me, passing occurrences earned me along 
with them, while they lasted But here was the vortex of my meditations, 
around which they revolved, and whitherward they too continually 
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tended In the midst of cheerful society, I had often a feeling of loneliness 
For it was impossible not to be sensible that, while these three characters 
figured so largely on my private theatre, I though probably reckoned as 
a friend by all was at best but a secondary or tertiary personage with 
either of them 

I loved Hollingsworth, as has already been enough expressed But it 
impressed me, more and more, that there was a stern and dreadful pe- 
culiarity m this man, such as could not prove otherwise than pernicious 
to the happiness of those who should be drawn into too intimate a con- 
nection with him He was not altogether human There was something 
else in Hollingsworth besides flesh and blood, and sympathies and af- 
fections and celestial spirit 

This IS always true of those men who have surrendered themselves to 
an overruling purpose It does not so much impel them from without, nor 
even operate as a motive power within, but grows incorporate with all 
that they think and feel, and finally converts them into little else save 
that one principle When such begins to be the predicament, it is not 
cowardice, but wisdom to avoid these victims They have no heart, no 
sympathy, no reason, no conscience They will keep no friend, unless he 
make himself the mirror of then purpose, they will smite and slay you, 
and trample your dead corpse under foot, all the more readily, if you 
take the first step with them, and cannot talce the second, and the third, 
and every other step of their terribly strait path They have an idol to 
which they consecrate themselves high-priest, and deem it holy work to 
offer sacrifices of whatever is most precious , and never once seem to sus- 
pect so cunning has the Devil been with them that this false deity, in 
whose iron features, immitigable to all the rest of mankind, they see only 
benignity and love, is but a spectrum of the very priest himself, pro- 
jected upon the surrounding darkness And the higher -and purer the 
original object, and the more unselfishly it may have been taken up, the 
slighter IS the probability that they can be led to recognize the process by 
which godlike benevolence has been debased into all-devouring egotism 
Of course I am perfectly aware that the above statement is exag- 
gerated, in the attempt to make it adequate Professed philanthropists 
nave gone far , but no originally good man, I presume, ever went quite so 
far as this Let the reader abate whatever he deems fit The paragraph 
may remain, however, both for its truth and its exaggeration, as strongly 
expressive of the tendencies which were really operative in Hollingsworth, 
and as exemplifying the kind of error into which my mode of observation 
was calculated to lead me The issue was, that in solitude I often shud- 
dered at my friend In my recollection of his dark and impressive counten- 
ance, the features grew more sternly prominent than the reality, duskier 
m their depth and shadow, and more lurid in their light, the frown, that 
had merely flitted across his brow, seemed to have contorted it with an 
adamantine wrinkle On meeting him again, I was often filled with re- 
morse, when his deep eyes beamed kindly upon me, as with the glow of a 
household fire that was burning in a cave “He is a man after all,” thought 
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I, “his Maker’s own truest image, a philanthropic man' not that steel 
engine of the Devil’s contrivance, a philanthropist’” But m my wood- 
walks, and m my silent chambei, the dark face frovned at me again 

^^Tien a young girl comes within the sphere of such a man, she is as 
perilously situated as the maiden whom, m the old classical myths, the 
people used to expose to a dragon If I had any duty whatever, m ref- 
erence to Hollingsworth, it was to endeavor to save Priscilla fiom that 
kind of personal worship which her sex is generally prone to lavish upon 
saints and heroes It often requires but one smile out of the hero’s eyes 
into the girl’s or woman’s heart, to transform this devotion, from a 
sentiment of the highest approval and confidence, into passionate love 
Now, Hollingsworth smiled much upon Priscilla, more than upon any 
other person If she thought him beautiful, it was no wonder I often 
thought him so, with the expression of tender human care and gentlest 
sympathy Avhich she alone seemed to have power to call out upon his 
features Zenobia, I suspect, would have given her eyes, bright as they 
were, for such a look, it was the least that our poor Priscilla could do, to 
give her heart for a great many of them There was the more danger of 
this, inasmuch as the footing on which we all associated at Blithedale 
was widely different from that of conventional society While inclining us 
to the soft affections of the golden age, it seemed to authorize any in- 
dividual, of either sex, to fall in love with any other, regardless of what 
would elsewhere be judged suitable and prudent Accordingly the tender 
passion was very rife among us, in various degrees of mildness or viru- 
lence, but mostly, passing away with the state of things that had given it 
origin This was all well enough, but, for a girl like Priscilla and a woman 
like Zenobia to jostle one another m their love of a man like Hollmgs- 
ii'orth, was likely to be no child’s play 

Had I been as cold-hearted as I sometimes thought myself, nothmg 
would have interested me more than to witness the play of passions that 
must thus have been evolved But, m honest truth, I would really have 
gone far to save Priscilla, at least, from the catastrophe m which such a 
diama would be apt to terminate 

Priscilla had now grown to be a very pretty girl, and still kept budding 
and blossoming, and daily putting on some new charm, which you no 
sooner became sensible of than you thought it worth all that she had pre- 
viously possessed So unformed, vague, and without substance, as she 
had come to us, it seemed as if we could see Nature shaping out a woman 
before our very eyes, and yet had only a more reverential sense of the 
mystery of a woman’s soul and frame Yesterday, her cheek was pale, 
to-day, it had a bloom Priscilla’s smile, like a baby’s first one, was a 
wondrous novelty Her imperfections and short-comings affected me with 
a kind of playful pathos, which was as absolutely bewitching a sensation 
as ever I experienced After she had been a month or two at Blithedale, 
her animal spirits waxed high, and kept her pretty constantly m a state 
of bubble and ferment, impelling her to far more bodily activity than she 
had yet strength to endure She was very fond of playing with the other 



482 XIIE WORKS OF HAWTHORNE 

gills out of doois Theie is hardly another sight in the ^^or]d co pretty as 
that of a company of young giils, almost women grown, at play, and 
giving themselves up to their airy impulse that their tiptoes barely touch 
the ground 

Girls are incomparably wilder and more cficrvcscent than boys, more 
untamable, and regardless of rule and limit, with an c\er-';hi fling \ancty, 
bieaking continually into new' modes of fun, 3'ct with a hannomoui, pro- 
priety through all Their steps, their voices, appear free as the wind, but 
keep consonance wuth a strain of music inaudible to us Young men and 
boys, on the other hand, play, according to rccogni/cd law, old, trndition- 
aiy games, permitting no caprioles of fanev’, but with scope enough for 
the outbreak of savage instincts For, j'oung or old, in pKw or m c.irnest, 
man is pi one to be a brute 

Especially is it delightful to see a \igorous young girl run a race, with 
her head throwm back, her limbs moving more friskil} than they need, 
and an air between that of a bird and a young colt But Priscilla’s pe- 
culiar charm, m a foot-race, was the weaknc'^s and irregularitj' w ith which 
she ran Growing up without exercise, except to her poor little fingers, 
she had never yet acquired the perfect use of her legs Setting buo3Mntly 
forth, therefore, as if no rival less sw-ift than At.ilanta could compete with 
her, she ran faltermgly, and often tumbled on the ginss Such an incident 

though it seems too slight to think of was a thing to laugh at, but 
w'hich brought the whaler into one’s eyes, and lingered m the memor3 after 
far greater joys and sorrows were w'ept out of it, as antiquated trash Pris- 
cilla’s life, as I beheld it, was full of trifles that affected me in just this 
way 

When she had come to be quite at home among us, I used to fancy that 
Priscilla played more pranks, and perpetiated more mischief, tlian any 
other girl in the Community For example, I once heard Silas Foster, in 
a very gruff voice, threatening to rivet three horse-shoes round Priscilla’s 
neck and chain hei to a post, because she, wuth some otlier 3mung people, 
^d clambered upon a load of hay, and caused it to slide off the cart 
How she made her peace I never knew, but very soon afterwards I saw' 
old Silas, with his brawny hands round Priscilla’s W'aist, swinging her to 
and fro, and finally depositing her on one of the oxen, to take her first 
lessons in riding She met with terrible mishaps in her efforts to milk a 
cow, she let the poultry into the garden, she generally spoilt w'hatever 
part of the dinner she took in charge, she broke crockery, she dropt our 
biggest pitcher into the w'ell , and except W'lth her needle, and those lit- 
tle wooden instruments for purse-making was as unserviceable a mem- 
of society as any young lady m the land There was no other sort of 
efficiency about her Yet everybody was kind to Priscilla, everybody 
loved her and laughed at her to her face, and did not laugh behind her 
back, everybody would have given her half of his last crust, or the big- 
ger share of his plum-cake These were pretty certain indications that we 
were all conscious of a pleasant weakness in the girl, and considered her 
not quite able to look after her own interests, or fight her battle with the 
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world And Hollingsworth perhaps because he had been the means of 
introducmg Priscilla to her new abode appeared to recognize her as his 
owm especial charge 

Her simple, careless, childish flow of spirits often made me sad She 
seemed to me like a butterfly at play in a flickering bit of sunshine, and 
mistaking it for a broad and eternal summer We sometimes hold mirth to 
a stricter accountability than sorrow, it must show good cause, or the 
echo of its laughter comes back drearily Priscilla’s gayety, moreovei, 
was of a nature that showed me how delicate an instrument she was, and 
what fragile harp-strings were her neryes As they made sweet music at 
the airiest touch, it would lequire but a stronger one to burst them all 
asunder Absurd as it might be, I tried to reason with her, and persuade " 
her not to be so joyous, thinking that, if she would draw less lavishly 
upon her fund of happiness, it would last the longer I remember doing so, 
one summer evening, when we tired laborers sat looking on, like Gold- 
smith’s old folks under the village thorn-tree, while the young people 
were at their sports 

“What IS the use or sense of being so very gay?” I said to Priscilla, 
while she was taking breath, after a great frolic “I love to see a sufficient 
cause for everj^thing, and I can see none for this Pray tell me, now, what 
kind of a world you imagine this to be, which you are so meriy in ” 

“I never think about it at all,” answered Piiscilla, laughing “But this 
I am sure of, that it is a woild where everybody is kind to me, and where 
I love everybody My heart keeps dancing within me, and all the foolish 
things which you see me do are only the motions of my heart How can I 
be dismal, if my heart will not let me?” 

“Have you nothing dismal to lemember?” I suggested “If not, then, 
indeed, you are very fortunate ' ” 

“Ah ' ” said Priscilla, slowly 

And then came that unintelligible gesture, when she seemed to be lis- 
tening to a distant voice 

“For my part,” I continued, beneficently seeking to overshadow her 
with my own sombre humor, “my past life has been a tiresome one 
enough, yet I would rather look backward ten times than forward once. 
For, little as we know of our life to come, we may be very sure, for one 
thing, that the good we aim at will not be attained People never do get 
just the good they seek If it come at all, it is something else, which they 
never dreamed of, and did not particularly want Then, again, we may 
rest certain that our friends of to-day will not be our friends of a few 
years hence , but, if we keep one of them, it will be at the expense of the 
others, and, most probably, we shall keep none To be sure, there are 
more to be had , but who cares about making a new set of friends, even 
should they be better than those around us?” 

“Not I ' ” said Priscilla “I will live and die with these 1 ” 

“Well, but let the future go,” resumed I “As for the present moment, 
if we could look mto the hearts where we wish to be most valued, what 
should you expect to see? One’s own likeness, in the inneimost, holiest 
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niche? Ah' I don’t know' It may not be there at all It may be a dusty 
image, thrust aside into a corner, and by and by to be flung out of doors, 
where any foot may trample upon it If not to-day, then to-morrow' And 
so, Priscilla, I do not see much wisdom in being so very merry in this kind 
of a world ” 

It had talcen me nearly seven years of worldly life to hive up the bit- 
ter honey which I here offered to Priscilla And she 1 ejected it ' 

“I don’t believe one word of what you say ' ” she replied, laughing anew 
“You made me sad, for a minute, by talking about the past, but the past 
never comes back again Do we dream the same dream twice? There is 
nothing else that I am afraid of ” 

So away she ran, and fell down on the green grass, as it vas often her 
luck to do, but got up again, without any harm 

“Priscilla, Priscilla'” cued Hollingsnorth, who nas sitting on the 
doorstep, “you had better not run any more to-night You will wear\ 
yourself too much And do not sit down out of doors, for there is a hea\} 
dew beginning to fall ” 

At his first word, she went and sat dowm under the porch, at Hollings- 
worth’s feet, entirely contented and happy What charm w^as there in his 
rude massiveness that so attracted and soothed this shadow'-like girl? It 
appeared to me, who have ahvays been curious in such matters, that 
Priscilla’s vague and seemingly causeless flow' of felicitous feeling was 
that w'lth which love blesses inexperienced hearts, before they begin to 
suspect what is going on within them It transports them to the seventh 
heaven, and, if you ask w'hat brought them thither, they neither can 
tell nor care to learn, but cherish an ecstatic faith that there tliey shall 
abide forever 

Zenobia was in the doorway, not far fiom Hollmgsw'orth She gazed at 
Priscilla m a very singular w'ay Indeed, it w'as a sight W'orth gazing at, 
and a beautiful sight, too, as the fair girl sat at the feet of that dark, 
powerful figure Her air, while perfectly modest, delicate, and virgin-like, 
denoted her as swayed by Hollingswmrth, attracted to him, and uncon- 
sciously seeking to rest upon his strength I could not turn aw'ay my own 
eyes, but hoped that nobody, save Zenobia and myself, were witnessing 
this picture It is before me now, with the evening twilight a little deep- 
ened by the dusk of memory 

“Come hither, Priscilla,” said Zenobia “I have something to say to 
you ” 

She spoke m little more than a whisper But it is strange how expres- 
sive of moods a whisper may often be Priscilla felt at once that some- 
thing had gone wrong 

“Are you angry with me?” she asked, rising slowly, and standing be- 
fore Zenobia m a drooping attitude “What have I done? I hope you are 
not angry I” 

“No, no, Priscilla'” said Hollingsworth, smiling, “I will answer for it, 
she IS not You are the one little person m the world with whom nobody 
can be angry'” 
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‘‘Angry with you, child ^ What a silly idea’ ” exclaimed Zenobia, laugh- 
ing “No, indeed! But, my dear Priscilla, you are getting to be so very 
pretty that you absolutely need a duenna, and, as I am older than you, 
and have had my own little experience of life, and think myself exceed- 
ingly sage, I intend to fill the place of a maiden aunt Every day, I shall 
give you a lecture, a quarter of an hour in length, on tlie morals, man- 
ners, and proprieties of social life When our pastoral shall be quite 
played out, Priscilla, my worldly wisdom may stand 3mu in good stead ” 
“I am afraid you are angry with me!” repeated Priscilla, sadly, for, 
while she seemed as impressible as wax, the girl often showed a persist- 
ency in her own ideas as stubborn as it was gentle 

“Dear me, what can I say to the child ' ” cried Zenobia- in a tone of 
humorous vexation “Well, well, since you insist on my being angry, 
come to my room, this moment, and let me beat you i ” 

Zenobia bade Hollingsworth good-night very sweetly, and nodded to 
me vnth a smile But, just as she turned aside with Priscilla, into the dim- 
ness of the porch, I caught another glance at her countenance It would 
have made the fortune of a tragic actress, could she have borrowed ifc for 
the moment when she fumbles in her bosom for the concealed dagger, or 
the exceedingly sharp bodkin, or mingles the ratsbane m her lover’s bowl 
of wine or her rival’s cup of tea Not that I in the least anticipated any 
such catastrophe, it being a remarkable truth that custom has m no one 
point a greater sway than over our modes of wreaking our wild passions 
And besides, had we been m Italy, instead of New England, it was hardly 
yet a crisis for the dagger 01 the bowl 

It often amazed me, however, that Hollingsworth should show him- 
self so recklessly tender towards Priscilla, and never once seem to think 
of the effect which it might have upon her heart But the man, as I have 
endeavored to explain, was thrown completely off his moral balance, and 
quite bewildered as to his personal relations, by his great excrescence of 
a philanthropic scheme I used to see, or fancy, indications that he was 
not altogether obtuse to Zenobia’s influence as a woman No doubt, how- 
ever, he had a still more exquisite enjoyment of Priscilla’s silent sym- 
pathy with his purposes, so unalloyed with criticism, and therefore more 
grateful than any intellectual approbation, which always involves a pos- 
sible reserve of latent censure A man poet, prophet, or whatever he 
rray be readily persuades himself of his right to all the worship that is 
voluntarily tendered In requital of so rich benefits as he was to confer 
upon mankind, it would have been hard to deny Hollingsworth the sim- 
ple solace of a young girl’s heart, which he held m his hand, and smelled 
to, like a rosebud But what if, while pressing out its fragrance, he should 
crush the tender rosebud in his grasp' 

As for Zenobia, I saw no occasion to give myself any trouble With her 
native strength, and her experience of the world, she could not be sup- 
posed to need any help of mine Nevertheless, I was really generous 
enough to feel some little interest likewise for Zenobia With all her faults 
(which might have been a great many besides the abundance that I 
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knew of) , she possessed noble traits, and a heart which must, at least, 
have been valuable while new And she seemed ready to fling it avay as 
uncalculatingly as Priscilla herself I could not but suspect that, if merely 
at play with Hollingsworth, she was sporting with a pover which she did 
not fully estimate Or, if in earnest, it might chance, between Zenobia’s 
passionate force and his dark, self-delusive egotism, to turn out such 
earnest as would develop itself in some sufficiently tragic catastrophe, 
though the dagger and the bowl should go for nothing in it 

Meantime, the gossip of the Community set them do\\n as a pair of 
lovers They took walks together, and were not seldom encountered in the 
wood-paths Hollingsworth deeply discoursing, in tones solemn and 
sternly pathetic, Zenobia, with a rich glow on her cheeks, and her eyes 
softened from their oidinary biiglitness, looked so beautiful, that had her 
companion been ten times a philanthropist, it seemed impossible but that 
one glance should melt him back into a man Oftener than any^^here else, 
they went to a certain point on the slope of a pasture, commanding near- 
ly the whole of our own domain, besides a view of the ri\ er, and an airy 
prospect of many distant hills The bond of our Community vas such, 
that the members had the privilege of building cottages for their own 
residence within our precincts, thus laying a hearth-stone and fencing in 
a home private and peculiar to all desirable extent, uhile yet the inhabi- 
tants should continue to share the advantages of an associated life It was 
inferred that Hollingsworth and Zenobia intended to rear their dw'elling 
on this favorite spot 

I mentioned those rumors to Hollingsworth, in a playful way 
‘‘Had you consulted me,” I w^ent on to observe, “I should ha\e recom- 
mended a site farther to the left, just a little w'lthdrawTi into the wood, 
with two or three peeps at the prospect, among the trees You will be 
in the shady vale of years, long before you can laise an)'- better kind of 
shade around your cottage, if you build it on this bare slope ” 

“But I offer my edifice as a spectacle to the w^orld,” said Hollings- 
worth, “that it may take example and build many another like it There- 
fore, I mean to set it on the open hill-side ” 

T-wist these words how I might, they offered no very satisfactory im- 
port It seemed hardly probable that Hollingsworth should care about 
educating the public taste in the department of cottage architecture, de- 
sirable as such improvement certainly was 


X 

A Visitor from Town 

Hollingsworth and I we had been hoeing potatoes, that forenoon, 
while the rest of the fraternity were engaged m a distant quarter of the 
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faim sat under a clump of maples, eating our eleven-o’clock lunch, 
when we saw a stranger approaching along the edge of the field He had 
admitted himself from the roadside through a turnstile, and seemed to 
have a purpose of spealong uith us 

And, by the by, we ueie favored witli many visits at Blithedale, es- 
pecially from people who sympathized with our theories, and perhaps 
held themselves ready to unite in our actual experiment as soon as thete 
should appear a reliable promise of its success It was lather ludicrous, 
indeed (to me, at least, whose entliusiasm had insensibly been exhaled, 
together with the perspiration of many a hard day s toil) , it was absolute- 
ly funny, therefore, to observe what a glory was shed about our life and 
labors, in the imagination of these longing proselytes In their view, we 
v>ere as poetical as Arcadians, besides being as practical as the hardest- 
fisted husbandmen m iMassachusetts We did not, it is true, spend much 
time in piping to our sheep, or warbling our innocent loves to the sister- 
hood But they gave us credit for imbuing the ordinary rustic occupations 
with a kind of religious poetry, insomuch that oui very cow-yards and 
pigsties were as delightfulty fragrant as a flower-garden Nothing used 
to please me more than to see one of these lay enthusiasts snatch up a 
hoe, as they were very pione to do, and set to work with a vigor that per- 
haps carried him through about a dozen ill-directed strokes Men are 
wonderfully soon satisfied, in this day of shameful bodily enervation, 
when, from one end of life to the other, such multitudes never taste the 
sweet weariness that follows accustomed toil I seldom saw the new en- 
thusiasm that did not grow as flimsy and flaccid as the proselyte’s moist- 
ened shirt-collar, with a quarter of an hour’s active labor under a July 
sun 

But the person now at hand had not at all the air of one of these 
amiable visionaries He-was an elderly man, diessed rather shabbily, yet 
decently enough, m a gray frock-coat, faded towards a brown hue, and 
wore a broad-brimmed white hat, of the fashion of several years gone by 
His hair was perfect silver, without a dark thread in the whole of it, his 
nose, though it had a scarlet tip, by no means indicated the jollity of 
which a red nose is the generally admitted symbol He was a subdued, 
undemonstrative old man, who would doubtless drink a glass of liquor, 
now and then, and probably more than was good for him, not, however, 
with a purpose of undue exhilaration, but in the hope of bringing his 
spirits up to the ordmary level of the world’s cheerfulness Drawing 
nearer, there was a shy look about him, as if he were ashamed of liis 
poverty, or, at any rate, for some reason or other, would rather have us 
glance at him sidelong than take a full front view He had a queer ap- 
pearance of hiding himself behmd the patch on his left eye 

“I know this old gentleman,” said I to Hollingsworth, as we sat ob" 
serving him, “that is, I have met him a hundred times m town, and have 
often amused my fancy with wondering what he was before he came to be 
what he is He haunts restaurants and such places, and has an odd way of 
lurking in corners or getting behind a door whenever practicable, and 
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holding out his hand with some little article in it which he wishes you to 
buy The eye of the world seems to trouble him, although he necessarily 
lives so mu^ in it I never expected to see him in an open field ” 

“Have you learned anything of his history?” asked Hollingsworth 
“Not a circumstance,” I answered, “but there must be something 
curious m it I take him to be a harmless sort of a person, and a tolerably 
honest one, but his manners, being so furtive, remind me of those of a 
rat, a rat without the mischief, the fierce eye, the teeth to bite with, or 
the desire to bite See, now' He means to skulk along that fringe of 
bushes, and approach us on the other side of our clump of maples ” 

We soon heard the old man’s velvet tread on the grass, indicating that 
he had arrived within a few feet of where we sat 

“Good morning, Mr Moodie,” said Hollingsworth, addressing the 
stranger as an acquaintance, “you must have had a hot and tiresome walk 
from the city Sit down, and take a morsel of our bread and cheese ” 
The visitor made a grateful little murmur of acquiescence, and sat 
down m a spot somewhat removed, so that, glancing round, I could see 
his gray pantaloons and dusty shoes, while his upper part was mostly 
hidden behind the shrubbery Nor did he come forth from this retire- 
ment during the whole of the interview that followed We handed him 
such food as we had, together with a brown jug of molasses and water, 
(would that it had been brandy, or something better, for the sake of his 
chill old heart' ) like priests offering dainty sacrifice to an enshrined and 
invisible idol I have no idea that he really lacked sustenance , but it was 
quite touching, nevertheless, to hear him nibbling away at our crusts 
“Mr Moodie,” said I, “do you remember selling me one of those very 
pretty little silk purses, of which you seem to have a monopoly m the 
market? I keep it to this day, I can assure you ” 

“Ah, thank you,” said our guest “Yes, Mr Coverdale, I used to sell a 
good many of those little purses ” 

He spoke languidly, and only those few words, like a watch with an in- 
elastic spring, that just ticks a moment or two, and stops again He 
seemed a very forlorn old man In the wantonness of youth, strength, and 
comfortable condition, making my prey of people’s individualities, as 
my custom was, I tried to identify my mind with the old fellow’s, and 
take his view of the world, as if looking through a smoke-blackened glass 
at the sun It robbed the landscape of all its life Those pleasantly swell- 
ing slopes of our farm, descending towards the wide meadows, through 
which sluggishly circled the brimful tide of the Charles, bathing the long 
sedges on its hither and farther shores, the broad, sunny gleam over the 
\\inding water, that peculiar picturesqueness of the scene where capes 
and headlands put themselves boldly forth upon the perfect level of the 
rneadow, as into a green lake, with inlets between the promontories, the 
shadovy woodland, with twinkling showers of light falling into its 
depths, the sultry heat-vapor, which rose everywhere like incense, and 
in V Inch my soul delighted, as indicating so rich a fervor in the passion- 
ate day, and m the earth that was burning with its love, I beheld all 
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these things as through old Moodie’s eyes When my eyes are dimmer 
than they have yet come to be, I will go thither again, and see if I did not 
catch the tone of his mind aught, and if the cold and lifeless tint of his 
perceptions be not then repeated in my own 

Yet it was unaccountable to myself, the interest that I felt in him 
“Have you any objection,” said I, “to telling me who made those little 
purses?” 

“Gentlemen have often asked me that,” said Moodie, slowly, “but I 
shake my head, and say little or nothing, and creep out of the way as well 
as I can I am a man of few words, and if gentlemen were to be told one 
thing, they would be very apt, I suppose, to ask me another But it hap- 
pens, just now, Mr Coverdale, that you can tell me more about the 
maker of those little purses than I can tell you ” 

“Why do you trouble him with needless questions, Coveidale?” in- 
terrupted Hollingsworth “You must have known, long ago, that it was 
Priscilla And so, my good friend, you have come to see her? Well, I am 
glad of it You will find her altered very much for the better, since that 
winter evening when you put her into my charge Why, Priscilla has a 
bloom m her cheeks, nowf ” 

“Has my pale little girl a bloom?” repeated Moodie, with a kind of 
slow wonder “Priscilla with a bloom m her cheeks! Ah, I am afraid I 
shall not know my little girl And is she happy?” 

“Just as happy as a bird,” answered Hollingsworth 
“Then, gentlemen,” said our guest, apprehensively, “I don’t think it 
well for me to go any farther I crept hitherward only to ask about Pris- 
cilla , and now that you have told me such good news, perhaps I can do 
no better than to creep back again If she were to see this old face of mine, 
the child would remember some very sad times which we have spent to- 
gether Some very sad times, indeed ' She has forgotten them, I know, 
them and me, else she could not be so happy, nor have a bloom m her 
cheeks Yes yes yes,” continued he, still with the same torpid utter- 
ance, “with many thanks to you, Mr Hollingsworth, I will creep back 
to town again ” 

“You shall do no such thing, Mr Moodie,” said Hollingsworth, bluffly 
^^Priscilla often speaks of you, and if there lacks anything to make her 
cheeks bloom like two damask roses, I ’ll venture to say it is just the sight 
of your face Come, we will go and find her ” 

“Mr Hollmgsworth' ” said the old man, m his hesitating way 
“Well,” answered Hollingsworth 

“Has there been any call for Priscilla?” asked Moodie, and though his 
face was hidden from us, his tone gave a sure indication of the mysterious 
nod and wink with which he put the question “You know, I think, sir, 
what I mean ” / - 

“I have not the remotest suspicion what you mean, Mr Moodie,” re- 
plied Hollingsworth , “nobody, to my knowledge, has called for Priscilla, 
except yourself But come, we are losing time, and I have several things 
to say to you by the way ” 
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“And, Mr Hollingsworth’ ” repeated Moodie 
“Well, again’ ” cried my friend, rather impatiently. “What now?” 
“There is a lady here,” said the old man, and his voice lost some of its 
wearisome hesitation “You will account it a very strange matter for me 
to talk about, but I chanced to know this lady when she was but a little 
child If I am lightly informed, she has giovm to be a very fine woman, 
and makes a brilliant figure in the world, with her beauty, and her talents, 
and her noble way of spending her riches I should lecogmze this lady, so 
people tell me, by a magnificent flower in her hair ” 

“What a rich tinge it gives to his colorless ideas, when he speaks of 
Zenobia' ” I whispered to Hollingsworth “But how can there possibly be 
any interest or connecting link between him and her?” 

“The old man, foi years past,” whispered Hollingsworth, “has been a 
little out of his right mind, as you probably see ” 

“What I would inquire,” resumed Moodie, “is, whether this beautiful 
lady IS kind to my poor Priscilla ” 

“Very kind,” said Holhngsv/orth 
“Does she love her?” asked Moodie 

“It should seem so,” answered my fiiend “They are always together ” 
“Like a gentlewoman and her maid-servant, I fancy?” suggested the 
old man 

There was something so singular in his way of sajrnig this, that I could 
not resist the impulse to turn quite round, so as to catch a glimpse of his 
face, almost imagining that I should see another person than old Moo- 
die But there he sat, with the patched side of his face towards me 
“Like an elder and younger sister, rather,” replied Hollingsworth 
“Ah’” said Moodie, more complacently, for his latter tones had 
harshness and acidity m them, “it would gladden my old heart to wit- 
ness that If one thing would make me happier than another, Mr Hol- 
Imgsworth, it would be to see that beautiful lady holding my little girl by 
the hand ” 

“Come along,” said Hollingsworth, “and perhaps you may ” 

After a little more delay on the part of our freakish visitor, they set 
forth together, old Moodie keeping a step or two behind Hollingsworth, 
so that the latter could not very conveniently look him in the face I re- 
mained under the tuft of maples, doing my utmost to draw an inference 
from the scene that had just passed In spite of Hollingsworth’s off-hand 
explanation, it did not strike me that our strange guest was really beside 
himself, but only that his mind needed screwing up, like an instrument 
long out of tune, the strings of which have ceased to vibrate smartly and 
sharply Methought it would be profitable for us, projectors of a happy 
life, to welcome this old gray shadow, and cherish him as one of us, and 
let him creep about our domain, in order that he might be a little merrier 
for our sakes, and we, sometimes, a little sadder for his Human destinies 
look ominous without some perceptible intermixture of the sable or the 
gray And then, too, should any of our fraternity grow ferverish with an 
over-exulting sense of prosperity, it would be a sort of cooling regimen to 
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slink off into the woods, and spend an hour, or a day, or as many days as 
might be requisite to tlie cure, m uninterrupted communion with this de- 
plorable old Moodie ' 

Going homewaid to dinner, I had a glimpse of him, behind the trunk 
of a tree, gazmg earnestly towards a particular window of the farm- 
house, and, by and. by, Priscilla appeared at this window, playfully 
drawing along Zenobia, w'ho looked as bright as the very day that was 
blazing down upon us, only not, by many degrees, so w^ell advanced to- 
wards hei noon I w'as convinced that this pretty sight must have been 
purposely arranged by Priscilla for the old man to see But either the 
girl held her too long, or her fondness was resented as too great a free- 
dom, for Zenobia suddenly put Priscilla decidedly aw’^ay, and gave her a 
haughty look, as from a mistress to a dependant Old Moodie shook his 
head, and again and again I saw’^ him shake it, as he withdrew along the 
road, and, at the last point whence the farm-house was visible, he turned 
and shook his uplifted staff 


XI 

The Wood-path 

Not long after the preceding incident, m order to get the ache of too con 
stant labor out of my bones, and to relieve my spirit of the irksomeness 
of a settled routine, I took a holiday It was my purpose to spend it, all 
alone, from breakfast-time till twilight, in the deepest wood-seclusion 
that lay anywhere around us Though fond of society, I was so con- 
stituted as to need these occasional retirements, even in a life like that of 
Blithedale, which was itself characterized by a remoteness from the 
world Unless renewed by a yet further withdrawal towards the inner 
circle of self-communion, I lost the better part of my mdividuality My 
thoughts became of little worth, and my sensibilities grew as and as a 
tuft of moss (a thing whose life is in the shade, the rain, or the noontide 
dew') , crumbling in the sunshine after long expectance of a shower So, 
with my heart full of a drowsy pleasure, and cautious not to dissipate my 
mood by previous intercourse with any one, I hurried away, and was 
soon pacmg a wood-path, arched overhead with boughs, and dusky- 
brown beneath my feet 

At first, I walked very swiftly, as if the heavy flood-tide, of social life 
were roaring at my heels, and would outstrip and overwhelm me, without 
all the better diligence in my escape But, threading the moie distant 
windings of the track, I abated my pace, and looked about me for some 
side-aisle, that should admit me mto the mnermost sanctuary of this green 
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catliedrsl just as in human acquaintanceship a casual opanmq some- 
times lets us, all of a sudden into the long-soucbt intimacy of a m\-ster- 
ious heart So much was I absorbed in m\ reflections or, rather n my 
mood, the substance of v'hich was as 3xt tc^^ shnoeless to oe called 
thought that footsteps rustled on the Iea\ es and a hgure passed me b\'. 
almost without impressing either the sound or sight upon m3' conscious- 
ness 

A moment aften.ards I heard a \oice at a little distance behind me. 
speaking so sharph' and impertmentK' that it made a complete discoid 
with m3' spiritual state and caused tne latter to \apish as abruplh' as 
when 3'ou ^rust a finger into a soap-bubble 

^ H-’Iloo friend ' cried this most unseasonable \ oice ' Stop a momcnt. 
I sa3'' I must hai e a word with 3'Od * 

I turned about m a humor ludicroush' irate In the first place, the in- 
terruption at an}* rate was a gne\ous injur}* then the to^e displeased 
me. And finall}* unless there be real affection in his heart a man cannot. 

such is the bad state to which the "uorld has brought itself^ cannot 
more eSectualh' show his contempt for a brother-moral nor mc^e gall- 
ingh' assume a position of supenont}* than b}* addressing him as 
‘ friend Espeaail}* does the misappheaPon of this ph^-ase bring out that 
latent hostiht}* which is sure to animate pecuhar sects and those who, 
with however generous a purpose haie sequestered themselies from the 
crowd a feeling it is true which ma}' be hidden in so'ue dog-kennel of 
the heart grumbling there in the darkness but is never quite e.t*Jnct un- 
til the dissenting part}* ha\e gained power and scope enough to treat tie 
world generousl}’ For m3' part I should have taken it as far less an insult 
to be st3'led “fellow ’ ‘ douu. or ‘ bumpkin To either of these appella- 
Pons m}' rustic garb (it as as a linen blouse with checked shirt and striped 
pantaloons a chip hat on mi* head and a rough hickon'-stick in m3* 
hand) \er3^ fairly enPPed me As the case stood nn* temper darted at 
once to the opposite pole: not friend but enem}*' 

^ Uliat do 3 'ou Asant with me^' said I facing about 
' Come a litPe nearer, friend, said the stranser, beckonmg 
‘No anv\scred 1 . ‘ If I ran do an3*thmg for 3'OU without too much 
trouble to mA'self. sa}* so But recollect, if 3'ou please that 3'ou are not 
speaking to an acquaintance much less a friend! 

Xpon m3* word I beliei'e not’" retorted he looking at me with some 
cunosit}' and hfting hi*: hat, he made me a salute which had enough of 
sarcasm to be offe^ive. and fust enough of doubtful courtesy to render 
an}* resentment of it absurd “But I ask 3*our pardon’ I recogniae a htPe 
mistake If I ma}* take the libert}* to suppose it 3*ou sir, are probabh* ono 
of the lesthePc or shall I rather sa}* ecstaPe^ laborers, who have plant- 
ed themselves hereabouts This is v'our forest of Arden: and 3'ou are 
either the banished Duke in person or one of the rhief nobles in his train. 
The melancholy Jacques perhaps^ Be it so Tn that ca^e^ 3*ou can prob- 
ablv* do me a favor. 

I never , in m}* hfe felt less inrim ed to confer a favor on a n}* ma n 
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‘‘I am busy,” said I 

So unexpected!}’’ had the stranger made me sensible of his presence, 
that he had almost the efiect of an apparition , and cerlainl}'- a less appro- 
priate one (taking into \ie\\ the dim \\oodland solitude about us) than if 
the sahage man of antiquity, hirsute and cinctured %\ith a leafy girdle, 
had started out of a thicket He \\as still 3’oung, seemingly a little under 
thirty, of a tall and v. ell-developed figure, and as handsome a man as ever 
I beheld The style of his beauty, however, though a masculine style, did 
not at all commend itself to 1113^ taste IIis countenance I hardl}^ know' 
how to describe the peculiant} had an indecorum in it, a kind of rude- 
ness, a hard, coarse, forth-putting freedom of expression, which no degree 
of external polish could ha\e abated one single jot Not that it was vul- 
gar But he had no fineness of nature, there w'as in his eyes (although 
the}' might have artifice enough of anothei sort) the naked ex-posuie of 
something that ought not to be left prominent With these vague allusions 
to what I have seen m other faces as well as his, I leave the quality to be 
comprehended best because wath an intuitive repugnance b}' those 
who possess least of it 

His hair, as well as his beard and mustache, W'as coal-black, his eyes, 
too, were black and sparkling, and his teeth remaikably brilliant He was 
rather carelessly but w’ell and fashionably dressed, in a summer-morning 
costume There was a gold chain, exquisitel}' WTOUght, across his vest I 
never saw' a smoother or whiter gloss than that upon his shirt-bosom, 
w’hich had a pm in it, set w'ltli a gem that glimmered, m the leafy shadow 
w'here he stood, like a living tip of fire He cai ried a stick w'lth a w ooden 
head, carved in vivid imitation of that of a serpent I hated him, paitly, I 
do believe, from a comparison of m3' ow'n homely garb W'lth his W'ell-or- 
dered foppishness 

“Well, sir,” said I, a little ashamed of my first irritation, but still w'lth 
no waste of civilit}', “be pleased to speak at once, as I have my ow'n busi- 
ness in hand ” 

“I regret that my mode of addressing you w'as a little unfortunate,” 
said the stranger, smiling, for he seemed a very acute sort of person, and 
saw, in some degree, how I stood affected towards him “I intended no 
offence, and shall certainly comport myself w’lth due ceremony heieafter 
I merely wish to make a few inquiries respecting a lady, formerly of my 
acquaintance, who is now resident m your Community, and, I believe, 
largely concerned in your social enterprise You call her, I think, 
Zenobia ” 

“That IS her name in literature,” obseived I, “a name, too, which pos- 
sibly she may permit her private friends to know and address her by, 
but not one which they feel at liberty to recognize when used of her per- 
sonally by a stranger or casual acquaintance ” 

“Indeed’” answered this disagreeable person, and he turned aside his 
face for an instant with a brief laugh, which struck me as a noteworthy 
expression of his character “Perhaps I might put forward a claim, on 
your own grounds, to call the lady by a name so appropriate to her splen- 
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-did qualities But I am -willing to know her by any cognomen that you 
may suggest ” 

Heartily \Mshmg that he ^\ould be cither a htllc more oftcnsive, or a 
good deal less so, or break ofl our intercourse altogether. I mentioned 
Zenobia’s real name 

“True,” said he, “and, in general society, T ha\c never heard her called 
otherwise And, aftei all, our discussion of the point has been gratuitou*; 
My object is only to inquire when, where, and how this lady ma> most 
conveniently be seen ” 

“At her present residence, of course,” T replied “You have but to go 
thither, and ask foi her This very path will lead you within sight of the 
house, so I wash you good morning ’ 

“One moment, if jmu please, ’ said the stranger ‘The course \ou indi- 
cate would ceitainly be the proper one, in an oidinary morning tall But 
my business is private, personal, and somewhat peculiar Xow, in a com- 
munity like this, I should judge that any little occuricnte is lii.ely to be 
discussed rather more minutclj than would quite suit my views I refer 
solely to myself, 3^11 understand and without intimating that it would be 
other than a matter of entire indifieiencc to the ladv’ In short, I espe- 
cially desire to see her in private If her habits arc such as I have known 
them, she is probably often to be met with m the woods, or bv' the river- 
side, and I think you could do me the favor to point out some favorite 
walk, where, about this hour, I might be fortunate enough to gam an 
interview ” 

I reflected that it w'ould be quite a supererogatorv'- piece of Quixotism in 
me to undertake the guardianship of Zenobia, who, for m\^ pains, would 
only make me the butt of endless ridicule, ':hould the fact ev'er come to her 
knowledge I therefore described a spot which, as often as any other, was 
Zenobia’s resoit at this period of the da}', nor was it so remote from the 
farm-house as to leave her in much peril, whatever might be the stranger’s 
character 

“A single word more,” said he, and his black eyes spaikled at me, 
whether wuth fun or malice I knew not, but certainly as if the Dev'il were 
peeping out of them “Among your fratermt}', I understand, there is a 
certain holy and benev'olent blacksmith, a man of iron, in more senses 
than one, a rough, cross-grained, w'ell-meanmg individual, rather boorish 
in his manners, as might be expected, and by no means of the highest in- 
tellectual cultivation He is a philanthropical lecturei, with two or three 
disciples, and a scheme of his own, the preliminary step in W’hich involves 
a large pui chase of land, and the erection of a spacious edifice, at an ex- 
pense consideiably beyond his means, inasmuch as these are to be reclc- 
oned in copper or old iron much more conveniently than m gold or silv'er 
He hammers aw'ay upon his one topic as lustily as ever he did upon a 
horseshoe' Do you know such a person?” 

I shook my head, and was turning away 
Our friend,” he continued, “is described to me as a brawn}', shaggy, 
grim, and ill-favored personage, not particularly well calculated, one 
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would say, to insinuate himself with the softer sex Yet, so far has this 
honest fellow succeeded with one lady whom we wot of, that he antici- 
pates, from her abundant resources, the necessary funds for reahzmg his 
plan m brick and mortar > ” 

Here the stranger seemed to be so much amused with his sketch of Hol- 
lingsworth’s character and purposes, that he burst into a fit of merriment, 
of the same natuie as the brief, metallic laugh, already alluded to, but im- 
mensely prolonged and enlarged In the excess of his delight, he opened 
his mouth wide, and disclosed a gold band around the upper part of his 
teeth, thereby making it apparent that every one of his brilliant grmdeis 
and incisors was a sham This discovery affected me very oddly I felt as 
if the whole man were a moral and physical humbug, his wonderful beau- 
ty of face, for aught I knew, might be removable like a mask, and, tail 
and comely as his figure looked, he was perhaps but a wizened little elf, 
gray and decrepit, with nothing genuine about him, save the wicked ex- 
pression of his grin The fantasy of his spectral character so wrought upon 
me, together with the contagion of his strange mirth on my s3mipathles, 
that I soon began to laugh as loudly as himself 

By and by, he paused all at once, so suddenly, indeed, that my own 
cachinnation lasted a moment longer. 

“Ah, excuse me' ” said he “Oui interview seems to proceed more mer- 
rily than it began ” 

“It ends here,” answered I “And I take shame to myself that my folly 
has lost me the right of resenting your ridicule of a friend ” 

“Pray allow me,” said the stranger, approaching a step nearer, and lay- 
ing his gloved hand on my sleeve “One other favor I must ask of you 
You have a young person, here at Bhthedale, of whom I have heaid, 
whom, perhaps, I have known, and in whom, at all events, I talce a pe- 
culiar interest She is one of those delicate, neivous young creatures, not 
uncommon m New England, and whom I suppose to have become what 
we find them by the gradual refining away of the physical system among 
your women Some philosophers choose to glorify this habit of body, by 
terming it spiritual, but, m my opinion, it is rather the effect of unwhole- 
some food, bad air, lack of out-door exercise, and neglect of bathing, on 
the part of these damsels and their female progenitors, all resulting in a 
kind of hereditary dyspepsia, Zenobia, even with her uncomfortable sur- 
plus of vitality, is far the better model of womanhood But to revert 
again to this young person she goes among you by the name of Piiscilla. 
Could you possibly afford me the means of speaking with her'’” 

“You have made so many mquiries of me,” I observed, “that I may at 
least trouble you with one What is your name'*” 

He offered me a card, with “Professor Westervelt” engraved on it At 
the same time, as if to vindicate his claim to the professorial dignity, sq 
often assumed on very questionable grounds, he put on a pair of specta 
cles, which so altered the character of his face that I hardly knew him 
again But I liked the present aspect no better than the former one 

“I must decline any further connection with your affairs,” said I, draw- 
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ing back ‘‘I have told you where to find Zenobia As for Priscilla, she has 
closer friends than myself, through whom, if they see fit, you can gain 
access to her ” - 

“In that case,” returned the Professor, ceremoniously raising his hat, 
“good morning to you ” 

He took his departure, and was soon out' of sight among the windings 
of the wood-path But after a little reflection, I could not help regretting 
that I had so peremptorily broken off the interview while the stranger 
seemed inclined to continue it His evident knowledge of matters affecting 
my three friends might have led to disclosures or inferences that would 
perhaps have been serviceable I was particularly struck with the fact 
that, ever since the appearance of Priscilla, it had been the tendency of 
events to suggest and establish a connection between Zenobia and her 
She had come, m the first instance, as if with the sole purpose of claiming 
Zenobia ’s protection Old Moodie’s visit, it appeared, was chiefly to ascer- 
tain whether this object had been accomplished And here, to-day, was 
the questionable Professor, linking one with the other in his inquiries, and 
seeking communication with both 

Meanwhile, my inclination for a ramble having been balked, I lingered 
m the vicmity of the farm, with perhaps a vague idea that some new event 
would grow out of Westervelt’s proposed interview with Zenobia My own 
part m these transactions was singularly surbordmate It resembled that 
of the Chorus m a classic play, which seems to be set aloof from the pos- 
sibility of personal concernment, and bestows the whole measure of its 
hope or fear, its exultation or sorrow, on the fortunes of others, between 
whom and itself this sympathy is the only bond Destiny, it may be, the 
most skilful of stage-managers, seldom chooses to arrange its scenes, 
and carry forward its drama, without securing the presence of at least 
one calm observer It is his office to give applause when due, and some- 
times an inevitable tear, to detect the final fitness of incident to character, 
and distil m his long-brooding thought the whole morality of the per- 
formance 

Not to be out of the way, in case there were need of me in my vocation, 
and, at the same time, to avoid thrusting myself where neither destiny 
nor mortals might desire my presence, I remained pretty near the verge 
of the woodlands My position was off the track of Zenobia’s customary 
walk, yet not so remote but that a recognized occasion might speedily 
have brought me thither 
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xn 

Coverdale’s Hermitage 

Long since, in this part of our circumjacent \Yood, I had found out for 
myself a little hermitage It was a kind of leafy cave, high upward into the 
air, among the midmost branches of a white-pme tree A wild grape-vine, 
of unusual size and luxuriance, had twined and twisted itself up into the 
tree, and, after wreathing the entanglement of its tendrils almost around 
every bough, had caught hold of three or four neighboring trees, and mar- 
ried the whole clump with a perfectly inextricable luiot of polygamy 
Once, while sheltering myself from a summer shower, the fancy had talten 
me to clamber up into this seemingly impervious mass of foliage The 
branches yielded me a passage, and closed again beneath, as if only a 
squirrel or a bird had passed Far aloft, around the stem of the central 
pine, behold a perfect nest for Robinson Crusoe or King Charles! A hol- 
low chamber of rare seclusion had been formed by the decay of some of 
the pine branches, which the vine had lovingly strangled with its embrace, 
burying them from the light of day in an aerial sepulchre of its own 
leaves It cost me but little ingenuity to enlarge the interior, and open 
loopholes through the verdant walls Had it ever been my fortune to 
spend a honeymoon, I should have thought seriously of inviting my bride 
up thither, where our next neighbors would have been two orioles in an- 
other part of the clump 

It was an admirable place to make verses, tuning the rhythm to the 
breezy symphony that so often stirred among the vine-leaves, or to medi- 
tate an essay for “The Dial,” in which the many tongues of Nature whis- 
pered mysteries, and seemed to ask only a little stronger puff of wind to 
speak out the solution of its riddle Being so pervious to air-currents, it 
was just the nook, too, for the enjoyment of a cigar This hermitage was 
my one exclusive possession while I counted myself a brother of the so- 
cialists It sjonbolized my individuality, and aided me in keeping it invio- 
late None ever found me out in it, except, once, a squirrel I brought 
thither no guest, because, after Hollingsworth failed me, there was no 
longer the man alive with whom I could think of sharing all So there I 
used to sit, owl-like, yet not without liberal and hospitable thoughts I 
counted the innumerable clusters of my vine, and fore-reckoned the abun- 
dance of my vintage It gladdened me to anticipate the surprise of the 
Community, when, like an allegorical figure of rich October, I should make 
my appearance, with shoulders bent beneath the burden of ripe grapes, 
and some of the crushed ones crimsoning my brow as with a blood-stain 

Ascending into this natural turret, I peeped in turn out of several of its 
small windows The pine-tree, being ancient, rose high above the rest of 
the wood, which was of comparatively recent growth Even where I sat, 
about midway between the root and the topmost bough, my position was 
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lofty enough to serve as an observatory, not for starry investigations, but 
for those sublunary matters m which lay a lore as infinite as that of the 
planets Through one loophole I saw the river lapsing calmly onvard, 
while in the meadow, near its brink, a few of the brethren vere digging 
peat for our winter’s fuel On the interior cart-road of our farm, I dis- 
cerned Hollingsworth, with a yoke of oxen hitched to a drag of stones, 
that were to be piled into a fence, on which we employed ourselves at the 
odd intervals of other labor The harsh tones of his voice, shouting to the 
sluggish steers, made me sensible, even at such a distance, that he i\as ill 
at ease, and that the balked philanthropist had the battle-spirit in his 
heart 

“Haw, Buck!” quoth he “Come along there, ye lazy ones' What are 
ye about, now? Gee' ” 

“Mankind, in Hollingsworth’s opinion,” thought I, “is but another 
yoke of oxen, as stubborn, stupid, and sluggish as our old Brown and 
Bright He vituperates us aloud, and curses us in his heart, and will begin 
to prick us with the goad-stick, by and by But are we his o\en^ And what 
right has he to be the diiver? And why, when there is enough else to do, 
should we waste our strength in dragging home the ponderous load of his 
philanthropic absurdities? At my height above the earth, the whole mat- 
ter looks ridiculous! ” 

Turning tow'ards the farm-house, I saw Priscilla (for, though a great 
way off, the eye of faith assured me that it w'as she) sitting at Zenobia’s 
window, and making little purses, I suppose, or, perhaps, mending the 
Community’s old linen A bird flew' past my tree, and, as it clove its way 
onward into the sunny atmosphere, I flung it a message for Priscilla 

“Tell her,” said I, “that her fragile tliread of life has inextricably 
knotted itself with other and tougher threads, and most likely it wall be 
broken Tell her that Zenobia will not be long her friend Say that Hol- 
lingsworth’s heart is on fire wath his owm purpose, but icy for all human 
affection , and that, if she has given him hei love, it is like casting a flow'er 
into a sepulchre And say that if any mortal really cares for her, it is my- 
self , and not even I, for her realities, poor little seamstress, as Zenobia 
rightly called her ' but for the fancy-work with w'hich I have idly decked 
her out'” 

The pleasant scent of the wood, evolved by the hot sun, stole up to my 
nostrils, as if I had been an idol in its niche Many trees mingled their 
fragrance into a thousand-fold odor Possibly there was a sensual influ- 
ence in the broad light of noon that lay beneath me It may have been the 
cause, in part, that I suddenly found myself possessed by a mood of dis- 
belief in moral beauty or heroism, and a conviction of the folly of at- 
tempting to benefit the world Our especial scheme of reform, w'hich, from 
rny observatory, I could talie m with the bodily eye, looked so ridiculous 
that It was impossible not to laugh aloud 

“But the joke is a little too heavy,” thought I “If I were wuse, I should 
get out of the scrape with all diligence, and then laugh at my companions 
for remaining in it ” 
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\\rhile thus musing, I heard, with perfect distinctness, somewhere in the 
wood beneath, the peculiar laugh which I have described as one of the dis- 
agreeable characteristics of Professor Westervelt It brought my thoughts 
back to our recent interview I recognized as chiefly due to this man’s 
influence the sceptical and sneering view which, just now had filled my 
mental vision, m regard to all life’s better purposes And it was through 
his eyes, more than my own, that I ivas looking at Hollingsworth, with 
his glorious, if impracticable dream, and at the noble earthhness of Zen- 
obia’s character, and even at Priscilla, whose impalpable grace lay so sin- 
gularly between disease and beautj'' The essential charm of each had van- 
ished There are some spheres the contact with which inevitably degrades 
the high, debases the pure, deforms the beautiful It must be a mind of 
uncommon strength, and little impressibility, that can permit itself the 
habit of such mtercouise, and not be permanently deteriorated, and yet 
the Professor’s tone represented that of worldly society at large, where a 
cold scepticism smothers what it can of our spiritual aspirations, and 
makes the rest ridiculous I detested this kind of man, and all the more 
because a part of my o\to nature showed itself responsive to him 

Voices were now approaching through the region of the wood which lay 
m the vicinity of my tree Soon I caught glimpses of two figures a wom- 
an and a man Zenobia and the stranger earnestly talking together as 
they advanced 

Zenobia had a rich, though varying color It was, most of the while, a 
flame, and anon a sudden paleness Her eyes glowed, so that their light 
sometimes flashed upward to me, as when the sun throws a dazzle from 
some bright object on the ground Her gestures were free, and strikingly 
impressive The whole woman was alive with a passionate intensity, 
which I now perceived to be the phase in which her beauty culminated 
Any passion would have become her well, and passionate love, perhaps, 
the best of all This was not love, but anger, largely intermixed with 
scorn Yet the idea strangely forced itself upon me, that there was a sort 
of familiarity between these two companions, necessarily the result of an 
intimate love, on Zenobia’s part, at least, in days gone by, but which 
had prolonged itself into as intimate a hatred, for all futurity As they 
passed among the trees, reckless as her movement was, she took good heed 
that even the hem of her garment should not brush against the stranger’s 
person I wondered whether there had always been a chasm, guarded so 
religiously, betwixt these two 

As for Westervelt, he was not a whit more waimed by Zenobia’s pas- 
sion than a salamander by the heat of its native furnace He would have 
been absolutely statuesque, save for a look of slight perplexity, tinctured 
strongly with derision It was a crisis in which his intellectual percep- 
tions could not altogether help him out He failed to comprehend, and 
cared but little for comprehending, why Zenobia should put herself into 
such a fume , but satisfied his mmd that it was all folly, and only another 
shape of a woman’s manifold absurdity, which men can never understand 
How many a woman’s evil fate has yoked her with a man like this > Na- 
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ture thrusts some of us into the world miserably incomplete on the emo- 
tional side, with hardly any sensibilities except what pertain to us as ani- 
mals No passion, save of the senses, no holy tendeiness, nor the delicacy 
that results from this Externally they bear a close resemblance to other 
men, and have perhaps all save the finest grace, but when a woman 
wrecks herself on such a being, she ultimately finds that the real woman- 
hood within her has no corresponding part in him Her deepest voice lacks 
a response, the deeper her cry, the more dead his silence The fault may 
be none of his, he cannot give her what never lived within his soul But 
the wretchedness on her side, and Uie moral deterioration attendant on a 
false and shallow life, wnthout strength enough to keep itself sw^cet, are 
among the most pitiable w'rongs that mortals suffer 

Now, as I looked dowm from my upper region at this man and woman, 
outwardly so fair a sight, and wandering like two lo\ers m the wood, 

I imagined that Zenobia, at an earlier period of youth, might ha\ c fallen 
into the misfortune above indicated And when her passionate woman- 
hood, as w^as inevitable, had discovered its mistake, here had ensued the 
character of eccentricity and defiance which distinguished the more pub- 
lic portion of her life 

Seeing how aptly matters had chanced thus far, I began to think it the 
design of fate to let me into all Zenobia’s secrets, and that therefore llic 
couple would sit down beneath my tree, and carry on a conversation 
which w’ould leave me nothing to inquire No doubt, however, had it so 
happened, I should have deemed myself honorably bound to warn them 
of a listener’s presence, by flinging dowm a handful of unripe grapes, or 
by sending an unearthly groan out of m3' hiding-place, as if this were one 
of the trees of Dante’s gliostl}' forest But real life never arranges itself 
exactly lilce a romance In the first place, the}' did not sit down at all 
Secondly, even while the}' passed beneath the tree, Zcnobia’s utterance 
was so hasty and broken, and Westervelt’s so cool and low', that I hardi}' 
could make out an mtelligible sentence on either side MTiat I seem to re- 
member, I yet suspect, may have been patched together, by my fanc}', in 
brooding over the matter aftei wards 

AVhy not fling the girl off,” said Westervelt, “and let her go?” 

She clung to me from the first,” replied Zenobia “I neitlier know' nor 
care what it is in me that so attaches her But she loves me, and I w'lll not 
fail her ” 

^^She will plague you, then,” said he, “in more ways than one ” 

The poor child 1 ” exclaimed Zenobia “She can do me neither good nor 
harm How should she?” 

I know not what reply Westervelt whispered, nor did Zenobia’s subse- 
quent exclamation give me any clew, except that it evidently inspired her 
with horror and disgust 

“With what kind of a being am I linked?” cried she “If my Creator 
carp aught for my soul, let him release me from this miserable bond ' ” 

“I did not think it weighed so heavily,” said her companion 
“Nevertheless,” answered Zenobia, “it will strangle me, at last’ ” 



And then I heard her utter a helpless sort of moan, a sound which, 
struggling out of the heart of a person of her pride and strength, affected 
me more than if she had made the wood dolorously vocal w'lth a thousand 
shrieks and w ails 

Other mysterious %vords, besides what are above written, they spoke to- 
gether, but I understood no more, and even question whether I fairly un- 
derstood so much as this By long brooding over our recollections, we 
subtilize them into something akin to imaginary stuff, and hardly capable 
of being distinguished fiom it In a few moments, they w’ere completely 
beyond ear-shot A breeze stirred after them, and awoke the leafy tongues 
of the surrounding trees, wdiich forthwith began to babble, as if innumer- 
able gossips had all at once got wind of Zenobia’s secret But, as the 
breeze grew stionger, its voice among the branches was as if it said, 
“Hush’ Hush’” and I resolved that to no mortal w’ould I disclose w’hat I 
had heard And, though there might be room for casuistry, such, I con- 
ceive, IS the most equitable rule m all similar conjunctures 


xni 

Zenobia’s Legend 

The illustrious Society of Blithedale, though it toiled in dowmright earn- 
est for the good of mankind, yet not unfrequently illuminated its labori- 
ous life wnth an afternoon or evening of pastime Picnics under the trees 
w'ere considerably m vogue, and, withm doors, fragmentary bits of theat- 
rical performance, such as single acts of tragedy or comedy, or dramatic 
proverbs and charades Zenobia, besides, was fond of giving us readings 
from Shakespeare, and often with the depth of tragic powder, oi breadth of 
comic effect, that made one feel it an intolerable wrong to the world that 
she did not at once go upon the stage Tableaux vivants were another of 
our occasional modes of amusement, m which scarlet shawls, old silken 
robes, ruffs, velvets, furs, and all kinds of miscellaneous trumpery con- 
verted our familiar companions into the people of a pictorial world We 
had been thus engaged on the evening after the incident narrated in the 
last chapter Several splendid works of art either arranged after engrav- 
ings from the old masters, or original illustrations of scenes in history or 
romance had been presented, and we were earnestly entreating Zenobia 
for more 

She stood, with a meditative air, holding a large piece of gauze, or some 
such ethereal stuff, as if considering what picture should next occupy the 
frame while at her feet lay a heap of many-colored garments, which her 
quick fancy and magic skill could so easily convert into gorgeous dra- 
peries for heroes and princesses 
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“I am getting weary of this,” said she, after a moment’s thought ‘‘Our 
own features, and our own figures and airs, show a little too intrusively 
through all the characteis we assume "We have so much familiarity with 
one another’s realities, that we cannot remove oursehes, at pleasure, into 
an imaginary sphere Let us have no more pictures to-night, but, to make 
you what poor amends I can, how' would 3^011 like to have me trump up a 
wild, spectial legend, on the spur of the moment^” 

Zenobia had the gift of telling a fanciful little story, off-hand, m a way 
that made it greatly more effective than it was usually found to be when 
she afterw^aids elaborated the same production wuth her pen Her pro- 
posal, therefore, was greeted with acclamation 

“Oh, a story, a story, by all means'” cried the young girls “No matter 
how marvellous, we will believe it, every word And let it be a ghost- 
story, if you please ” 

“No, not exactly a ghost-stor}’-,” answered Zenobia, “but something so 
nearly like it that you shall hardl}’- tell the difference And, Priscilla, stand 
you before me, wdiere I may look at 3'ou, and get my inspiration out of 
your eyes They are very deep and dreamy tonight ” 

I know not w'hether the following version of her stor3’' will retain any 
portion of its piistine character, but, as Zenobia told it wildl> and rap- 
idly, hesitating at no extravagance, and dashing at absurdities which I 
am too timorous to repeat, giving it the \ aried emphasis of her inimit- 
able voice, and the pictorial illustration of her mobile face, while through 
it all we caught the freshest aroma of the thoughts, as they came bubbling 
out of her mind, thus narrated, and thus heard, the legend seemed quite 
a remarkable affair I scarcely knew', at tlie time, wdiether she intended us 
to laugh or be more seriously impressed From beginning to end, it was 
undeniable nonsense, but not necessanl}^ the w orse for that 

THE SILVERY VEIL 

You have heard, my dear friends, of the Veiled Lad3x who grew' sud- 
denly so very famous, a few months ago And ha^e you never thought 
how remarkable it was that this marvellous creature should vanish, all at 
once, while her renown was on the increase, before tlie public had grown 
weary of her, and when the enigma of her character, instead of being 
solved, presented itself more mystically at every exhibition^ Her last ap- 
pearance, as you know, was before a crow'ded audience The next evening, 
although the bills had announced her, at the comer of every street, in 
red letters of a gigantic size, there was no Veiled Lady to be seen ' Now, 
listen to my simple little tale, and you shall hear the very latest incident 
in the known life (if life it may be called, which seemed to have no more 
reality than the candle-light image of one’s self which peeps at us outside 
of a dark window-pane) the life of this shadowy phenomenon 

A party of young gentlemen, you are to understand, were enj03'ing 
memselves, one afternoon, as young gentlemen are sometimes fond of 
doing, over a bottle or two of champagne, and, among othei ladies less 
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mystenoiiSj the subject of the Veiled Lady, as ^^as \ ery natural, liappened 
to come up before tlicm for discussion She rose, as it were, with the 
sparkling effer\ escence of their ^Mne and appeared in a more airj'- and 
fantastic light on account of the medium tlirough A\hich they saw hei 
They repeated to one another, bct\\cen jest and eamest, all the -wild 
stones that ^^ere in vogue, nor, I presume, did thej* hesitate to add any 
small circumstance that the imentue whim of the moment might sug- 
gest, 'to heighten the mar\ ellousness of their theme 
“But vhat an audacious repoit was tliat,” obseucd one, “which pre- 
tended to assert the identity of this strange creature with a young lady,’’ 
and here he mentioned her name, “the daughtci of one of oui most 
distinguished families'” 

“Ah, there is moie m that storj' than can well be accounted for,’’ re- 
marked another ‘ I have it on good authority, that the 3’’oung lady m 
question is invariably out of sight, and not to be traced, even by her owai 
family, at the hours when the Veiled Ladv’- is before the public, nor can 
an}’' satisfactory explanation be given of her disappearance And just look 
at the thing Her brother is a young fellow of spirit He cannot but be 
aware of these rumors in reference to his sister V'liy, then, does he not 
come forward to defend her character, unless he is conscious tliat an in- 
V estigation w ould only make the matter vv orse^” 

It is essential to the purposes of my legend to distinguish one of these 
young gentlemen from his companions, so, for the sake of a soft and 
pretty name (such as we of the literary sisterhood invariably bestow^ upon 
our heroes) , I deem it fit to call him Theodore 
“Pshaw'” exclaimed Theodore, “her brother is no such fool' Nobody, 
unless his brain be as full of bubliles as this wine, can seriously think of 
crediting that ridiculous rumor Why, if my senses did not play me false 
(wdiich never was the case yet) , I affirm that I saw" that very lady, last 
ev'emng, at the exhibition, while this veiled phenomenon was playing off 
her juggling tricks ' What can you say to that?” 

“Oh, it was a spectral illusion that you saw'” replied his friends, with 
a general laugh “The Veiled Lady is quite up to such a thing ” 

How’ever, as the above-mentioned fable could not hold its ground 
against Theodore’s dowmnght refutation, they went on to speak of otlier 
stories which the wold babble of the town had set afloat Some up- 
held that the veil covered the most beautiful countenance in the world , 
others, and certainly with more reason, considei mg the sex of the Veiled 
Lady, that the face was the most hideous and horrible, and that this was 
her sole motive for hiding it It was the face of a corpse, it was the head 
of a skeleton, it was a monstrous visage, with snaky locks, like Medusa’s, 
and one great red eye in the centre of the forehead Again, it was affirmed 
that there was no single and unchangeable set of features beneatli the 
veil, but that whosoever should be bold enough to lift it would behold the 
features of that person, in all the world, who was destined to be his fate, 
perhaps he would be greeted by the tender smile of the woman whom he 
loved, or, quite as probably, the deadly scowl of his bitterest enemy would 
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throw a blight over his life They quoted, moreover, this startling explan- 
ation of the whole affair that the magician vho exhibited the Veiled 
Lady and who, by the by, was the handsomest man in the vhole world 
had bartered his own soul for se\ en years’ possession of a familiar fiend, 
and that the last year of the contract was w caring towards its close 

If it were worth our while, I could keep you till an hour bej ond mid- 
night listening to a thousand such absurdities as these But finally our 
friend Theodore, who prided himself upon his common-sense, found the 
matter getting quite beyond his patience 

“I offer any wager you like,” cried he, setting down his gkws so forcibly 
as to break the stem of it, “that this very c\cnmg I find out the mystery 
of the V eiled Lady ' ” 

Young men, I am told, boggle at nothing over their wine, so, after a 
little more talk, a w'ager of considerable amount was actually laid, the 
mone}’’ staked, and Theodore left to choose his own method of settling the 
dispute 

How he managed it I know not, nor is it of any great importance to this 
veracious legend The most natural way, to be sure, was by bribing the 
door-keeper, or possibl}’’ he preferred clambering in at the window But, 
at any rate, that very evening, while the exhibition was going fotxvard m 
the hall, Theodore contrived to gam admittance into the pri\atc with- 
draw'ing-room whither the Veiled Lady was accustomed to retire at the 
close of her performances There he waited, listening, I suppose, to the 
stifled hum of the great audience, and no doubt he could distinguish the 
deep tones of the magician, causing the wonders that he wrought to ap- 
pear more dark and intricate, by his mystic pretence of an explanation 
Perhaps, too, in the intervals of the wild breezy music which accompan- 
ied the exhibition, he might hear the low \ oice of the Veiled Lady, con- 
veying her sibylline responses Finn as Theodore’s nerves„might be, and 
much as he prided himself on his sturdy perception of realities, I should 
not be surprised if his heart throbbed at a little more than its ordinary 
rate 

Theodore concealed himself behind a screen In due time, the perform- 
ance was brought to a close, and, whether the door w'as softly opened, or 
whether her bodiless presence came tlirough the wall, is more than I can 
say, but, all at once, without the young man’s knowing how it happened, 
a veiled figure stood in the centre of the room It was one thing to be in 
presence of this mystery in the hall of exhibition, w'here the w'arm, dense 
life of hundreds of other mortals kept up the beholder’s courage, and dis- 
tributed her influence among so many, it was another thing to be quite 
alone with her, and that, too, with a hostile, or, at least, an unauthorized 
and unjustifiable purpose I rather imagine that Theodore now began to 
be sensible of something more serious in his enterprise than he had been 
quite aware of while he sat with his boon-companions over their spariding 
wine 

Very strange, it must be confessed, was the movement with which the 
figure floated to and fro over the carpet, with the silvery veil covering her 
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from head to foot, so impalpable, so ethereal, so without substance, as the 
texture seemed, yet hiding her every outline m an impenetrability like 
that of midnight Surely, she did not -walk' She floated, and flitted, and 
ho\ered about the room, no sound of a footstep, no perceptible motion of 
a limb, it was as if a wondering breeze wafted her before it, at its ovm wild 
and gentle pleasure But, by and by, a purpose began to be discernible, 
throughout the seeming vagueness of her unrest She was m quest of 
something Could it be that a subtile presentiment had informed her of 
the young man’s presence? And if so, did the Veiled Lady seek or did she 
shun him? The doubt in Theodore’s mind vas speedily resolved, for, 
after a moment or two of these erratic fluttenngs, she advanced more de 
cidedly, and stood motionless before the screen 
“Thou art here ! ” said a soft, low voice “Come fortli, Theodore' ” 

Thus summoned by his name, Theodore, as a man of courage, had no 
choice He emerged from his concealment, and presented himself before 
the Veiled Lady, wuth the vune-flush, it may be, quite gone out of his 
cheeks 

“VTiat wouldst thou with me?” she inquired, witli the same gentle 
composure that was m her former utterance 

“Mj'Sterious creature,” replied Theodore, “I would know who and 
what you are! ” 

“My lips are forbidden to betray the secret,” said the Veiled Lady 
“At Avhatever risk, I must discover it,” rejoined Theodore 
“Then,” said the Mystery, “there is no way save to lift my veil ” 

And Theodore, partly recovering his audacity, stept forward on the in- 
stant, to do as the Veiled Lady had suggested But she floated backward 
to the opposite side of the room, as if the young man’s breath had pos 
sessed power enough to waft her away 

“Pause, one little instant,” said the soft, low voice, “and learn the con- 
ditions of what thou art so bold to undertake' Thou canst go hence, and 
think of me no more, or, at thy option, thou canst lift this mysterious 
veil, beneath which I am a sad and lonely prisoner, m a bondage which is 
worse to me than death But, before raising it, I entreat thee, in all maid- 
en modesty, to bend forward and impress a kiss where my breath stirs the 
veil, and my virgin lips shall come forward to meet thy lips, and from 
that instant, Theodore, thou shalt be mine, and I thine, with never more a 
veil between us And all the felicity of earth and of the future world shall 
be thine and mine together So much may a maiden say behind the veil 
If thou shnnkest from this, there is yet another way ” 

“And what is that?” asked Theodore 

“Dost thou hesitate,” said the Veiled Lady, “to pledge thyself to me, 
by meeting these lips of mine, while the veil yet hides my face? Has not 
thy heart recognized me? Dost thou come hither, not m holy faith, nor 
with a pure and generous purpose, but m scornful scepticism and idle curi- 
osity? Still, thou mayest lift the veil! But, from that instant, Theodore, I 
am doomed to be thy evil fate , nor wilt thou ever taste another breath of 
happiness!” 
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throw a blight over his life They quoted, moreover, this startling explan- 
ation of the whole affair that the magician who exhibited the Veiled 
Lady and who, by the by, was the handsomest man m the whole world 
had bartered his own soul for seven years’ possession of a familiar fiend, 
and that the last year of the contract was wearing towards its close 

If it were worth our while, I could keep you till an hour beyond mid- 
night listening to a thousand such absurdities as these But finally our 
friend Theodore, who prided himself upon his common-sense, found the 
matter getting quite beyond his patience 

‘T offer any wager you like,” cried he, setting down his glass so forcibly 
as to break the stem of it, “that this very evening I find out the mystery 
of the Veiled Lady > ” 

Young men, I am told, boggle at nothing over their wine, so, after a 
little more talk, a wager of considerable amount was actually laid, the 
money staked, and Theodore left to choose his own method of settling the 
dispute 

How he managed it I loiow not, nor is it of any great importance to this 
veracious legend The most natural way, to be sure, W’as by bribing the 
door-keeper, or possibly he preferred clambering in at the window But, 
at any rate, that very evening, while the exhibition was going fonvard in 
the hall, Theodore contrived to gam admittance into the private with- 
drawing-room whither the Veiled Lady was accustomed to retire at the 
close of her performances There he waited, listening, I suppose, to the 
stifled hum of the great audience, and no doubt he could distinguish the 
deep tones of the magician, causing the w’onders that he wrought to ap- 
pear more dark and intricate, by his mystic pretence of an explanation 
Perhaps, too, in the intervals of the wild breezy music which accompan- 
ied the exhibition, he might hear the low voice of the Veiled Lady, con- 
veying her sibylline responses Firm as Theodore’s nerves might be, and 
much as he prided himself on his sturdy perception of realities, I should 
not be surprised if his heart throbbed at a little more than its ordinary 
rate 

Theodore concealed himself behind a screen In due time, the perfoim- 
ance was brought to a close, and, whether the door was softly opened, or 
whether her bodiless presence came through the wall, is more than I can 
say, but, all at once, without the young man’s knowing how it happened, 
a veiled figure stood in the centre of the room It was one thmg to be in 
presence of this mystery in the hall of exhibition, where the warm, dense 
life of hundreds of other mortals kept up the beholder’s courage, and dis- 
tributed her influence among so many, it was another thmg to be quite 
alone with her, and that, too, with a hostile, or, at least, an unauthorized 
and unjustifiable purpose I rather imagine that Theodore now began to 
be sensible of something more serious in his enterprise than he had been 
quite aware of while he sat with his boon-companions over their sparkling 
Wine 

Very strange, it must be confessed, was the movement with which the 
ngure floated to and fro over the carpet, with the silvery veil covering her 
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from head to foot, so impalpable, so ethereal, so without substance, as the 
texture seemed, yet hiding her every outline in an impenetrability like 
that of midnight Surely, she did not walk ' She floated, and flitted, and 
hovered about the room, no sound of a footstep, no perceptible motion of 
a limb , it was as if a wondering breeze \vafted her before it, at its own wild 
and gentle pleasure But, by and by, a purpose began to be discernible, 
throughout the seeming vagueness of her unrest She was m quest of 
something Could it be that a subtile presentiment had informed her of 
the young man’s presence? And if so, did the Veiled Lady seek or did she 
shun him? The doubt in Theodore’s mind was speedily resolved, for, 
after a moment or two of these erratic flutterings, she advanced more de 
cidedly, and stood motionless before the screen 
“Thou art here ! ” said a soft, low voice “Come fortli, Theodore ' ” 

Thus summoned by his name, Theodore, as a man of courage, had no 
choice He emerged from his concealment, and presented himself before 
the Veiled Lady, with the wine-flush, it may be, quite gone out of his 
cheeks 

“WTiat wouldst thou with me?” she inquired, with the same gentle 
composure that w'as m her former utterance 

“Mysterious creature,” replied Theodore, “I would know who and 
what you are'” 

“My lips are forbidden to betray the secret,” said the Veiled Lady 
“At whatever risk, I must discover it,” rejoined Theodore 
“Then,” said the Mystery, “there is no way save to lift my veil ” 

And Theodore, partly recovering his audacity, stept forward on the in- 
stant, to do as the Veiled Lady had suggested But she floated backward 
to the opposite side of the room, as if the young man’s breath had pos 
sessed power enough to waft her away 

“Pause, one little instant,” said the soft, low voice, “and learn the com 
ditions of what thou art so bold to undertake' Thou canst go hence, and 
think of me no more, or, at thy option, thou canst lift this mysterious 
veil, beneath which I am a sad and lonely prisoner, in a bondage which is 
worse to me than death But, before raising it, I entreat thee, in all maid- 
en modesty, to bend forward and impress a kiss where my breath stirs the 
veil, and my virgin lips shall come forward to meet thy lips, and from 
that instant, Theodore, thou shalt be mine, and I thine, with never more a 
veil between us And all the felicity of earth and of the future world shall 
be thine and mine together So much may a maiden say behind the veil 
If thou shnnkest from this, there is yet another way ” 

“And what is that?” asked Theodore 

“Dost thou hesitate,” said the Veiled Lady, “to pledge thyself to me, 
by meeting these lips of mine, while the veil yet hides my face? Has not 
thy heart recognized me? Dost thou come hither, not in holy faith, nor 
with a pure and generous purpose, but in scornful scepticism and idle curi- 
osity? Still, thou mayest lift the veil' But, from that instant, Theodore, I 
am doomed to be thy evil fate, nor wilt thou ever taste another breath of 
happiness'” 
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There was a shade of inexpiessible sadness m the utterance of these last 
words But Theodoie, whose natural tendency was towards scepticism, 
felt himself almost injured and insulted by the Veiled Lady’s proposal 
that he should pledge himself, for life and eternity, to so questionable a 
creature as herself, or even that she should suggest an inconsequential 
kiss, taking into view the probability that her face was none of the most 
bewitching A delightful idea, truly, that he should salute the lips of a 
dead girl, or the jaws of a skeleton, or the grinning cavity of a monster’s 
mouth I Even should she prove a comely maiden enough in other respects, 
the odds were ten to one that her teeth were defective , a terrible draw- 
back on the delectableness of a kiss 

“Excuse me, fair lady,” said Theodore, and I think he nearly burst 
into a laugh, “if I prefer to lift the veil first, and for this affair of the 
kiss, we may decide upon it afterwards ” 

“Thou hast made thy choice,” said the sw’eet, sad voice behind the \ eil , 
and there seemed a tender but unresentful sense of ivrong done to w om- 
anhood by the young man’s contemptuous interpretation of her offer “I 
must not counsel thee to pause, although thy fate is still in thine own 
hand'” 

Grasping at the veil, he flung it upward,^ and caught a glimpse of a pale, 
lovely face beneath, just one momentary glimpse, and then the appari- 
tion vanished, and the silvery veil fluttered slowly dowm and lay upon the 
floor Theodore was alone Oui legend leaves him there His retribution 
was, to pine forever and ever for another sight of that dim, mournful face, 
which might have been his life-long household fireside joy, to desire, 
and waste life in a feverish quest, and never meet it more 

But what, in good sooth, had become of the Veiled Lady? Had all her 
existence been comprehended within that mysterious veil, and was she 
now annihilated? Or was she a spirit, with a heavenly essence, but which 
might have been tamed down to human bliss, had Theodore been bra\ e 
and true enough to claim her? Hearken, my sweet friends, and hearken, 
dear Priscilla, and you shall learn the little more that Zenobia can tell 
you 


Just at the moment, so far as can be ascertamed, w^hen the Veiled Lady 
vanished, a maiden, pale and shadowy, rose up amid a knot of visionary 
people, who were seeking for the better life She was so gentle and so sad, 
a nameless melancholy gave her such hold upon their sympathies, 
that they never thought of questioning whence she came She might have 
heretofore existed, or her thin substance might have been moulded out of 
air at the very instant when they first beheld her. It was all one to them, 
they took her to their hearts Among them was a lady, to w^hom, more 
than to all the rest, this pale, mysterious girl attached herself 

But one morning the lady was wandering in the woods, and there met 
her a figure in an Oriental robe, with a dark beard, and holding in his 
hand a silvery veil He motioned her to stay. Being a woman of some 
nerve, she did not shriek, nor run away, nor faint, as many ladies would 
have been apt to do, but stood quietly, and bade him speak The truth 



THE BLITHEDALE ROMANCE 5 °? 

w as, she had seen his face before, but had never feared it, although she 
knew him to be a terrible magician 

“Lady,” said he, with a warning gesture, “you are in peril i ” 

“Peiil ' ” she exclaimed “And of what nature?” 

“There is a certain maiden,” replied the magician, “who has come out 
of the realm of mysterj'^, and made herself your most intimate companion 
Now, the fates have so ordained it, that, whether by her own will or no, 
this stranger is your deadliest enemy In love, m worldly fortune, m all 
your pursuit of happiness, she is doomed to fling a blight over your pros- 
pects Theie is but one possibilit}^ of thvarting her disastrous influence ” 
“Then tell me that one method,” said the lady 

“Take this veil,” he answered, holding forth the silvery texture “It is a 
spell, It IS a powerful enchantment, wdiich I wrought for her sake, and be- 
neath which she was once my prisoner Throw it, at unaw'ares, over the 
head of this secret foe, stamp 3'our foot, and cr3’^, ‘Arise, hlagician ’ Here 
is the Veiled Lady > ’ and immediately I wnll rise up through the earth, and 
seize her, and from tliat moment you are safe' ” 

So the lad3'’ took the silvery veil, w'hich was like woven air, or like some 
substance airier than nothing, and that w'ould float upward and be lost 
among the clouds, were she once to let it go Returning homeward, she 
found the shadowy girl, amid the knot of visionary transcendentalists, 
w'ho w'ere still seeking for tlie better life She w^as j03^ous now', and had a 
rose-bloom in her cheeks, and was one of the prettiest creatures, and 
seemed one of the happiest, that the world could show' But the lady stole 
noiselessly behind her and threw' the veil over her head As the slight, 
ethereal texture sank inevitably dow'n over her figure, tlie poor giil strove 
to raise it, and met her dear friend’s e3'es w'lth one glance of mortal ter- - 
ror, and deep, deep 1 eproach It could not change her purpose 

“Arise, Magician'” she exclaimed, stamping her foot upon the earth 
“Here is the Veiled Lady ' ” 

At the word, uprose the bearded man m tlie Oriental robes, the beau- 
tiful, the dark magician, who had bartered aw'ay his soul ! He threw his 
arms around the Veiled Lady, and she w'as his bond-slave for evermore' 
Zenobia, all this while, had been holding the piece of gauze, and so 
managed it as greatly to increase the dramatic effect of the legend at those 
points where the magic veil was to be described Arriving at the catastro- 
phe, and uttering the fatal w'ords, she flung the gauze over Priscilla’s 
head , and for an instant her auditors held their breath, half expecting, I 
verily believe, that the magician would start up through the floor, and 
carry off our poor little friend, before our eyes 

As for Priscilla, she stood droopingly in the midst of us, making no at- 
tempt to remove the veil 

“How do you find yourself, my love?” said Zenobia, liftmg a corner of 
the gauze, and peeping beneath it, with a mischievous smile “Ah, the 
dear little soul' Why, she is really going to faint' Mr Coverdale, Mr 
Coverdale, pray bring a glass of water 1” 

Her nerves being none of the strongest, Priscilla hardly recovered her 
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equanimity durmg the rest of the evening This, to be sure, -^vas a great 
pit}*, but, nevertheless vre thought it a \ery bright idea of Zenobia's to 
bring her legend to so egectn e a conclusion 


XIV 


Eliots Pulpit 

Our Sundays at Blithedale vere not ordinarily kept xvith such rigid ob- 
ser\ ance as might have befitted the descendants of the Pilgrims, whose 
high enterprise, as we sometimes flattered ourselves, v.e had taken up and 
vere canyang it onward and aloft, to a point which they ne\er dreamed 
of attammg 

On that hallowed day, it is true, we rested from our labors Our oven, 
relieved from their week-day yoke roamed at large through the pasture, 
each yoke-fellow, however keeping close beside his mate, and continuing 
to acknowledge from the force of habit and sluggish s}*mpathy, the union 
which the taskmaster had imposed for his own hard ends As for us hu- 
man yoke-fellows, chosen companions of toO whose hoes had chnked to- 
gether throughout the week we wandered oh, in various directions, to en- 
joy our inteiwal of repose Some I belie\e, went de\outIy to the Village 
church. Others it may be ascended a city or a countr}’- pulpit, wearing 
the clerical robe with so much dignity that you would scarcely have sus- 
pected the yeoman s frock to ha\ e been flung off only since milking-time 
Others took long rambles among the rustic lanes and by-path? pausing to 
look at black old faiui-houses with their sloping roofs and at the mod- 
em cottage, so like a plaything that it seemed as if real joy or sorrow 
could ha\e no scope within and at the more pretending \Tlla with its 
range of wooden columns supporting the needless insolence of a great por- 
tico Some betook them'^elves into the wide dn>;ky bam and lay there for 
hours together on the odorous hay while the sunstreaks and the shadows 
strove together these to make the bam solemn those to make it cheer- 
ful and both were conquerors, and the swallows twittered a cheer}* an- 
them flashing into sight, or vanishmg as they darted to and fro among 
the golden mles of sunshine And others went a little way into the woods 
-iwxd inrew them=ielves on mother earth, pillowing their heads on a heap of 
moss, the green decay of an old log, and dropping asleep, the humble- 
bees and mosquitoes sung and buzzed about their ears, causing the slum- 
berers to twitch and start, without awaking, 

ith Hollingsworth Zenobia, Priscilla, and m}*self, it grew to be a cus- 
tom to spend the Sabbath afternoon at a certain rock. It was known to us 
under the name of Eliot's pulpit, from a tradition that the venerable 
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Apostle Eliot had preached there, two centuries gone by, to an Indian 
auditory. The old pine forest, tlirough whicli the Apostle’s voice was wont 
to sound, had fallen, an immemorial time ago But the soil, being of the 
rudest and most broken surface, had apparently never been brought 
under tillage, other growths, maple and beech and birch, had succeeded 
to the primeval trees, so that it was still as wild a tract of woodland as 
the great-great-great-great-grandson of one of Eliot’s Indians (had any 
such posterity been in existence) could have desired, for the site and shel- 
ter of his wigwam These after-growths, indeed, lose the stately solemnity 
of the original forest If left m due neglect, however, they run into an en- 
tanglement of softer wildness, among the rustling leaves of which the sun 
can scatter cheerfulness as it never could among the dark-browed pines 
The rock itself rose some twenty or thirty feet, a shattered granite 
bowlder, or heap of bowlders, with an irregular outline and many fissures, 
out of which sprang shrubs, bushes, and even trees, as if the scanty soil 
within those crevices were sweetei to their roots than any other earth At 
the base of the pulpit, the broken bowlders inclined towards each other, 
so as to form a shallow cave, within which our little party had sometimes 
found protection from a summer shower On the threshold, or just across 
It, grew a tuft of pale columbines, m their season, and violets, sad and 
shadowy recluses, such as Priscilla was when we first knew her, children 
of the sun, who had never seen their father, but dwelt among damp 
mosses, though not akin to them At the summit, the rock was overshad- 
owed by the canopy of a birch-tree which served as a sounding-board for 
the^)ulpit Beneath this shade (with my eyes of sense half shut, and those 
of the imagination widely opened) I used to see the holy Apostle of the 
Indians, with tlie sunlight flickering doivn upon him tlirough the leaves, 
and glorifying his figure as witli the half-perceptible glow of a transfig- 
uration 

I the more minutely describe the rock, and this little Sabbath solitude, 
because Hollingsworth, at our solicitation, often ascended Eliot’s pulpit, 
and not exactly preached, but talked to us, his few disciples, in a strain 
that rose and fell as naturally as the wind’s breath among the leaves of 
the birch-tree No other speech of man has ever moved me like some of 
those discourses It seemed most pitiful a positive calamity to the world 
that a treasury of golden thoughts should thus be scattered, by the lib- 
eral handful, down among us three, when a thousand hearers might have 
been the richer for them , and Hollingsworth the richer, likewise, by the 
sympathy of multitudes After speaking much or little, as might happen, 
he would descend from his gray pulpit, and generally fling himself at full 
length on the ground, face downward Meanwhile, we talked around him 
on such topics as were suggested by the discourse 

Since her interview with Westervelt, Zenobia’s continual inequalities ' 
of temper had been rather difficult for her friends to bear On the first 
Sunday after that incident, when Hollingsworth had clambered down 
from Eliot’s pulpit, she declaimed with great earnestness and passion, 
nothing short of anger, on the injustice which the world did to women. 
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and equally to itself, by not allowing them, in freedom and honor, and 
with the fullest welcome, tlieir natural utterance in public 

“It shall not always be so! ” cried she “If I live another year, I will lift 
up my own voice m behalf of woman’s w’lder liberty! ” 

She, peihaps, saw' me smile 

“What matter of ridicule do )'ou find in this, Miles Co\erdale?’’ c\- 
claimed Zenobia, w'lth a flash of anger in her eyes “That smile, permit me 
to say, malces me suspicious of a low' tone of feeling and shallow’ thought 
It IS my belief yes, and my prophecy, should I die before it happens 
that, w'hen my sex shall achieve its rights there wall be ten eloquent wom- 
en where there is now one eloquent man Thus far, no woman in the world 
has ever once spoken out her w'hole heart and her w'hole mind The mis- 
trust and disapproval of the vast bulk of society throttles us, as with two 
gigantic hands at our throats ' We mumble a few w'cak w ords, and leave a 
thousand better ones unsaid You let us w'rite a little, it is true, on a lim- 
ited range of subjects But the pen is not for woman Her power is too 
natural and immediate It is w'lth the living \ oice alone that she can com- 
pel the w'orld to recognize the light of her intellect and the depth of her 
heart’” 

Now, though I could not well say so to Zenobia, I had not smiled 
fiom any unw'orthy estimate of woman, or m denial of the claims which 
she IS beginning to put forth Yfliat amused and puzzled me was the fact, 
that women, however intellectually superior, so seldom disquiet them- 
selves about the rights or w'rongs of their sex, unless their ow n individual 
aftections chance to lie in idleness, or to be ill at ease They are not nat- 
ural leformers, but become such by tlie pressure of exceptional misfor- 
tune I could measure Zenobia’s inward trouble by the animosity with 
which she now took up the general quarrel of woman against man 

“I will give you leave, Zenobia,” replied I, “to fling your utmost scorn 
upon me, if you ever hear me utter a sentiment unfavorable to the w'ldest 
liberty which woman has yet dreamed of I W'ould give her all she asks, 
and add a great deal more, w'hich she w'lll not be the party to demand, 
but which men, if they were generous and w'lse, w'ould grant of their own 
free motion For instance, I should love dearly for the next thousand 
years, at least to have all government devolve into the hands of women 
I hate to be ruled by my oivn sex, it excites my jealousy, and wounds my 
pride It is the iron sway of bodily force which abases 05,-10 our compelled 
submission But how sweet the free-generous courtesy, with which 1 
would kneel before a woman-ruler ’ ” 

“Yes, if she were young and beautiful,” said Zenobia, laughing “But 
how if she were sixty, and a fright?” 

“Ah’ it IS you that rate womanhood low,” said I “But let me go on I 
' have never found it possible to suffer a bearded priest so near my heart 
and conscience as to do me any spiritual good I blush at the very 
thought’ Oh, m the better order of things, Heaven grant that the ministry 
of souls may be left m charge of women’ The gates of the Blessed City 
Will be thronged with the multitude that enter m, when that day comes’ 
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The task bcloncs to ^\oman God meant it for her He has endowed her 
with tlie rehmous ‘'Cntiment in its iilniost deptli and punt}, refined from 
tluit gro'^s, intellectual allo\ with which e\cr\ masculine theologisl sa\e 
only One, who mcreh veiled himself in mortal and masculine shape, but 
was, in truth, dninc has been prone to mingle it I ha\c always einied 
the Catholics their faith in that sweet, sacred Virgin Mother, who stands 
between them and the DciU, intercepting somewhat of his awful splen- 
dor but permitting his io\c to <;trcam upon the woi‘:hippcr more intelli- 
gibly to human comprehension Uirough the medium of a woman's tender- 
ness IIa\ c I not ‘^aid enough. Zenobia?” 

“I cannot think that this is true,” obscr\ed Priscilla, who had been gaz- 
ing at me with great disapproving e\es “ \nd I am sure I do not wisli it 
to be true’” 

‘‘Poor child*’’ exclaimed Zenobia, rather contemptuously “She is the 
t\pe of womanhood, such as man has spent ccntune<: m making it He is 
nc\ cr content unless he t<in degrade hinv^clf by stooping towards what he 
lo\es In denjang us our rights, he betrays even more blindness to his own 
interests than profligate disregard of ours!” 

“Is this true’’ asked Priscilla, with simplicity, turning to Holhngs- 
V orih “Is it all true, that IMr Coverdalc and Zenobia have been saying?” 

“Xo, Priscilla*’’ answered Hollingsworth, with his customary blunt- 
ness “They have neither of them spoken one true word yet ” 

‘ Do you despise woman’” said Zenobia “Ah, Hollingsworth, that 
w ould be most ungrateful * ” 

“Despise her? No*” cried Hollingsworth, lifting his great shaggy head 
and shaking it at us, while his eyes glowed almost fiercely “She is the 
most admirable handiwork of God, m her true place and character Her 
place IS at man’s side Ilei office, that of the sympathirer, the unreserved, 
unquestioning believer, the recognition, withheld m every other manner, 
but given, m pity, through woman’s heart, lest man should utterly lose 
faith m himself, the echo of God’s own voice, pronouncing, ‘It is well 
done* ’ All the separate action of w’oman is, and ever has been, and alwa3^s 
shall be, false, foolish, vain, destructive of her own best and holiest qual- 
ities, void of every good effect, and productive of intolerable mischiefs! 
]Man IS a wretch without w'oinan, but w'oman is a monster and, thank 
Heaven, an almost impossible and hitherto imaginary monster without 
man as her acknowledged principal * As true as I had once a mother wdiom 
I loved, were there any possible prospect of w'oinan’s taking the social 
stand v/hich some of them, poor, miserable, abortive creatures, wdio only 
dream of such things because they have missed w'oman’s peculiar hap- 
piness, or because nature made them really neither man nor w'oman? if 
theie were a chance of their attaining the end which these petticoated 
monstrosities have in view, I would call upon my owm sex to use its phys- 
ical force, that unmistakable evidence of sovereignty, to scourge them 
back within their proper bounds! But it will not be needful The heart of 
true womanhood knows where its owm sphere is, and never seeks to stray 
beyond it'” 



512 the works of HAWTHORNE 

Never was mortal blessed if blessing it were with a glance of such 
entire acquiescence and unquestioning faith, happy in its completeness, 
as our little Priscilla unconsciously bestowed on Hollingsworth She 
seemed to take the sentiment from his lips into her heart, and brood over 
it m perfect content The very woman whom he pictured the gentle 
parasite, the soft reflection of a more powerful existence sat there at his 
feet 

I looked at Zenobia, however, fully expecting her to resent as I felt, 
by the indignant ebullition of my own blood, that she ought this out- 
rageous affirmation of what struck me as the intensity of masculine ego- 
tism It centred everything m itself, and deprived woman of her very soul, 
her inexpressible and unfathomable all, to make it a mere incident m the 
great sum of man Hollingsworth had boldly uttered what he, and millions 
of despots like him, really felt Without intending it, he had disclosed the 
well-spring of all these troubled waters Now, if ever, it surely behooved 
Zenobia to be the champion of her sex 

But, to my surprise, and indignation too, she only looked humbled 
Some tears sparkled m her eyes, but they were wholly of grief, not anger 
‘‘Well, be it so,” was all she said “I, at least, have deep cause to think 
you right Let man be but manly and godlike, and woman is only too 
ready to become to him what you say' ” 

I smiled somewhat bitterly, it is true m contemplation of my own 
ill-luck How little did these two women care for me, who had freely con- 
ceded all their claims, and a great deal more, out of the fulness of my 
heart, while Hollingsworth, by some necromancy of his horrible injustice, 
seemed to have brought them both to his feet' 

“Women almost invariably behave thus,” thought I “What does the 
fact mean? Is it their nature? Or, is it, at last, the result oS ages of com- 
pelled degradation? And, in either case, will it be possible ever to redeem 
them?” 

An intuition now appeared to possess all the party, that, for this time, 
at least, there was no more to be said With one accord, we arose from the 
ground, and made our way through the tangled undergrowth towards one 
of those pleasant wood-paths that wound among the over-arching trees 
Some of the branches hung so low as partly to conceal the figures that 
went before from those who followed Priscilla had leaped up more light- 
ly than the rest of us, and ran along in advance, with as much airy activity 
of spirit as was typified in the motion of a bird, which chanced to be flit- 
ting from tree to tree, in the same direction as herself Never did she seem 
so happy as that afternoon She skipt, and could not help it, from very 
playfulness of heart 

Zenobia and Hollingsworth went next, m close contiguity, but not with 
arm in arm Now, just when they had passed the impending bough of a 
birch-tree, I plainly saw Zenobia take the hand of Hollingsworth in both 
her oivn, press it to her bosom, and let it fall again ' 

The gesture was sudden, and full of passion , the impulse had evidently 
taken her by surprise, it expressed all' Had Zenobia knelt before him, or 
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flung herself upon his breast, and gasped out, “I love you, Hollings- 
worth'” I could not have been more certain of what it meant They then 
walked onward, as before But, methought, as the declining sun threw 
Zenobia’s magnified shadow along the path, I beheld it tremulous, and 
the delicate stem of the flower which she wore m her hair was likewise re- 
sponsive to her agitation 

Priscilla through the medium of her eyes at least could not possibly 
have been aware of the gesture above described Yet, at that instant, I 
saw her droop The buoyancy, which just before had been so bird-hke, 
was utterly departed , the life seemed to pass out of her, and even the sub- 
stance of her figure to grow thin and gray I almost imagined her a shad- 
ow, fading gradually into the dimness of the wood Her pace became so 
slow that Hollingsworth and Zenobia passed by, and I, without hastening 
my footsteps, overtook her 

‘‘Come, Priscilla,” said I, looking her intently m the face, which was 
very pale and sorrowful, “we must malc^ haste after our friends* Do you 
feel suddenly ill? A moment ago, you flitted along so lightly that I was 
comparing you to a bird Now, on the contrary, it is as if you had a heavy 
heart, and very little strength to bear it with Pray take my arm ' ” 

“No,” said Priscilla, “I do not think it would help me It is my heart, 
as you say, that makes me heavy, and I know not why Just now, I felt 
very happy ” 

No doubt it was a kind of sacrilege m me to attempt to come within her 
maidenly mystery, but, as she appeared to be tossed aside by her othei 
friends, or carelessly let fall, like a flower which they had done with, I 
could not resist the impulse to take just one peep beneath her folded 
petals 

“Zenobia and yourself are dear friends of late,” I remarked “At first, 

that first evening when you came to us, she did not receive you quite 
so warmly as might have been wished ” 

“I remember it,” said Priscilla “No wonder she hesitated to love me, 
who was then a stranger to her, and a girl of no grace or beauty, she be- 
ing herself so beautiful' ” 

“But she loves you now, of course?” suggested I “And at this very in- 
stant you feel her to be your dearest friend?” 

“Why do you ask me that question?” exclaimed Priscilla, as if fright- 
ened at the scrutiny into her feelings which I compelled her to make “It 
somehow puts strange thoughts into my mind But I do love Zenobia 
dearly' If she only loves me half as well, I shall be happy' ” 

“How IS It possible to doubt that, Priscilla?” I rejoined “But observe 
how pleasantly and happily Zenobia and Hollingsworth are walking to- 
gether I call it a delightful spectacle It truly rejoices me that Hollings- 
worth has found so fit and affectionate a friend' So many people m the 
world mistrust him, so many disbelieve and ridicule, while hardly any 
'do him justice, or acknowledge him for the wonderful man he is, that it 
IS really a blessed thing for him to have won the sympathy of such a wom- 
an as Zenobia Any man might be proud of that Any man, even if he be 
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as great as Hollingsworth, might love so magnificent a woman How very 
beautiful Zenobia is' And Hollingsworth knows it, too ” 

Theie may have been some petty malioe in wdiat I said Generosity is a 
very fine thing, at a proper time and within due limits But it is an insuf- 
feiable bore to see one man engrossing every thought of all the women, 
and leaving his friend to shiver in outer seclusion, wuthout even the alter- 
native of solacing himself with w'hat the more fortunate individual has re- 
jected Yes, it w^as out of a foolish bitterness of heart that I had spoken 
“Go on before,” said Priscilla, abruptly, and with true feminine im- 
periousness, which heretofore I had nevei seen her exercise “It pleases me 
best to loiter along by myself I do not Avalk so fast as you ” 

With her hand, she made a little gesture of dismissal It provoked me, 
yet, on the whole, w^as the most bewitching thing that Priscilla had ever 
done I obeyed her, and strolled moodily homeward, wondering as I had 
wondered a thousand times already how Hollingsworth meant to dis- 
pose of these two hearts, which (plainly to my perception, and, as I could 
not but now suppose, to his) he had engrossed into his owm huge egotism 
There was likewise another subject hardly less fruitful of speculation 
In what attitude did Zenobia present herself to Hollingsworth? Was it in 
that of a free woman, with no mortgage on her affections nor claimant to 
her hand, but fully at liberty to surrender both, m exchange for tlie heart 
and hand which she apparently expected to receive? But w^as it a \ision 
that I had witnessed m the wood^ Was Westervelt a goblin? Were those 
words of passion and agony, wdiich Zenobia had uttered in my hearing, a 
mere stage declamation? Were tliey formed of a material lighter than 
common air? Or, supposing them to bear sterling weight, was it a perilous 
and dreadful wrong w'hich she was meditating tow'ards herself and Hol- 
lingsworth? 

Arriving nearly at the farm-house, I looked back over the long slope of 
pasture-land, and beheld them standing together, in the light of sunset, 
just on the spot where, according to the gossip of the Community, they 
meant to build their cottage Priscilla, alone and forgotten, was lingering 
in the shadow of the wood 


XV 

A Crisis 

Thus the summer was passing away, a summer of toil, of interest, of 
something that was not pleasure, but which went deep into my heart, and 
there became a rich experience I found myself looking forward to year5, 
if not to a lifetime, to be spent on the same system The Community were 
now beginning to form their permanent plans One of our purposes was to 
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erect a Phalanstery (as I think we called it, after Fourier, but the phrase- 
ology of those days is not very fresh in my remembrance), where the 
great and general family should have its abiding-place Individual mem- 
bers, too, who made it a point of religion to preserve the sanctity of an 
exclusive home, were selecting sites for their cottages, by the woodside, 01 
on the breezy swells, or in the sheltered nook of some little valley, accord- 
ing as their taste might lean towards snugness or tlie picturesque Alto- 
gether, by projecting our minds outward, we had imparted a show of nov- 
elty to existence, and contemplated it as hopefully as if the soil beneath 
our feet had not been fathom-deep with the dust of deluded generations, 
on every one of which, as on ourselves, the world had imposed itself as a 
hitherto unwedded bride 

Hollingsworth and myself had often discussed these prospects It was 
easy to perceive, however, that he spoke with little or no fei vor, but eithei 
as questioning the fulfilment of our anticipations, or, at any rate, with a 
quiet consciousness that it was no peisonal concern of his Shortly after 
the scene at Eliot’s pulpit, while he and I were repairing an old stone 
fence, I amused myself with sallying forward into the future time 

“Wdien we come to be old men,” I said, “they will call us uncles, or 
fathers, Father Hollingsworth and Uncle Coverdale, and we will look 
back cheerfully to these early days, and make a romantic story for the 
young people (and if a little more romantic than truth may wairant, it 
will be no harm) out of our severe trials and hardships In a century or 
two, we shall, every one of us, be mythical personages, or exceedingly pic- 
turesque and poetical ones, at all events They will have a great public 
hall, m which your portrait, and mine, and twenty other faces that are 
living now, shall be hung up , and as for me, I will be painted in my shirt- 
sleeves, and with the sleeves rolled up, to show my muscular development. 
What stories will be rife among them about our mighty strength'” con- 
tinued I, lifting a big stone and putting it into its place, “though our pos- 
terity will really be far stronger than ourselves, after several generations 
of a simple, natural, and active life What legends of Zenobia’s beauty, 
and Priscilla’s slender and shadowy grace, and those mysterious qualities 
which make her seem diaphanous with spiritual light In due course of 
ages, we must all figure heroically in an epic poem , and we will ourselves 

at least, I will bend unseen over the future poet, and lend him inspira- 
tion while he writes it ” 

“You seem,” said Hollingsworth, “to be trying how much nonsense you 
can pour out in a breath ” 

“I wish you would see fit to comprehend,” retorted I, “that the pro- 
foundest wisdom must be mingled with nine tenths of nonsense, else it is 
not worth the breath that utters it But I do long for the cottages to be 
built, that the creeping plants may begin to run over them, and the moss 
to gather on the walls, and the trees which we will set out to cover 
them with a breadth of shadow This spick-and-span novelty does not 
quite suit my taste It is time, too, for children to be born among us The 
first-born child is still to come And I shall never feel as if this were a 
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real, practical, as well as poetical system of human life, until somebody 
has sanctified it by death ” 

“A pretty occasion for martyrdom, truly! ” said Hollingsworth 
“As good as any other,” I replied “I wonder, Hollingsworth, who, of 
all these strong men, and fair women and maidens, is doomed the first to 
die Would it not be well, even before we have absolute need of it, to fix 
upon a spot for a cemetery? Let us choose tlie rudest, roughest, most un- 
cultivable spot, for Death’s garden-ground, and Death shall teach us to 
beautify it, grave by grave By our sw'cet, calm way of dying, and the airy 
elegance out of which we wall shape our funeral rites, and the cheerful al- 
legories which we wall model into tombstones, the final scene shall lose its 
terrors, so that hereafter it may be happiness to live, and bliss to die 
None of us must die young Yet, should Pro\ idence ordain it so, the event 
shall not be sorrowful, but affect us with a tender, delicious, only half- 
melancholy, and almost smiling pathos' ” 

“That IS to say,” muttered Hollingsworth, “you will die like a heathen, 
as you certainly live like one But, listen to me, Coverdale Your fantastic 
anticipations make me discern all the more forcibly what a wretched, un- 
substantial scheme is this, on which we have wasted a precious summer of 
our lives Do you seriously imagine that any such realities as you, and 
many others here, have dreamed of, wall ever be brought to pass?” 

“Certainly, I do,” said I “Of course, when the reality comes, it will 
wear the every-day, commonplace, dusty, and rather homclj garb, tliat 
reality always does put on But, setting aside the ideal charm, I hold that 
our highest anticipations have a solid footing on common-sense ” 

“You only half believe what you say,” rejoined Hollingsworth, “and as 
for me, I neither have faith in your dream, nor would care the xalue of 
this pebble for its realization, w'cre that possible And what more do you 
want of it? It has given you a theme for poetry Let that content you 
But now I ask you to be, at last, a man of sobriety and earnestness, and 
aid me in an enterprise w'hich is worth all our strength, and the strength 
of a thousand mightier than w^e ” 

There can be no need of giving in detail the conversation that ensued 
It IS enough to say that Hollingsworth once more brought forward his 
rigid and unconquerable idea, a scheme for the reformation of the 
wicked by methods moral, intellectual, and industrial, by the sympathy 
of pure, humble, and yet exalted minds, and by opening to his pupils the 
possibility of a worthier life than that which had become their fate It 
appeared, unless he over-estimated his own means, that Hollingsw'orth 
held it at his choice (and he did so choose) to obtain possession of the 
very ground on which we had planted our Community, and w'hich had not 
yet been made irrevocably ours, by purchase It was just the foundation 
that he desired Our beginnings might readily be adapted to his great end 
The arrangements already completed would work quietly into his sys- 
tem So plausible looked his theory, and, more than that, so practical, 
such an air of reasonableness had he, by patient thought, thrown over it, 
each segment of it was contrived to dovetail into all the rest with such 
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a complicated applicability, and so ready was he with a response for every 
objection, that, really, so far as logic and argument went, he had the mat- 
ter all his own way 

“But,” said I, “whence can you, having no means of your own, derive ’ 
the enormous capital which is essential to this experiment? State Street, I 
imagine, would not draw its purse-strings very liberally in aid of such a 
speculation ” 

“I have the funds as much, at least, as is needed for a commence- 
ment at command,” he answered “They can be produced within a 
month, if necessary ” 

My thoughts reverted to Zenobia It could only be her wealth which 
Hollingsworth was appropriating so lavishly And on what conditions 
was it to be had? Did she fling it into the scheme with the uncalculatmg 
generosity that characterizes a woman when it is her impulse to be gen- 
erous at all? And did she fling herself along with it? But Hollingsworth 
did not volunteer an explanation 

“And have you no regrets,” I inquired, “m overthrowing this fair sys- 
tem of our new life, which has been planned so deeply, and is now begin- 
ning to flourish so hopefully around us? How beautiful it is, and, so far 
as we can yet see, how practicable' The ages have waited for us, and 
here we are, the very first that have essayed to carry on our mortal exist- 
ence in love and mutual help' Hollingsworth, I would be loath to take 
the rum of this enterprise upon my conscience ” 

“Then let it rest wholly upon mine'” he answered, knitting his black 
brows “I see through the system It is full of defects, irremediable and 
damning ones' from first to last, there is nothing else' I grasp it m my 
hand, and find no substance whatever There is not human nature in it ” 
“Why are you so secret in your operations?” I asked “God forbid that 
I should accuse you of intentional wrong, but the besetting sm of a phil- 
anthropist, it appears to me, is apt to be a moral obliquity His sense of 
honor ceases to be the sense of other honorable men At some point of his 
course I know not exactly when or where he is tempted to palter with 
the right, and can scarcely forbear persuading himself that the import- 
ance of his public ends renders it allowable to throw aside his private 
conscience Oh my dear friend, beware this error' If you meditate the 
overthrow of this establishment, call together our companions, state your 
design, support it with all your eloquence, but allow them an opportunity 
of defending themselves ” 

“It does not suit me,” said Hollingsworth “Nor is it my duty to do so ” 
“I think it IS,” replied I 

Hollingsworth frowned, not in passion, but, like fate, inexorably 
“I will not argue the point,” said he “What I desire to know of you is, 
and you can tell me in one word, whether I am to look for your co- 
operation m this great scheme of good? Take it up with me' Be my 
brother in it' It offers you (what you have told me, over and over again, 
that you most need) a purpose in life, worthy of the extremest self- 
devotion, worthy of martyrdom, should God so order it' In this view, I 
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present it to you You can greatly benefit mankind Your peculiar facul- 
ties, as I shall direct them, are capable of being so wrought into this 
enterprise that not one of them need lie idle Stiikc hands uitli me, and 
from this moment you shall never again feel the languor and vague 
wretchedness of an indolent or half-occupied man There may be no more 
aimless beauty in your life, but, in its stead, there shall be strength, 
courage, immitigable will, everything that a manly and generous nature 
should desire' We shall succeed' We shall have done our best for this 
miserable world, and happiness (which never comes but mcidcnlally) 
will come to us unaw ares ” 

It seemed his intention to say no more But, after he had quite broken 
off, his deep eyes filled w'lth tears, and he held out both his hands to me 
“Coverdale,” he murmured, “there is not the man in this wide world 
whom I can love as I could 3 011 Do not foisake me' ” 

As I look back upon this scene, through the coldness and dimness of so 
many yeais, there is still a sensation as if Hollingsworth had caught hold 
of my heart, and w'ere pulling it towards him with an almost irresistible 
force It IS a mystei}'- to me how I v ithstood it But, m truth, I saw m his 
scheme of philanthiopy nothing but what was odious A loathsomeness 
that was to be foiever m my daily woik' A great black ugliness of sm, 
which he proposed to collect out of a thousand human hearts, and that 
we should spend our lives in an experiment of transmuting it into virtue' 
Had I but touched his extended hand, Hollingsworth’s magnetism would 
perhaps have penetrated me with his own conception of all these matters 
But I stood aloof I fortified myself with doubts whether his strength of 
purpose had not been too gigantic for his integrity, impelling him to 
trample on considerations that should have been paramount to every 
other 

“Is Zenobia to take a part in your enterprise^” I asked 
“She is,” said Hollingsworth 

“She' the beautiful' the gorgeous'” I exclaimed “And how have 
you prevailed with such a w'oman to work in this squalid element'^” 
“Thiough no base methods, as you seem to suspect,” he answered, 
“but by addressing whatever is best and noblest in her ” 

Holhngsw^orth was looking on the ground But, as he often did so, 
generally, indeed, in his habitual moods of thought, I could not judge 
whether it was from any special unwillingness now to meet m3'’ eyes What 
it was that dictated my next question, I cannot precisely say Neverthe- 
less, it rose so inevitably into my mouth, and, as it were, asked itself so 
involuntarily, that there must needs hav'e been an aptness in it 
“What is to become of Priscilla?” 

Hollingsworth looked at me fiercely, and with glowing eyes He could 
not have shown any other kind of expression than that, had he meant to 
strike me with a sword 

“Why do you bring in the names of these women?” said he, after a mo- 
ment of pregnant silence “What have they to do with the proposal which 
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I make you? I must have your ans^^er! Will you devote yourself, and 
sacrifice all to this great end, and be my friend of friends forever?” 

“In Heaven’s name, Hollings\\orth,” cried I, getting angry, and glad 
to be angry, because so only vas it possible to oppose his tremendous 
concentratu eness and indomitable \\ill, “cannot you conceive that a man 
may vish veil to tlie woild, and struggle for its good, on some other plan 
than precisel}^ that vhich you have laid dovTi? And vnll you cast off a 
friend for no unvvorthiness, but merely because he stands upon his right 
as an individual being, and looks at matters through his ovu optics, in- 
stead of yours?” 

“Be with me,” said Holhngsvvortli, “or be against me' There is no 
third choice for you ” 

“Take tins, then, as my decision,” I answered “I doubt the wisdom of 
your scheme Furthermoie, I greatty fear that the methods by w’hich 3^11 
allow yourself to pursue it are such as cannot stand the scrutiny of an un- 
biased conscience ” 

“And you will not join me?” 

“No'” 

I nev'er said the word and certainly can never have it to say here- 
after tliat cost me a thousandth part so hard an effort as did that one 
syllable The heart-pang was not mcrety figurative, but an absolute tor- 
ture of the breast I was gazing steadfastl}’’ at Hollingsw'orth It seemed to 
me that it struck him, too, like a bullet A ghastly paleness always so 
terrific on a sw'arthy face overspread his features There was a convul- 
siv^e movement of his throat, as if he w^ere forcing dowTi some words that 
struggled and fought for utterance Whether words of anger, or words of 
grief, I cannot tell, although many and many a time I have vainly toi- 
mented myself with conjecturing which of the tw^o they were One other 
appeal to my friendship, such as once, already, Hollingsw^orth had 
made, taking me in the revulsion that followed a strenuous exercise of 
opposing will, would completely have subdued me But he left the mat 
ter there 

“Well'” said he 

And that was all! I should have been thankful for one word more, even 
had it shot me through the heart, as mine did him But he did not speak 
it, and, after a few moments, with one accord, we set to work again, re- 
pairing the stone fence Hollingsworth, I observed, wrought like a Titan, 
and, for my own part, I lifted stones which at this day or, in a calmer 
mood, at that one I should no more have thought it possible to stir than 
to caiiy off the gates of Gaza on my back. 
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Leave-Takings 

A FEW days after the tragic passage-at-arms between Hollingsworth and 
me, I appeared at the dinner-table actually dressed in a coat, instead of 
my customary blouse, with a satin cravat, too, a white vest, and several 
other things that made me seem stiange and outlandish to myself As for 
my companions, this unwonted spectacle caused a great stir upon the 
wooden benches that bordered either side of our homely board 

“What’s in the wind now. Miles?” asked one of them “Are you de- 
serting us?” 

“Yes, for a week or two,” said I “It strikes me that my health de- 
mands a little relaxation of labor, and a short visit to the sea-side, during 
the dog-days ” 

“You look like it' ” grumbled Silas Foster, not greatly pleased wuth the 
idea of losing an efficient laborer before the stress of the season was well 
over “Now, here’s a pietty fellow' His shoulders have broadened a mat- 
ter of SIX inches, since he came among us, he can do his day’s work, if he 
likes, with any man or ox on the farm, and yet he talks about going to 
the sea-shore for his health' Well, well, old woman,” added he to his 
wife'", “let me have a plateful of that pork and cabbage ' I begin to feel in 
a very weakly way When the others have had tlieir turn, you and I will 
take a jaunt to Newport or Saratoga' ” 

“Well, but, Mr Foster,” said I, “you must allow me to take a little 
breath ” 

“Breath'” retorted the old yeoman “Your lungs have the play of a 
pair of blacksmith’s bellows already What on earth do you w^ant more? 
But go along' I understand the business We shall never see your face 
here again Here ends the reformation of the world, so far as Miles Cover- 
dale has a hand in it ' ” 

“By no means,” I replied “I am resolute to die m the last ditch, for 
the good of the cause ” 

“Die in a ditch'” muttered gruff Silas, wuth genuine Yankee intoler- 
ance of any intermission of toil, except on Sunday, the Fourth of July, 
the autumnal cattle-show, Thanksgiving, or the annual Fast, “die m a 
ditch' I believe, in my conscience, you would, if there were no steadier 
means than your own labor to keep you out of it' ” 

The truth was, that an intolerable discontent and irksomeness had 
come over me Blithedale was no longer what it had been Everything 
was suddenly faded The sunburnt and and aspect of our woods and pas- 
tures, beneath the August sky, did but imperfectly symbolize the lack of 
dew and moisture, that, since yesterday, as it were, had blighted my fields 
of thought, and penetrated to the innermost and shadiest of my contem- 
plative recesses The change will be recognized by many, who, after a 
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period of happiness, have endeavored to go on with the same kind of life, 
in the same scene, m spite of the alteration or withdrawal of some prin- 
cipal circumstance They discover (what heretofore, perhaps, they had 
not known) that it was this which gave the bright color and vivid reality 
to the whole affair 

I stood on other terms than before, not only with Hollingsworth, but 
with Zenobia and Priscilla As regarded the two latter, it was that dream- 
like and miserable sort of change that denies you the privilege to com- 
plain, because you can assert no positive injury, nor lay your finger on 
anything tangible It is a matter which you do not see, but feel, and 
which, when you try to analyze it, seems to lose its very existence, and 
resolve itself into a sickly humor of your own Your understanding, pos- 
sibly, may put faith m this denial But your heart will not so easily rest 
satisfied It incessantly remonstrates, though, most of the time, in a bass- 
note, which you do not separately distinguish , but, now and then, with a 
sharp cry, importunate to be heard, and resolute to claim belief “Things 
are not as they were'” it keeps saying “You shall not impose on me' I 
will never be quiet' I will throb painfully' I will be heavy, and desolate, 
and shiver with cold' For I, your deep heart, know when to be miserable, 
as once I knew when to be happy' All is changed for us' You are beloved 
no more'” And were my life to be spent over again, I would invariably 
lend my ear to this Cassandra of the inward depths, however clamorous 
the music and the merriment of a more superficial region 

My outbreak with Hollingsworth, though never definitely known to 
our associates, had really an effect upon the moral atmosphere of the 
Community It was incidental to the closeness of relationship into which 
we had brought ourselves, that an unfriendly state of feeling could not 
occur between any two members without the whole society being more or 
less commoted and made uncomfortable thereby This species of nervous 
sympathy (though a pretty characteristic enough, sentimentally consid- 
ered, and apparently betokening an actual bond of love among us) was 
yet found rather inconvenient m its practical operation, mortal tempers 
being so infirm and variable as they are If one of us happened to give 
his neighbor a box on the ear, the tingle was immediately felt on the same 
side of everybody’s head Thus, even on the supposition that we were far 
less quarrelsome than the rest of the world, a great deal of time was 
necessarily wasted in rubbing our ears 

Musing on all these matters, I felt an inexpressible longing for at least 
a temporary novelty I thought of going across the Rocky Mountains, or 
to Europe, or up the Nile, of offering myself a volunteer on the Exploring 
Expedition, of talcing a ramble of years, no matter m what direction, 
and coming back on the other side of the world Then, should the col- 
onists of Blithedale have established their enterprise. on a permanent 
basis, 1 might fling aside my pilgrim staff and dusty shoon, and rest as 
peacefully here as elsewhere Or, m case Hollingsworth should occupy 
the ground with his School of Reform, as he now purposed, I might plead 
earthly guilt enough, by that time, to give me what I was inclined to 
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think the only trustworthy hold on his affections Meanwhile, before de- 
ciding on any ultimate plan, I determined to remove myself to a little 
distance, and take an exterior view of what \ve had all been about 

In truth, it was dizzy work, amid such fermentation of opinions as was 
going on in the general brain of the Community It was a kind of Bedlam, 
for the time being, although out of the very thoughts that were wildest 
and most destructive might grow a wusdom, holy, calm, and pure, and 
that should incarnate itself with the substance of a noble and happy life 
But, as matters now were, I felt myself (and, having a decided tendency 
towards the actual, I never liked to feel it) getting quite out of my reck- 
oning, with legard to the existing state of tlie wmrld I was beginning to 
lose the sense of w'hat land of a w'orld it W'as, among innumerable schemes 
of w'hat it might or ought to be It was impossible, situated as we were, 
not to imbibe the idea that everything in nature and human existence was 
fluid, or fast becoming so, that the crust of the earth in many places was 
broken, and its wdiole surface portentously upheaving, that it was a day 
of crisis, and that we ourselves were in the critical vortex Our great globe 
floated in the atmosphere of infinite space like an unsubstantial bubble 
No sagacious man wall long retain his sagacitj^ if he lue exclusively 
among reformers and progressive people, without periodically returning 
into the settled system of things, to correct himself by a nen observ'ation 
from that old stand-point 

It was now time for me, therefore, to go and hold a little talk with the 
conservatives, the WTiters of “The North American Review,’’ the mer- 
chants, the politicians, the Cambridge men, and all those respectable old 
blockheads, who still, m this intangibility and mistiness of affairs, kept a 
death-grip on one or tw'o ideas w'hich had not come into vogue since yes- 
terday morning 

The brethren took leave of me wuth cordial kindness and as for the 
sisterhood, I had serious thoughts of kissing them all round, but forbore 
to do so, because, in all such general salutations, the penance is fully 
equal to the pleasure So I kissed none of tliem , and nobody, to say tlie 
truth, seemed to expect it 

“Do you wish me,” I said to Zenobia, “to announce m town, and at 
the watering-places, your purpose to deliver a course of lectures on the 
rights of women?” 

“Women possess no rights,” said Zenobia, wuth a half-melancholy 
smile, “or, at all events, only little girls and grandmothers wmuld have the 
force to exercise them ” 

She gave me her hand freel}'- and kindly, and looked at me, I thought, 
with a pitying expression in her eyes, nor was there any settled light of 
joy m them on her own behalf, but a troubled and passionate flame, 
flickermg and fitful 

“I regret, on the whole, that you are leaving us,” she said, “and all 
the more, since I feel that this phase of our life is finished, and can never 
be lived over again Do you loiow, Mr Coverdale, that I have been sev- 
eral times on the point of making you my confidant, for lack of a better 
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and wiser one? But you are too young to be my father confessor, and 
you would not thank me for treating you like one of those good little 
handmaidens who share the bosom secrets of a tragedy-queen ’’ 

“I would, at least, be loyal and faithful,” answered I, “and would 
counsel you with an honest purpose, if not wisely ” 

“Yes,” said Zenobia, “you would be only too wise, too honest Hon- 
esty and wisdom are such a delightful pastime, at another person’s ex- 
pense'” 

“Ah, Zenobia,” I exclaimed, “if you would but let me speak' ” 

“By no means,” she replied, “especially when you have just resumed 
the whole series of social conventionalisms, together with that strait- 
bodied coat I would as lief open my heait to a lawyer or a clergyman' 
No, no, Mr Coverdale, if I choose a counsellor, m the present aspect of 
my affairs, it must be either an angel or a madman , and I rather appre- 
hend that the latter would be likeliest of the two to speak the fitting 
word It needs a wild steersman when we voyage through chaos! The 
anchor is up, farewell I ” 

Priscilla, as soon as dinner was over, had betaken herself into a corner, 
and set to work on a little purse As I approached her, she let her eyes 
rest on me with a calm, serious look, for, with all her delicacy of nerves, 
there was a singular self-possession m Priscilla, and her sensibilities 
seemed to lie sheltered from ordinary commotion, like the water in a deep 
well 

“Will you give me that purse, Priscilla,” said I, “as a parting keep- 
sake?” 

“Yes,” she answered, “if you will wait till it is finished ” 

“I must not wait, even for that,” I replied “Shall I find you here, on 
my return?” 

“I never wish to go away,” said she 

“I have sometimes thought,” observed I, smiling, “that you, Priscilla, 
are a little prophetess, or, at least, that you have spiritual intimations 
respecting matters which are dark to us grosser people If that be l;he 
case, I should like to ask you what is about to happen, for I am torment- 
ed with a strong foreboding that, were I to return even so soon as to- 
morrow morning, I should find everything changed Have you any im- 
pressions of this nature?” 

“Ah, no,” said Priscilla, looking at me, apprehensively “If any such 
misfortune is coming, the shadow has not reached me yet Heaven for- 
bid ! I should be glad if there might never be any change, but one sum- 
mer follow another , and all just like this ” 

“No summer ever came back, and no two summers ever were alike,” 
said I, with a degree of Orphic wisdom that astonished myself “Times 
change, and people change , and if our hearts do not change as readily, so 
much the worse for us Good-by, Priscilla' ” 

I gave her hand a pressure, which, I think, she neither resisted nor re- 
timed Priscilla’s heart was deep, but of small compass, it had room but 
for a very few dearest ones, among whom she never reckoned me 
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On the doorstep I met Hollingsworth I had a momentary impulse to 
hold out my hand, or at least, to give a parting nod, but resisted both 
"When a real and strong affection has come to an end, it is not well to 
mock the sacred past with any show of those commonplace civilities that 
belong to ordinary intercourse Being dead henceforth to him, and he to 
me, there could be no propriety in our chilling one another with the touch 
of two corpse-like hands, or playing at looks of courtesy with eyes that 
were impenetrable beneath the glaze and the film We passed, therefore, 
as if mutually invisible 

I can nowise explain what sort of whim, prank, or perversity it was, 
that, after all these leave-takings, induced me to go to the pigsty, and 
take leave of the swine I There they lay, buried as deeply among the 
straw as they could burrow, four huge black grunters, the very symbols 
of slothful ease and sensual comfort They were asleep, drawing short 
and heavy breaths, which heaved their big sides up and down Unclosing 
their eyes, however, at my approach, they looked dimly forth at the 
outer world, and simultaneously uttered a gentle grunt, not putting 
themselves to the trouble of an additional breath for that particular pur- 
pose, but grunting with their ordinary inhalation They were involved, 
and almost stifled and buried alive, m their ovm corporeal substance The 
very unreadiness and oppression wherewith these greasy citizens gained 
breath enough to keep their life-machinery in sluggish movement, ap- 
peared to make them only the more sensible of the ponderous and fat 
satisfaction of their existence Peeping at me, an instant, out of their 
small, red, hardly perceptible eyes, they dropt asleep again, yet not so 
far asleep but that their unctuous bliss was still present to them, betwixt 
dream and reality 

“You must come back m season to eat part of a spare-nb,” said Silas 
Foster, giving my hand a mighty squeeze “I shall have these fat fellow's 
hanging up by the heels, heads downw'ard, pretty soon, I tell you ' ” 

“0 cruel Silas, what a horrible idea'” cried I “All the rest of us, men, 
women, and live-stock, save only these four porkers, are bedevilled with 
one grief or another, they alone are happy, and you mean to cut their 
throats and eat them' It would be more for the general comfort to let 
them eat us, and bitter and sour morsels we should be' ” 


XVII 

The Hotel 

Arriving in town (where my bachelor-rooms, long before this time, had 
received some other occupant), I established myself, for a day or two, m 
a certain respectable hotel It was situated somewhat aloof from my for- 
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mer track in life , my present mood inclining me to avoid most of my old 
companions, from whom I v as noiv sundered by other interests, and who 
would have been likely enough to amuse themselves at the expense of the 
amateur v orkingman The hotel-keeper put me into a back room of the 
third story of his spacious establishment The day vas lovering, vith 
occasional gusts of ram, and an ugly-tempered east-wind, which seemed 
to come right off the chill and melancholy sea, hardly mitigated by 
sweeping o\ er the roofs, and amalgamating itself with the dusky element 
of city smoke All the effeminacj'- of past days had returned upon me at 
once Summer as it still vas, I ordered a coal-fire in the rusty grate, and 
vas glad to find m3fself growing a little too varm with an artificial tem- 
perature 

j\Iy sensations vere those of a traveller, long sojourning m remote re- 
gions, and at length sitting down again amid customs once familiar 
There vas a neiraess and an oldness oddly combining themsehes into 
one impression It made me acutely sensible how strange a piece of 
mosaic-vork had latelj^ been wrought into my life True, if you look at it 
in one v ay, it had been only a summer in the country But, considered in 
a profounder relation, it vas part of another age, a different state of so- 
ciety, a segment of an existence peculiar m its aims and methods, a leaf 
of some mysterious volume interpolated into tlie current history which 
time vas vriting off At one moment, the very circumstances now sur- 
rounding me ni}'’ coal-fire, and the dingy room m the bustling hotel 
appeared far off and intangible , the next instant Bhthedale looked vague, 
as if it were at a distance both in time and space, and so shadowy tliat a 
question might be raised whether the whole affair had been anything more 
than the thoughts of a speculative man I had never before experienced a 
mood that so robbed the actual world of its solidity It nevertheless m- 
xmlved a charm, on which a devoted epicure of my own emotions I re- 
solved to pause, and enjoy the moral sillabub until quite dissolved away. 

Whatever had been my taste for solitude and natural scenery, yet the 
thick, foggy, stifled element of cities, the entangled life of many men to- 
gether, sordid as it was, and empty of the beautiful, took quite as strenu- 
ous a hold upon my mind I felt as if there could never be enough of it 
Each characteristic sound was too suggestive to be passed over unno- 
ticed Beneath and around me, I heard the stir of the hotel, the loud 
voices of guests, landlord, or bar-keeper, steps echoing on the staircase, 
the ringing of a bell, announcing arrivals or departures, the porter lum- 
bering past my door with baggage, which he thumped down upon the 
floors of neighboring chambers, the lighter feet of chambermaids scud- 
ding along the passages, it is ridiculous to think what an interest they 
had for me' From the street came the tumult of the pavements, pervad- 
ing the whole house with a continual uproar, so broad and deep that only 
an unaccustomed ear would dwell upon it A company of the city soldiery, 
with a full military band, marched in front of the hotel, invisible to me, 
but stirringly audible both by its foot-tramp and the clangor of its in- 
struments Once or twice all the city bells jangled together, announcing a 
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fire, which brought out the engme-mcn and their machines, like an army 
with Its artillery rushing to battle Hour by hour the clocks in many 
steeples responded one to another In some public hall, not a great "way 
off, there seemed to be an exhibition of a mechanical diorama, for three 
times during the day occurred a repetition of obstreperous music, wind- 
ing up with the rattle of imitative cannon and musketry, and a huge final 
explosion Then ensued the applause of the spectators, with clap of hands 
and thump of sticks, and the energetic pounding of their heels All this 
was just as valuable, m its w^ay, as tlie sighing of the bree/e among the 
birch-trees that overshadowed Eliot’s pulpit 

Yet I felt a hesitation about plunging into this muddy tide of human 
activity and pastime It suited me better, for the present, to linger on the 
brink, or hover in the air above it So I spent the first day, and the great- 
er part of tlie second, m the laziest manner possible, in a rocking-chair, 
inhaling the fragrance of a series of cigars, with my legs and slippered 
feet horizontally disposed, and in my hand a novel purchased of a rail- 
road bibhopohst The gradual waste of ni}'’ cigar accomplished itself with 
an easy and gentle expenditure of brcaOi IMy book w as of the dullest, yet 
had a sort of sluggish flow', like Oiat of a stream in which 3'our boat is as 
often aground as afloat Had there been a more impetuous rush, a more 
absorbmg passion of the narratue, I should the sooner have struggled 
out of its uneasy current, and have given myself up to the swell and sub- 
sidence of my thoughts But, as it w'as, the toipid life of the book served 
as an unobtrusive accompaniment to the life wathin me and about me At 
intervals, how'ever, when its effect grew' a little too soporific, not for ray 
patience, but for the possibility of keeping my eyes open, I bestirred 
myself, started from the rocking-chair, and looked out of the window. 

A gray sky, the W'eathercock of a steeple, that rose beyond the oppo- 
site range of buildings, pointing fiom the eastward, a sprinkle of small, 
spiteful-looking ram-drops on the window-pane In that ebb-tide of my 
energies, had I thought of venturing abroad, these tokens would have 
checked the abortive purpose 

After several such visits to the wundow', I found myself getting pretty 
w'ell acquainted wuth that little portion of the backside of the universe 
which it presented to my view Over against the hotel and its adjacent 
houses, at the distance of forty or fifty yards, was the rear of a lange of 
buildings, which appeared to be spacious, modern, and calculated for 
fashionable residences The interval betw'een w'as apportioned into grass- 
plots, and here and theie an apology for a garden, pertaining severally to 
these dwellings There W'ere apple-trees, and pear and peach-trees, too, the 
fruit on which looked singularly large, luxuriant, and abundant, as w'ell 
it might, in a situation so W'arm and sheltered, and w'here the soil had 
doubtless been enriched to a more than natural fertility In tw'o or three 
places grape-vines clambered upon trellises, and bore clusters already 
purple, and promising the richness of Malta or Madeira m their ripened 
juice The blighting winds of our rigid climate could not molest these 
trees and vines, the sunshine, though descending late into tins area, and 
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too earijf intercepted by the height of the surrounding houses, yet lay 
tropicall)'’ there, even ^^hen less than temperate in every other region 
Dreary as vas the day, the scene ^Yas illuminated by not a few sparrows 
and other birds, nhich spread their wings, and flitted and fluttered, and 
alighted now here, now there, and busily sciatched their food out of the 
wormy earth jMost of these wunged people seemed to have their domicile 
in a lobust and healthy buttonwood-tree It aspired upward, high above 
the roof of the houses, and spread a dense head of foliage half across the 
area 

Theie W’as a cat as there invariably is in such places W'ho evidently 
thought herself entitled to the privileges of forest-life in this close heart 
of city conventionalisms I watched her creeping along the low, flat roofs 
of the offices, descending a flight of w'ooden steps, gliding among the 
grass, and besieging the buttonwood-tree, with murderous purpose against 
its feathered citizens But, after all, they w'ere birds of city breeding, and 
doubtless knew how to guard themselves against the peculiar penis of 
their position 

Bew’itching to my fancj’' are all those nooks and crannies, wffiere Nature, 
like a stray partridge, hides her head among the long-established haunts 
of men' It is likewise to be remarked, as a general rule, that there is far 
more of the picturesque, more tiuth to native and characteristic ten- 
dencies, and vastly greater suggestiveness m the back view of a residence, 
whether in town or country, than in its front The latter is always arti- 
ficial , it IS meant for the world’s eye, and is therefore a veil and a con- 
cealment Realities keep in the rear, and put forward an advance-guard 
of show' and humbug The posterior aspect of any old farmhouse, behind 
w'hich a railroad has unexpectedly been opened, is so different from that 
looking upon tlie immemorial highway, that the spectator gets new ideas 
of rural life and individuality in the puff 01 two of steam-breath which 
shoots him past the premises In a city, the distinction between what is of- 
fered to the public and W'hat is kept for the family is certainly not less 
striking 

But, to return to my window, at the back of the hotel Together with a 
due contemplation of the fruit-trees, the grape-vines, the buttonwood- 
tree, the cat, the birds, and many other particulars, I failed not to study 
the low of fashionable dwellings to wfliich all these appertained Here, it 
must be confessed, there was a general sameness From the upper story to 
the fust floor, they were so much alike, that I could only conceive of the 
inhabitants as cut out on one identical pattern, like little wooden toy- 
people of German manufacture One long, united roof, with its thousands 
of slates glittering in the ram, extended over the whole After the distinct- 
ness of separate characters, to which I had recently been accustomed, it 
perplexed and annoyed me not to be able to resolve this combination of 
human interests into well-defined elements It seemed hardly worth while 
for more than one of those families to be m existence, since they all had* 
the same glimpse of the sky, all looked into the same area, all received 
just their equal share of sunshine through the front windows, and all lis- 
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tened to precisely the same noises of the street on ^\hlch they boarded 
Men are so much alike m their nature, that they grow intolerable unless 
varied by then circumstances 

Just about this time, a waiter entered my room The truth was, I had 
rung the bell and ordered a sherry-cobbler 

“Can you tell me,” I inquired, “w'hat families reside in any of those 
houses opposite?” 

“The one right opposite is a rather stylish boarding-house,” said the 
waiter “Two of the gentlemen-boarders keep horses at the stable of our 
establishment They do things in very good style, sir, the people that live 
there ” 

I might have found out neaily as much for myself, on examining the 
house a little more closely In one of the upper chambers I saw a young 
man in a dressing gown, standing before the glass and brushing his hair, 
for a quarter of an hour together He then spent an equal space of time in 
the elaborate arrangement of his cravat, and finally made his appearance 
m a dress-coat, w^hich I suspected to be newly come from the tailor’s, and 
now first put on for a dinner-party At a window of the next story below, 
two children, prettily dressed, were looking out By and by, a middle-aged 
gentleman came softly behind them, kissed the little girl, and playfully 
pulled the little boy’s ear It was a papa, no doubt, just come in from his 
counting-room or office, and anon appeared mamma, stealing as softly 
behind papa as he had stolen behind the children, and laying her hand on 
his shoulder, to surprise him Then followed a kiss between papa and 
mamma, but a noiseless one, for the children did not turn their heads 

“1 bless God for these good folks*” thought I to myself “I have not 
seen a prettier bit of nature, m all my summer in tlie country, than they 
have shown me here, m a rather stylish boarding-house I w'lll pay them a 
little more attention by and by 

On the first floor, an iron balustrade ran along in front of the tall and 
spacious window's, evidently belonging to a back draw'ing-room, and, far 
into the interior, through the arch of the sliding-doors, I could discern a 
gleam from the w'lndow's of the front apartment There were no signs of 
present occupancy in this suite of rooms, the curtains being enveloped m 
a protective covering, w'hich allow'ed but a small portion of their crimson 
material to be seen But two house-maids w'ere industriously at work, so 
that there was good prospect that the boarding-house might not long suf- 
fer from the absence of its most expensive and profitable guests INIean- 
while, until they should appear, I cast my eyes dowmw'ard to the lower re- 
gions There, in the dusk that so early settles into such places, I saw the 
red glow of the kitchen-range The hot cook, or one of her subordinates, 
with a ladle in her hand, came to draw a cool breath at the back door As 
soon as she disappeared, an Irish man-servant, in a white jacket, crept 
slyly forth, and threw away the fragments of a china dish, which, unques- 
tionably, he had just broken Soon afterwards, a lady, showily dressed, 
with a curling front of what must have been false hair, and reddish-brown, 
I suppose, in hue, though my remoteness allowed me only to guess at 
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such particulars, this respectable mistress of the boarding-house made a 
momentary transit across the kitchen-wmdow, and appeared no more It 
was her final, copiprehensive glance, m order to make sure that soup, fish, 
and flesh were in a proper state of readiness, befoie the serving up of 
dinner 

There was nothing else worth noticing about the house, unless it be that 
on the peak of one of the dormer-windows which opened out of the roof 
sat a dove, looking very dreary and forlorn, insomuch that I wondered 
why she chose to sit there, m the chilly ram, while her kindred were 
doubtless nestling in a warm and comfortable dove-cote All at once, this 
dove spread her wings, and, launching herself m the air, came flying so 
straight across the intervening space that I fully expected her to alight 
directly on my wmdow-sill In the latter part of her course, howevei , she 
swerved aside, flew upward, and vanished, as did, likewise, the slight, fan- 
tastic pathos with which I had invested her. 


xvni 

The Boarding-House 

The next day, as soon as I thought of looking again towards the opposite 
house, there sat the dove again, on the peak of the same dormer-window i 
It was by no means an early hour, for, the preceding evening, I had ul- 
timately mustered enterprise enough to visit the theatre, had gone late to 
bed, and slept beyond all limit, m my remoteness from Silas Foster’s 
awakening horn Dreams had tormented me throughout the night The 
tram of thoughts which, for months past, had worn a track through my 
mind, and to escape which was one of my chief objects m leaving Blithe- 
dale, kept treading remorselessly to and fro m their old footsteps, while 
slumber left me impotent to regulate them It was not till I had quitted 
my three friends that they first began to encroach upon my dreams In 
those of the last night, Hollingsworth and Zenobia, standing on either 
side of my bed, had bent across it to exchange a kiss of passion Priscilla, 
beholding this, for she seemed to be peeping m at the chamber-window, 
had melted gradually away, and left only the sadness of her expression 
m my heart There it still lingered, after I awoke, one of those unreason- 
able sadnesses that you know not how to deal with, because it involves 
nothing for common-sense to clutch 

It was a gray and dripping forenoon, gloomy enough in town, and still 
gloomier m the haunts to which my recollections persisted m transporting 
me For, in spite of my efforts to think of something else, I thought how 
the gusty ram was drifting over the slopes and valleys of our farm, hov/ 
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wet must be the foliage that overshadowed the pulpit-roch, how cheer- 
less, m such a day, my hermitage, the trce-sohtude of my owl-hke hu- 
mors, m the vine-enciicled heait of the tall pine! It was a phase of 
homesickness I had wrenched myself too suddenly out of an accustomed 
sphere There was no choice, now, but to bear the pang of whatever heart- 
strings were snapt asunder, and that illusive toiment (like the ache of a 
limb long ago cut off) by which a past mode of life prolongs itself into the 
succeeding one I was full of idle and shapeless regrets 1 he thought im- 
pressed Itself upon me that I had left duties unperformed With the pow- 
er, perhaps, to act imtlic place of destiny and a\ert misfortune from m> 
friends, I had resigned them to their fate That cold tcndcnc} , between in- 
stinct and intellect, which made me pry with a speculative interest into 
people’s passions and impulses, appeared to have gone far towards un- 
humanizing my heart 

But a man cannot always decide for himself whether his own heart is 
cold or w'arm It now impresses me that, if I erred at all m regard to Hol- 
lingsworth, Zenobia, and Priscilla, it was through too much sympathy, 
rather than too little 

To escape the irksomeness of these meditations, I resumed my post at 
the w’lndow' At first sight, there was nothing new to be noticed The gen- 
eral aspect of affairs w’as the same as yesterday, except that the more de- 
cided inclemency of to-day had driven the sparrows to shelter, and kept 
the cat within doors, W’hence, however, she soon emerged, pursued by the 
cook, and wath what looked like the better half of a roast chicken in her 
mouth The young man in the dress-coat was inMsiblc, the two children, 
in the story below, seemed to be romping about the room, under the su- 
perintendence of a nurser 3 ^-maid The damask curtains of the drawing- 
room, on the first floor, were now fully displaj^ed, festooned gracefully 
from top to bottom of the w'lndows, which extended from the ceiling to 
the carpet A narrower window’, at the left of the draw ing-room, gave light 
to what was probably a small boudoir, W'lthm wdiich I caught the faintest 
imaginable glimpse of a girl’s figure, m airy draperj’ Her arm was m regu- 
lar movement, as if she w’eie busy with her German worsted, or some 
other such pretty and unprofitable handiwork 

While intent upon making out this girlish shape, I became sensible that 
a figure had appeared at one of the windows of the drawing-room There 
was a presentiment m my mind, or perhaps my first glance, imperfect 
and sidelong as it w’as, had sufficed to convey subtile information of the 
truth At any rate, it was wath no positive surprise, but as if I had all along 
expected the incident, that, directing my eyes thitherward, I beheld like 
a full-length picture, m the space between the heavy festoons of the wan- 
dow-curtains no other than Zenobia' At the same instant, m}'’ thoughts 
made sure of the identity of the figure in the boudoir It could only be 
Priscilla 

Zenobia was attired, not in the almost rustic costume which she had 
heretofore worn, but in a fashionable morning-dress There was, never- 
theless, one familiar point She had, as usual, a flower in her hair, brilliant 
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and of a rare variety, else it had not been Zenobia After a brief pause at 
the window, she turned away, exemplifying, in the few steps that removed 
her out of sight, that noble and beautiful motion which characterized her 
as much as any other personal charm Not one "woman in a thousand could 
move so admirably as Zenobia Many women can sit gracefully, some can 
stand gracefully, and a few, perhaps, can assume a series of graceful posi« 
tions But natural movement is the result and expression of the whole be- 
ing, and cannot be W'ell and nobly performed unless responsive to some- 
tlimg m the character I often used to think that music light and airy, 
wild and passionate, or the full harmony of stately marches, in accord- 
ance wnth her varying mood should have attended Zenobia’s footsteps 

I w'aited for her reappearance It w'as one peculiarity, distinguishing 
Zenobia from most of her sex, that she needed for her moral well-being, 
and never w'ould forego, a large amount of physical exercise At Bhthe- 
dale, no inclemency of sky or muddiness of earth had ever impeded her 
daily walks Here, in towm, she probably preferred to tread the extent of 
the two drawing-rooms, and measure out the miles by spaces of forty feet, 
rather than bedraggle her skirts over the sloppy pavements Accordingly, 
in about the time requisite to pass through the arch of the sliding-doors to 
the front wnndow, and to return upon her steps, there she stood again, be- 
tween the festoons of the crimson curtains But another personage W’as 
now added to the scene Behind Zenobia appeared that face w'hich I had 
first encountered in the w'ood-path, the man who had passed, side by side 
wnth her, in such mysterious familiarity and estrangement, beneath my 
vme-curtained hermitage m the tall pine-tree It was Westervelt And 
though he w'as looking closely over her shoulder, it still seemed to me, as 
on the former occasion, that Zenobia repelled him, that perchance, they 
mutually repelled each other, by some incompatibility of their spheres 

This impression, however, might have been altogether the result of 
fancy and prejudice in me The distance was so great as to obliterate any 
play of feature by which I might otherwise have been made a partaker of 
their counsels 

There now needed only Hollingsw'orth and old Moodie to complete the 
knot of characters, whom a real intricacy of events, greatly assisted by 
my method of insulating them from other relations, had kept so long upon 
my mental stage, as actors in a drama In itself, perhaps, it was no very 
remarkable event that they should thus come across me, at the moment 
when I imagined myself free Zenobia, as I well knew, had retained an es 
tablishment in town, and had not unfrequently withdrawn herself from 
Bhthedale during brief intervals, on one of which occasions she had taken 
Priscilla along with her Nevertheless, there seemed sometliing fatal m the 
coincidence that had borne me to this one spot, of all others in a great city, 
and transfixed me there, and compelled me again to waste my already 
wearied sympathies on affairs which were none of mine, and persons who 
cared little for me It irritated my nerves, it affected me with a kind of 
heart-sickness After the effort which it cost me to fling them off, after 
consummating my escape, as I thought, from these goblins of flesh and 
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•wet must be the foliage that overshadowed the pulpit-rock, how cheer- 
less, m such a day, my hermitage, the tree-solitude of my oul-liKe hu- 
mors, in the vine-encircled heait of the tall pine! It was a phase of 
homesickness I had wrenched myself too suddenly out of an accustomed 
sphere There was no choice, now, but to bear the pang of whatever heart- 
strings were snapt asunder, and that illusive toiment (like the ache of a 
limb long ago cut off) by which a past mode of life prolongs itself into the 
succeeding one I w^as full of idle and shapeless regrets The thought im- 
pressed Itself upon me that I had left duties unperformed W.th the pow- 
er, perhaps, to act imthe place of destiny and avert misfortune from my 
friends, I had resigned them to their fate That cold tendency, between in- 
stinct and intellect, which made me pry with a speculative interest into 
people’s passions and impulses, appeared to ha\e gone far towards un- 
humanizing my heart 

But a man cannot ahvays decide for himself whether his own heart is 
cold or warm It now impresses me that, if I erred at all in regard to Hol- 
lingsworth, Zenobia, and Priscilla, it was through too much sympathy, 
rather than too little 

To escape the irksomeness of these meditations, I resumed my post at 
the w'lndow^ At first sight, there was nothing new’ to be noticed The gen- 
eral aspect of affairs was the same as yesterday, except that the more de- 
cided inclemency of to-day had drixen the sparrows to shelter, and kept 
the cat W'lthin doors, w’hence, how'cver, she soon emerged, pursued by the 
cook, and with w'hat looked like the better half of a roast chicken in her 
mouth The young man in the dress-coat was invisible, the two children, 
in the story below, seemed to be romping about the room, under the su- 
perintendence of a nursery-maid The damask curtains of the drawing- 
room, on the first floor, w’ere now’ fully displa^’cd, festooned gracefully 
from top to bottom of the window’s, w’hich extended from the ceding to 
the carpet A narrower w'lndow’, at the left of the draw ing-room, gave light 
to what was probably a small boudoir, within w’hich I caught the faintest 
imaginable glimpse of a girl’s figure, in airy drapery Her arm w as in regu- 
lar movement, as if she W’eie busy wath her German worsted, or some 
other such pretty and unprofitable handiwork 

While intent upon making out this girlish shape, I became sensible that 
a figure had appeared at one of the wandows of the drawing-room There 
was a presentiment in my mind, or perhaps my first glance, imperfect 
and sidelong as it W’as, had sufficed to convey subtile infoimation of the 
truth At any rate, it was with no positive surprise, but as if I had all along 
expected the incident, that, directing my eyes thitherw’ard, I beheld like 
a full-length picture, in the space betw’een the heavy festoons of the win- 
dow-curtains no other than Zenobia' At the same instant, my tlioughts 
made sure of the identity of the figure in the boudoir It could only be 
Priscilla 

Zenobia was attired, not m the almost rustic costume which she had 
heretofore worn, but in a fashionable morning-dress There W’as, never- 
theless, one familiar point She had, as usual, a flower in her hair, brilliant 
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and of a lare variet}'’, else it had not been Zenobia After a brief pause at 
the \Mndow, she turned away, e\emplif3ung, in the few steps that removed 
her out of sight, that noble and beautiful motion ^\hlch characterized her 
as much as anj’’ other personal charm Not one voman in a thousand could 
move so admirably as Zenobia J^Iany %\omen can sit gracefully, some can 
stand gracefully, and a few, perhaps, can assume a senes of graceful posi- 
tions But natural mo\ement is the result and expression of the vhole be- 
ing, and cannot be well and nobly performed unless response e to some- 
thing in the character I often used to think that music light and airy, 
■v\nld and passionate, oi the full harmony of stately marches, in accord- 
ance ^Mth her varjnng mood should have attended Zenobia’s footsteps 

I waited for her reappearance It was one peculiarity, distinguishing 
Zenobia from most of her sex, that she needed for her moral well-being, 
and never vould forego, a large amount of physical exercise At Blithe- 
dale, no inclemency of sky or muddiness of earth had ever impeded her 
daily walks Here, in tovn, she probably preferred to tread the extent of 
the tv o drawing-rooms, and measure out the miles by spaces of forty feet, 
rather than bedraggle her skirts o\er the sloppy pavements Accordingly, 
in about the time requisite to pass through the arch of the sliding-doors to 
the front window, and to return upon her steps, there she stood again, be- 
tween the festoons of the crimson curtains But another personage vas 
now added to the scene Behind Zenobia appeared that face vhich I had 
first encountered in the vood-path, the man who had passed, side by side 
W’lth her, in such mysterious familiarity and estrangement, beneath my 
vine-curtained hermitage in the tall pine-tree It was Westervelt And 
though he was looking closely over her shoulder, it still seemed to me, as 
on the former occasion, that Zenobia repelled him, that perchance, they 
mutually repelled each other, by some incompatibility of their spheres 

This impression, however, might have been altogethei the result of 
fancy and prejudice in me The distance xvas so great as to obliterate any 
play of feature by which I might otherwise have been made a partaker of 
their counsels 

There now needed only Hollingsworth and old Moodie to complete the 
knot of characters, whom a real intricacy of events, greatly assisted by 
my method of insulating them from other relations, had kept so long upon 
my mental stage, as actors in a drama In itself, perhaps, it was no very 
remarkable event that they should thus come across me, at the moment 
when I imagined myself free Zenobia, as I well knew, had retained an es- 
tablishment in town, and had not unfrequently withdrawn herself from 
Bhthedale during brief intervals, on one of which occasions she had taken 
Priscilla along with her Nevertheless, there seemed something fatal in the 
coincidence that had borne me to this one spot, of all others in a great city, 
and transfixed me there, and compelled me again to waste my already 
wearied sympathies on affairs which were none of mine, and persons who 
cared little for me It irritated my nerves, it affected me with a kind of 
heart-sickness After the effort which it cost me to fling them off,- after 
consummating my escape, as I thought, from these goblins of flesh and 
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blood, and pausing to revive myself with a breath or two of an atmosphere 
in which they should have no share, it was a positive despair, to find the 
same figures arraying themselves before me, and presenting their old 
problem m a shape that made it more insoluble than ever 

I began to long for a catastrophe If the noble temper of Hollings- 
worth’s soul were doomed to be utterly corrupted by the too powerful 
purpose which had grown out of what was noblest m him, if the rich and 
generous qualities of Zenobia’s womanhood might not save her , if Pris- 
cilla must perish by her tenderness and faith, so simple and so devout, 
then be it so' Let it all come' As for me, I would look on, as it seemed my 
part to do, understanding^, if my intellect could fathom the meaning and 
the moral, and, at all events, reverently and sadly The curtain fallen, I 
would pass onward with my poor individual life, which was now atten- 
uated of much of its proper substance, and diffused among many alien 
inteiests 

Meanwhile, Zenobia and her companion had retreated from the wm- 
dow Then followed an interval, during which I directed my eyes towards 
the figure m the boudoir Most certainly it was Priscilla, although dressed 
with a novel and fanciful elegance The vague perception of it, as viewed 
so far off, impressed me as if she had suddenly passed out of a chrysalis 
state and put forth wings Her hands "were not now m motion She had 
dropt her work, and sat with her head throvm back, m the same attitude 
that I had seen several times before, when she seemed to be listening to 
an imperfectly distinguished sound 

Again the two figures m the drawing-room became visible They were 
now a little withdrawn from the window, face to face, and, as I could see 
by Zenobia’s emphatic gestures, were discussing some subject in ■which 
she, at least, felt a passionate concern By and by she broke away, and 
vanished beyond my ken Westervelt approached the window, and leaned 
his forehead against a pane of glass, displaying the sort of smile on his 
handsome features which, when I before met him, had let me into the se- 
cret of his gold-bordered teeth Every human being, when given over to 
the Devil, is sure to have the wizaid mark upon him, in one form or an- 
other I fancied that this smile, with its peculiar revelation, was the Dev- 
il’s signet on the Professor 

This man, as I had soon reason to know, was endowed with a cat-like 
circumspection , and though precisely the most unspiritual quality m the 
world, it was almost as effective as spiritual insight in making him ac- 
quainted with whatever it suited him to discover He now proved it, con- 
1 siderably to my discomfiture, by detecting and recognizing me, at my post 
' of observation Perhaps I ought to have blushed at being caught m such 
an evident scrutiny of Professor Westervelt and his affairs Perhaps I did 
blush Be that as it might, I retained presence of mind enough not to 
make my position yet more irksome, by the poltroonery of drawing back 

Westervelt looked into the depths of the drawing-room, and beckoned 
Immediately afterwards Zenobia appeared at the window, with color 
much heightened, and eyes which, as my conscience whispered me, were 
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snooting bright arrows, barbed wnth scorn, across the inteivenmg space, 
directed full at m)'- sensibilities as a gentleman If the truth must be told, 
far as her flight-shot was, those arrows hit the mark She signified her rec- 
ognition of me by a gesture w^ith her head and hand, comprising at once a 
salutation and dismissal The next moment, she administered one of those 
pitiless lebukes winch a woman always has at hand, ready for any offence 
(and which she so seldom spares on due occasion), by letting dowm a 
white linen cui tain betw^een the festoons of the damask ones It fell like 
the drop-curtain of a theatre, in the interval betw^een the acts 

Priscilla had disappeared from the boudoir But the dove still kept her 
desolate perch on the peak of the attic-wmdow 


XIX 

Zenobia’s Dr/Uving-Room 

The remainder of the day, so far as I was concerned, was spent m medn 
tating on these recent incidents I contrived, and alternately rejected, in- 
numerable methods of accounting foi the presence of Zenobia and Pris- 
cilla, and the connection of Westervelt wnth both It must be owned, too, 
that I had a keen, revengeful sense of the insult inflicted by Zenobia’s 
scornful recognition, and moie particularly b)’’ her letting down the cur- 
tain, as if such w^eie the proper bairier to be interposed betw^een a char- 
acter like hers and a perceptive faculty lilce mine For, was mine a mere 
vulgar curiosity? Zenobia should have known me better than to suppose 
it She should have been able to appieciate that quality of the intellect 
and the heart which impelled me (often against my owm will, and to the 
detriment of my owm comfort) to live m other lives, and to endeavor by 
generous sympathies, by delicate intuitions, by taking note of tilings too 
slight for record, and by bringing my human spirit into manifold accord- 
ance with the companions whom God assigned me to learn the secret 
w'hich was hidden even from themselves 

Of all possible observers, methought a woman like Zenobia and a man 
lilce Hollingsworth should have selected me And now when the event has 
long been past, I retain the same opinion of my fitness for the office True, 
I might have condemned them Had I been judge as well as witness, my 
sentence might have been stern as that of destiny itself But, still, no tiait 
of original nobility of character, no struggle against temptation, no iron 
necessity of will, on the one hand, nor extenuating circumstance to be de- 
rived from passion and despair, on the other, no remorse that might co- 
exist with error, even if powerless to prevent it, no proud lepentance 
that should claim retribution as a meed, would go unappreciated True, 
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again, I might give my full assent to the punishment which was sure to 
follow But it would be given mournfully, and with undimmished love 
And, after all was finished, I would come, as if to gather up the white 
ashes of those who had perished at the stalce, and to tell the world the 
wrong being now atoned for how much had perished there which it had 
never yet known how to praise 

I sat m my rocking-chair, too far withdrawn from the window to expose 
myself to another rebuke like that already inflicted My eyes still wan- 
dered towards the opposite house, but without effecting any new discov- 
eries Late m the afternoon, the weather-cock on the church-spire indi- 
cated a change of wind , the sun shone dimly out as if the golden wine of 
its beams were mingled half-and-half with w’ater Nevertheless, they 
kindled up the whole range of edifices, threw a glow over the windows, 
glistened on the wet roofs, and, slow'ly withdraw'ing upw'ard, perched upon 
the chimney-tops, thence they took a higher flight, and lingered an in- 
stant on the tip of the spire, making it the final point of more cheerful 
light in the whole sombre scene The next moment, it was all gone The 
twilight fell into the area like a shower of dusky snow, and before it was 
quite dark, the gong of the hotel summoned me to tea 

When I returned to my chamber, the glow^ of an astral-lamp was pene- 
trating mistily through the white curtain of Zenobia’s drawing-room The 
shadow of a passing figure was now and then cast upon this medium, but 
with too vague an outline for even my adventurous conjectures to read 
the hieroglyphic that it presented 

All at once, it occurred to me how very absurd w^as my behavior in thus 
tormenting myself with crazy hypotheses as to what was going on within 
that drawing-room, when it was at my option to be personally present 
there My relations with Zenobia, as yet unchanged, as a familiar friend, 
and associated in the same life-long enterprise, gave me the right, and 
made it no more than kindly courtesy demanded, to call on her Nothing, 
except our habitual independence of conventional rules at Blithedale, 
could have kept me from sooner recognizing this duty At all events, it 
should now be performed 

In compliance with this sudden impulse, I soon found myself actually 
TOthm the house, the rear of w'hich, for two days past, I had been so sedu- 
lously watching A servant took my card, and immediately returning, ush- 
ered me up stairs On the way, I heard a rich, and, as it were, triumphant 
burst of music from a piano, m which I felt Zenobia’s character, although 
heretofore I had known nothing of her skill upon the instrument Twm or 
three canary-birds, excited by this gush of sound, sang piercingly, and did 
their utmost to produce a kindred melody A bright illumination streamed 
through the door of the front drawing-room, and I had barely stept 
across the threshold before Zenobia came forward to meet me, laughing, 
and with an extended hand 

“Ah, Mr Coverdale,” said she, still smiling, but, as I thought, with a 
good deal of scornful anger underneath, “it has gratified me to see the in- 
terest which you continue to take in my affairs > I have long recognized 
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you as a sort of transcendental Yankee, with all the native propensity of 
your countrymen to investigate matters that come vithin their range, but 
rendered almost poetical, in jmur case, by the refined methods which you 
adopt for its gratification After all, it vas an unjustifiable stroke, on my 
part, w as it not? to let down the wmdow-curtam ' ” 

“I cannot call it a very vnse one,” returned I, with a seciet bitterness, 
which, no doubt, Zenobia appieciated ‘‘It is really impossible to hide 
anything, m this world, to say nothing of the next All that we ought to 
ask, therefore, is, that the witnesses of our conduct, and tlie speculators 
on our motives, should be capable of taking the highest view w'hich the 
circumstances of tlie case niaj^ admit So much being secured, I, for one, 
would be most happy in feeling myself follow'ed everywdiere by an inde- 
fatigable human sjmipathy ” 

“We must trust for intelligent sympathy to oui guardian angels, if any 
there be,” said Zenobia “As long as the only spectator of mj’’ poor tragedy 
is a young man at the wnndow^ of his hotel, I must still claim the liberty to 
drop the curtain ” 

YHiile this passed, as Zenobia’s hand w as extended, I had applied the 
very slightest touch of my fingers to her owm In spite of an external free- 
dom, her manner made me sensible that W'e stood upon no real terms of 
confidence The thought came sadly across me, how' great was the con- 
trast betw’ixt this interview^ and our first meeting Then, m the w^arm light 
of the country fireside, Zenobia had greeted me cheerily and hopefully, 
wuth a full sisterly grasp of the hand, conveying as much kindness in it as 
other w'omen could have evinced by the pressure of both arms around my 
neck, or by yielding a cheek to the brotherly salute The difference w'as as 
complete as between her appearance at that time so simply attired, and 
W'lth only the one superb flower in hei hair and now, w^hen her beauty 
was set off by all that dress and ornament could do for it And they did 
much Not, indeed, that they created or added anything to what Nature 
had lavishly done for Zenobia But, those costly robes which she had on, 
those flaming jewels on her neck, served as lamps to display the peisonal 
advantages w'hich required nothing less than such an illumination to be 
fully seen Even her characteristic flower, though it seemed to be still 
there, had undergone a cold and bright transfiguration, it w'as a flower ex- 
quisitely imitated in jeweller’s work, and imparting the last touch that 
transformed Zenobia into a work of art 

“I scarcely feel,” I could not forbear saying, “as if we had ever met be- 
fore How many years ago it seems since we last sat beneath Eliot’s pul- 
pit, with Hollingsworth extended on the fallen leaves, and Priscilla at his 
feet' Can it be, Zenobia, that you ever really numbered yourself with our 
little band of earnest, thoughtful, philanthropic laboiers?” 

“Those ideas have their time and place,” she answered, coldly “But I 
fancy it must be a very circumscribed mind that can find room for no 
other ” 

Her manner bewildered me Literally, moreover, I was dazzled by the 
brilliancy of the room A chandelier hung down m the centre, glowing 
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mth I know not how many hghts, there were separate lamps, also, on 
two or three tables, and on marble brackets, adding their white radiance 
to that of the chandeher The furniture was exceedingly rich Fresh from 
our old farm-house, with its homely board and benches m the dining- 
room, and a few wicker chairs m the best parlor, it struck me that here 
was the fulfilment of every fantasy of an imagination revelling in various 
methods of costly self-indulgence and splendid ease Pictures, marbles, 
vases, in brief, more shapes of luxury than there could be any object in 
enumerating, except for an auctioneer’s advertisement, and the whole 
repeated and doubled by the reflection of a great mirror, whicli showed 
me Zenobia’s proud figure, likewise, and my own It cost me, I acknowl- 
edge, a bitter sense of shame, to percen e in myself a positu e effort to bear 
up agamst the effect which Zenobia sought to impose on me I reasoned 
against her, m my secret mind, and strove so to keep my footing In the 
gorgeousness with which she had surrounded herself, in the redundance 
of personal ornament, which the largeness of her physical nature and the 
rich t3;pe of her beauty caused to seem so suitable, I malevolently be- 
held tlie true character of the w oman passionate, luxurious, lacking sim- 
plicit}’, not deeply refined incapable of pure and perfect taste 

But, the next instant, she was too powerful for all my opposing 
struggles I saw how fit it w’as tliat she should make herself as gorgeous as 
she pleased, and should do a thousand things that would ha\ e been ridic- 
ulous in the poor, thm, weakly characters of other women To this da\ 
however, I hardly know whether I then beheld Zenobia m her truest atti- 
tude, or whether that were the truer one in which she had presented her- 
self at Blithedale In both, there was something like the illusion which a 
great actress flmgs around her 

“Ha\ e you given up Blithedale forever^” I inquired 

“WTi}’- should you thmk so^” asked she 

“I cannot tell,” answered I, “except tliat it appears all like a dream 
that we were ever there together ” 

“It is not so to me,” said Zenobia “I should think it a poor and meagre 
nature that is capable of but one set of forms, and must convert all Sie 
past into a dream merely because the present happens to be unlike it 
T\Ti 3’- should we be content with our homely life of a few months past, to 
the exclusion of all other modes^ It was good, but there are other lives as 
good, or better Not, jmu will understand, that I condemn those who give 
themselves up to it more entirely than I, for myself, should deem it wise 
to do ” 

It irritated me, this self-complacent, condescendmg, qualified approval 
and critiasm of a S5'stem to which many mdividuals perhaps as highlj’’ 
endowed as our gorgeous Zenobia had contributed their all of earthl}’’ 
endeavor and their loftiest aspirations I determined to make proof if 
there were any spell that would exorcise her out of the part which she 
seemed to be acting She should be compelled to give me a glimpse of 
somethmg true, some nature, some passion, no matter whether right or 
\s rong, prowded it were real 



iHi: BLnHi:D\Li: romvxce 


537 


* Voiir pllusion in itipi clni-5 of arcum?cribcc1 ch.’rnctcrs, ^^ho can li\e 
onlv in one inotie of Inc. remarked T coolly, “remind^ me of our poor 
friend Ilolhn^I'^^nr‘h Po<5ibl\ he m Nour tiiousdUs Nshen \ou spobe 
Ihuc poor fcllov, ’ It p pi*i} that, by the fault of nerroN\ education he 
.should h'’\e *=0 cnmj'h'tely immol.ncd hmUrclf to that one idea of hi«, espe- 
cially as the ‘jbuhtcsl modicum of conimnn-''en‘:c v.mild te.nh him its ut- 
ter unpr.icticah.hty Xovr that I h.uc rclurncfl into the t\or!d and can 
look at his protect from a distance it requires quite nil nn real regard for 
th’=: rf sptctilile anfl v.ell-intentinncd man, toprccent me l.uudmu, at liim. 

I fmd ‘'nc.et\ at larcc doc s 

Zcnobia ^c>e'^ darted hchtnme. her cheeks flushed the Mcidncss of her 
CNprc'sion vMs hke tin ehul oi jiov.erful lichl nammt: up ''Uduenh 
\Mthm her. My experiment had fully ‘succeeded 'sht* cliovai me t'n 
true fiesh and blor^-l of lur he.irl bv thus itnohmtarilc rcsditirm im 
slieht. {utyinn half-kmd half-scornful mention of the m in v.hn was .dl in 
ail ^^lth her ‘'he heredf prolnbly fell this for it v.a': Ixirdh a moment 
before sbe irannuilli^ed her unc\ cn bre.itli. and seemed as proud and ‘•clf- 
pos>05scd .IS ever. 

“I ratlur imadnc.” said she. quitth, ‘that \our appreciation falls 
short of Mr. Ilollmesv.orlli s just claims Phnd enthusiasm absorption in 
one idea I uranl, is tancralK ridiculous, and must be fatal to the respect- 
ability of an ordmarv man, it requires a very lueh and powerful charac- 
ter to make It olhcrwicc But a itrc'>t man a‘«, perhaps. >ou do not know 
attains Jus normal condition onh throueh the inspiration of one great 
idc * As a friend of Mr Holhnesworth. and. at the s imc time, a calm ob- 
cr\cr I must tell \ou that he seems to me such a man But vou are \crj 
pardonable for fancvmg him ridiculous Doubtless, he is .so to you' 
There can be no truer lest of the noble and heroic, m any indiv idual, than 
the decree in winch he possesses the faculty of dislmguishmc heroism 
from absurdity " 

T dared make no retort to Zcnobia’s concluding apothegm Tn truth I 
admired her ndclily It gave me a new' sen^e of Hollingsworth’s n.ilivc 
power, to discover that his innucncc was no Ic.ss potent with this beautiful 
woman, here in the midst of artificial life, than it had been at the foot of 
the gray rock, and among the wild birch-lrccs of the wood-path, when she 
so passionately pressed his hand against her heart. The great, rude, 
shaggv . swarthy man ' .^nd Zcnobia loved him ' 

“Did >ou bring Priscilla with jou^ ’ I resumed “Do you know^ I have 
sometimes fancied it not quite safe, considering the susceptibility of her 
tempei ament, that she should be so constantly within tlic sphere of a man 
like Hollingsworth Such tender and delicate natures, among your sev, 
have often, I believe, a very adequate appreciation of tlie heroic element 
in men But then, again, I should suppose them as likely as any other 
w'omen to make a reciprocal impression Holhngsw'orth could liardly give 
his affections to a person capable of taking an independent stand, but 
only to one w'hom he might absorb into himself He has certainly shown 
great tenderness for Priscilla ” 
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Zenobia bad turned aside But I caught the reflection of her face in the 
mirror, and saw that it was very pale, as pale, in her rich attire, as if a 
shroud were round her 

“Priscilla is here,” said she, her voice a little lower than usual “Have 
not you learnt as much from your chamber-window? Would you like to 
see her?” 

She made a step or two into the back drawmg-room, and called, 

“ PribCiila! Dear Priscilla! ” 


XX 

They Vanish 

Priscilla immediately answered the summons, and made her appearance 
through the door of the boudoir 

I had conceived the idea, which I now recognized as a very foolish one, 
that Zenobia would have taken measures to debar me from an interview 
with this girl, between whom and herself there was so utter an opposition 
of their dearest interests, that, on one part or the other, a great grief, if 
not likewise a great wrong, seemed a matter of necessity But, as Priscilla 
was only a leaf floatmg on the dark current of events, without influencing 
them by her ov\ti choice or plan, as she probably guessed not whither 
the stream was bearing her, nor perhaps even felt its inevitable move- 
ment, there could be no peril of her communicating to me any intelli- 
gence with regard to Zenobia’s purposes 

On perceiving me, she came forward with great quietude of manner, 
and when I held out my hand, her oivn moved slightly towards it, as if at- 
ti acted by a feeble degree of magnetism 

“I am glad to see you, my dear Priscilla,” said I, still holding her hand, 
“but everything that I meet vnth nowadays makes me wonder ivhether I 
am awake You, especially, have always seemed like a figure in a dream, 
and now more than ever ” 

“Oh, there is substance in these fingers of mine,” she answered, giving 
my hand the faintest possible pressure, and then taking away her own 
“Vdiy do you call me a dream? Zenobia is much more like one than I , 
she is so ver}?-, very beautiful' And, I suppose,” added Priscilla, as if 
thinking aloud, “everybody sees it, as I do ” 

But, for my part, it was Priscilla’s beauty, not Zenobia’s, of which I 
was thinking at that moment She was a person who could be quite oblit- 
erated, so far as beauty went, by anything unsuitable in her attire, her 
charm was not positive and material enough to bear up against a mistaken 
choice of color, for instance, or fashion It was safest, in her case, to at- 
tempt no art of dress, for it demanded the most perfect taste, or else the 
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happiest accident in the ^^orld, to i^ivc her prcciscl) the adornment which 
she needed She \.as now dressed in pure vhite, set off ^\lth some kind of 
a gaupy fabric, v.hich as I bring up her figure in nn memoi}', \\ith a 
faint cicnm on lier shado\’iy hair, and licr dark c\ es bent sliyly on mine, 
through all the \ani5hcd 5’ears seems to be floating about her like a mist 
I \^ondercd ^\hat Zenobia meant b\' c\oKmg so much loveliness out of 
this poor girl It was what few women could afiord In do for, ns I looked 
from one to the other, the sheen and splcndo** of Zenobia s piesencc look 
nothing from Priscilla s softer spell, if it might not rather lie thought to 
add to it 

‘ \\ hat do 3 oil think of hei asked Zenobia 

I could not understand the look of melancholy kindness with which 
Zenobia regarded her .She ad\anccd a step, and beckoning Priscilla near 
her, kissed her cheek then, with a slight gesture of repulse, she moved 
to the other side of the room I followed 

“She IS a wonderful creatuic,’' I said “Ever since she came among us, 
I ha\e been dimly sensible of just this charm which you h.i\c brought 
out But It was ne\cr absoluteh' xisible till now She is as lo\el3' as a 
flower 5 

“Well, sax* so if 30U like,’* answered Zenobia "You are a poet, at 
least, as poets go nowadaxs, and must be .illowed to make an opera- 
glass of your imagination, when you look at xxomen I wonder, in such 
Arcadian freedom of falling in loxe as xxc haxe laid}' cnjo3'cd, it nexer 
occurred to you to fall in love with Piiscilla In societ}^ indeed, a gen- 
uine American never dreams of stepping across the inappreciable air- 
line which separates one class from another But xxhat was rank to the 
colonists of Blithedale^” 

“There xxere other reasons,” I replied, “wly I should haxe demon- 
strated m3'self an ass, had I fallen in loxe xvith Priscilla Bj' the b3'’, has 
Hollingsworth exer seen her in this dress’” 

“Wlw do you bring up his name at cx^erj' turn?’’ asked Zenobia, in an 
undertone, and xxith a malign look xxhich wandered from m3' face to 
Priscilla’s “You know not what 3'ou do' It is dangerous, sir, believe me, 
to tamper thus with earnest human passions, out of your oxvn mere idle- 
ness, and for your sport I xvill endure it no longer! Take care that it 
does not happen again ! I xvarn you ! ” 

“You partly xxTong me, if not xvholl3',” I responded “It is an uncer- 
tain sense of some duty to perform, that brings my thoughts, and there- 
fore my xvords, contmuall3'’ to that one point ” 

“Oh, this stale excuse of duty'” said Zenobia, in a xx'hisper so full of 
scorn that it penetrated me like the hiss of a serpent “I have often 
heard it before, from those w'ho sought to interfere xvith me, and I know 
precisely what it signifies Bigotry, self-conceit, an insolent curiosit3', a 
meddlesome temper, a cold-blooded criticism, founded on a shalloxv in- 
terpretation of half-perceptions, a monstrous scepticism in regard to 
any conscience or any xvisdom, except one’s oxvn, a most irreverent pro 
pensity to thrust Providence aside, and substitute one’s self in its awful 
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place, out of these, and other motives as miserable as these, comes 
your idea of duty' But, ben are, sir' With all your fancied acuteness, 
jmu step blindfold into these affaiis For any mischief that may follow 
your interference, I hold you responsible! ” 

It was evident that, with but a little further provocation, the lioness 
would turn to bay, if, indeed, such were not her attitude already I 
bowed, and not very well knowing vhat else to do, vas .iboiit to with- 
draw But, glancing again towaids Priscilla, w'ho had retreated into a 
cornel, theie fell upon my heart an intolciable burden of despondenc\', 
the purport of which I could not tell, but only felt it to bear reference 
to her I approached and held out my hand, a gcstiiic, however, to 
which she made no lesponsc It was alwajs one of her peculiarities that 
she seemed to shrink from even the most friendly touch, unless it were 
Zenobia’s or Hollmgsw'orth s Zcnobia, all this while, stood watching us, 
but with a careless expiession, as if it mattered very little what micht 
pass 

“Priscilla,” I inquired, lowering mj' voice, “when do you go back to 
Bhthedale?” 

“"Wdienever they please to take me,” said she 

“Did you come aw'ay of your own free w ill ?” I asked 

“I am blown about like a leaf,” she replied “I never have an> free 
v/ill ” 

“Does Hollingsworth know' that you are here? said I 

“He bade me come,” answered Priscilla 

She looked at me, I thought, w'lth an air of surprise as if the idea w’cre 
incomprehensible that she should have taken this step without his 
agency 

“What a gripe this man has laid upon her whole being'” muttered I, 
between my teeth “Well, as Zenobia so kindly intimates, I have no 
more business here I wash my hands of it all On Hollingsworth’s head 
be the consequences' Priscilla,” I added aloud, “I know not that ever 
we may meet again Farewell ' ” 

As I spoke the word, a carriage had rumbled along the street, and 
stopt before the house The door-bell rang, and steps were immediately 
afterwards heard on the staircase Zenobia had thrown a shawl over her 
dress 

“Mr Coverdale,” said she, with cool courtesy, “you will perhaps ex- 
cuse us We have an engagement, and are going out ” 

“Whither?” I demanded 

“Is not that a little more than you are entitled to inquire?” said she, 
with a smile “At all events, it does not suit me to tell you ” 

The door of the drawing-room opened, and Westerv'elt appeared I ob- 
served that he was elaborately dressed, as if for some grand entertain- 
ment My dislike for this man was infinite At that moment it amounted 
to nothing less than a creeping of the flesh, as when, feeling about m a 
dark place, one touches something cold and slimy, and questions W'hat 
the secret hatefulness may be And still I could not but acknowledge 
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that, for personal beauly. for polish of manner, foi all that cxleinally 
befits a gentleman, there nas hardly another like him After bowing to 
Zenobia, and gracioudy saluting Priscilla m her comer, he recognized me 
by a slight but courteous inclination 

“Come, Priscilla,’ said Zenobia, “it is time ]Mr Co\erdale, good 
exening " 

As Pri‘:cilla mo\ed slowl} forward, I met her in the middle of the 
draw ing-room 

“Priscilla," said I, in the hearing of them all, “do you know whithei 
50U are going^'* 

“I do not know .':he answered 

it wise to go. and 1^= it \our choice to go’*’ I asked “If not. I am 
jour friend and Ilolbng'^worth friend 'I ell me so, at once ** 

“Po'=sibly, ' ob':cr\cd \Vcstct\clt, muling, "Priscilla 'jces in me an old- 
er friend than cither Mr Co\crdale or Mr Hollingsworth I shall will- 
inglv lca\ e the matter at her option *’ 

While thus speaking, he made a gesture of kindly inMtation, and Pris- 
cilla passed me, with the gliding movement of a sprite, and look his of- 
fered arm He oftered the other to Zenobia but she turned her proud and 
beautiful face upon him, with a look which judging from what I 
caught of it in profile would undoubtedly have smitten the man dead, 
had he possessed any heart, or had this glance attained to it It seemed 
to rebound, however, from liis courteous visage, like an arrow from pol- 
ished steel They all three dc-rended the stairs and when I likewise 
reached the street-door, the carnage was already rolling away 


XXI 

,Ak Old Acquaintance 

Thus evcluded from everybody’s confidence, and attaining no fuither, 
by my most earnest study, than to an uncertain sense of something hidden 
from me, it would appear reasonable that I should have flung off all 
these alien perple\ities Obviously, my best course was to betake myself 
to new' scenes Here I was only an mtrudei Elsewhere there might be 
circumstances in which I could establish a personal interest, and people 
who would respond, with a portion of their sympathies, for so much as I 
should bestow of mine 

Nevertheless, there occurred to me one other thing to be done Re- 
membering old Moodie, and his relationship with Priscilla, I determined 
to seek an interview, for the purpose of ascertaining whether the knot of 
affairs was as inextricable on that side as I found it on all others Being 
tolerably well acquainted with the old man’s haunts, I went, the next 
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day, to the saloon of a certain establishment about ^Ollch he often 
lurked It was a reputable place enough, affording good entcrlainincnt 
in the way of meat, drink, and fumigation, and there, in m> joung and 
idle days and nights, when I was neither nice not wise, I had often 
amused myself wnth w^atching the staid humors and sober jollities of the 
thirsty souls around me 

At my first entrance, old Moodie was not there The more patiently 
to await him, I lighted a cigar, and cslablishmg myself in a corner, took 
a quiet, and, by sympathy, a boo/y kind of pleasure in the customary 
life that w'as going forw’ard The saloon was filterl up with a good de.il 
of taste There w'ere pictmcs on the walls, and among them an oil-paint- 
ing of a beefsteak, w'lth such an admirable show of juicy tenderness, 
that the beholder sighed to think it merely \ isionary, ,md incap.iblc of 
ever being put upon a gridiron Another work of high art w.is the life- 
like representation of a noble sirloin, another, the hindquarters of a 
deer, letaining the hoofs and tawny fur another, the head anrl shoulders 
of a salmon, and, still more cxquisitelj’’ finished, a brace of can\as-back 
ducks, in w’hich the mottled feathers were depicted with the accuracy of 
a daguerieotype Some verj^ hungr}^ painter, I suppose, had wrought 
these subjects of still-life, heightening his imagination with his appetite, 
and eaimng, it is to be hoped, the privilege of a daily dinner off whichever 
of his pictorial viands he liked best Then, there was a fine old cheese, in 
wdiich you could almost discern the mites, and some sardines, on a 
small plate, very richly done, and looking as if oo/y with the oil in which 
they had been smothered All these things were so perfectly imitated, 
that you seemed to have the genuine article before }ou, and yet with an 
indescribable ideal charm, it took away the grossness from what was 
fleshiest and fattest, and thus helped the life of man, e\en in its carth- 
liest relations, to appear iich and noble, as well as warm, cheerful, and 
substantial There W'ere pictures, too, of gallant revellers, those of the 
old time, Flemish, apparently, with doublets and slashed sleeves, 
drinking their wine out of fantastic long-stemmed glasses, quaffing joy- 
ously, quaffing forever, wath inaudible laughter and song, while the 
Champagne bubbled immortally against their mustaches or the purple 
tide of Burgundy ran inexhaustibly dowm their tliroats 

But, in an obscure corner of the saloon, there was a little picture ex- 
cellently done, moreover of a ragged, bloated New England toper, 
sti^etched out on a bench, in the heavy, apoplectic sleep of drunkenness 
The death-in-life was too well portrayed You smelt the fumy liquor 
that had brought on this syncope Your only comfort lay in the forced 
reflection, that, real as he looked, the poor caitiff w'as but imaginary, 
a bit of painted canvas, whom no delirium tremens, nor so much as a re- 
tributive headache, awaited, on the morrow 
By this time, it being past eleven o’clock, the tw'o barkeepers of the 
saloon were in pretty constant activity One of these young men had a 
rare faculty m the concoction of gm-cocktails It was a spectacle to be- 
hold, how, with a tumbler in each hand, he tossed the contents from one 
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to the other Never conveying it awry, nor spilling the least drop, he 
compelled the frothy liquor, as it seemed to me, to spout forth from one 
glass and descend into the other, in a great parabolic curve, as well de- 
fined and calculable as a planet’s orbit He had a good forehead, with a 
particularly large development just above the eyebrows, fine intellec- 
tual gifts, no doubt, which he had educated to this profitable end, being 
famous for nothmg but gm-cocktails, and commanding a fair salary by 
his one accomplishment These cocktails, and other artificial combina- 
tions of liquor (of which there were at least a score, though mostly, I 
suspect, fantastic in their differences), were much in favor with the 
younger class of customers, who, at furthest, had only reached the sec- 
ond stage of potatory life The staunch old soakers, on the other hand, 

men who, if put on tap, would have yielded a red alcoholic liquor by 
way of blood, usually confined themselves to plain brandy-and-water, 
gm, or West India rum, and, oftentimes, they prefaced their dram with 
some medicinal remark as to the wholesomeness and stomachic qualities 
of that particular drink. Two or three appeared to have bottles of their 
own behind the counter, and, winking one red eye to the barkeeper, he 
forthwith produced these choicest and peculiar cordials, which it was a 
matter of great interest and favor, among their acquaintances, to obtain 
a sip of 

Agreeably to the Yankee habit, under whatever circumstances, the 
deportment of all these good fellows, old or young, was decorous and 
thoroughly correct They grew only the more sober in their cups, there 
was no confused babble nor boisterous laughter They sucked in the joy- 
ous fire of the decanters and kept it smouldering in their inmost recesses, 
with a bliss known only to the heart which it warmed and comforted. 
Their eyes twinkled a little, to be sure, they hemmed vigorously after 
each glass, and laid a hand upon the pit of the stomach, as if the pleas-- 
ant titillation there was what constituted the tangible part of their en- 
joyment In that spot, unquestionably, and not in the brain, was the 
acme of the whole affair But the true purpose of their drinking and 
one that will induce men to drink, or do something equivalent, as long 
as this weary world shall endure was the renewed youth and vigor, the 
brisk, cheerful sense of things present and to come, with which, for 
about a quarter of an hour, the dram permeated their systems And 
when such quarters of an hour can be obtained in some mode less bane- 
ful to the great sum of a man’s life, but, nevertheless, with a little 
spice of impropriety, to give it a wild flavor, we temperance people 
may ring out our bells for victory' 

The prettiest object in the saloon was a tiny fountain, which threw up 
its feathery j'et through the counter, and sparkled down again into an 
oval basin, or lakelet, containing several gold-fishes There was a bed of 
bright sand at the bottom, strewn with coral and rock-work, and the 
fishes went gleammg about, now turning up the sheen of a golden side, 
and now vanishing into the shadows of the water, like the fanciful 
thoughts that coquet with a poet in his dream Never before, I imagine. 
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did a company of water-drinkers remain so entirely uncontaminated by 
the bad example around them, nor could I help wondering that it had 
not occurred to any freakish inebriate to empty a glass of liquor into 
their lalcelet What a delightful ideal Who would not be a fish, if he 
could inhale jollity with the essential element of his existence! 

I had begun to despair of meeting old Moodie, when, all at once, I 
recognized his hand and arm protruding from behind a screen that was 
set up for the accommodation of bashful topers As a matter of course, 
he had one of Priscilla’s little purses, and was quietly insinuating it 
under the notice of a person who stood near This was ahvays old 
Hoodie’s way You hardly ever saw him advancing towards you, but 
became aware of his proximity without being able to guess how he had 
come thither He glided about like a spirit, assuming visibility close to 
your elbow, offering his petty trifles of merchandise, remaining long 
enough for you to purchase, if so disposed, and then taking himself off, 
between two breaths, while you happened to be tliinking of something 
else 

By a sort of sympathetic impulse that often controlled me in those 
more impressible days of my life, I was induced to approach this old 
man in a mode as undemonstrative as his ovm Thus, when, according to 
his custom, he was probably just about to vanish, he found me at his 
elbow 

“Ah I” said he, with more emphasis than was usual with him' “It is 
Ml Coverdale’” 

“Yes, Mr. Moodie, your old acquaintance,” answered I “It is some 
time now since we ate luncheon together at Blithedale, and a good deal 
longer since our little talk together at the street-comer ” 

“That was a good while ago,” said the old man 

And he seemed inclined to say not a wrord more His existence looked 
so colorless and torpid, so very faintly shadow^ed on the canvas of re- 
ality, that I was half afraid lest he should altogether disappear, even 
while my eyes were fixed full upon his figure He was certainly the 
wretchedest old ghost in the world, w'lth his crazy hat, the dingy hand- 
kerchief about his throat, his suit of threadbare gray, and especially that 
patch over his right eye, behind W'hich he ahvays seemed to be hiding 
himself There was one method, however, of bringing him out mto some- 
what stronger relief A glass of brandy W'ould effect it Perhaps the 
pntler influence of a bottle of claret might do the same Nor could I 
think it a matter for the recording angel to write down against me, if 
with my painful consciousness of the frost m this old man’s blood, and 
the positive ice that had congealed about his heart I should thaw him 
out, were it only for an hour, with the summer waiinth of a little wane 
What else could possibly be done for him? How else could he be imbued 
with energy enough to hope for a happier state hereafter? How else be 
inspired to say his prayers? For there are states of our spiritual system 
when the throb of the soul’s life is too faint and weak to render us capa- 
ble of religious aspiration 
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"Mr Moodie,” said I, "shall we lunch together? And would you like 
to drink a glass of wine?” , 

His one eye gleamed He bowed, and it impressed me that he grew to 
be more of a man at once, either in anticipation of tlie wine, or as a 
grateful response to my good fellowship in offering it 
"With pleasure,” he replied 

The barkeeper, at my request, showed us into a private room, and 
soon afterwards set some fried oysteis and a bottle of claret on the 
table , and I saw the old man glance curiously at the label of the bottle, 
as if to learn the brand 

“It should be good wine,” I remarked, "if it have any right to its label ’ 
"You cannot suppose, sir,” said Moodie, with a sigh, "that a poor old 
fellow like me knows any difference in wines ” 

And yet, in his way of handling the glass, in his preliminary snuff at 
the aroma, in his first cautious sip of the wine, and the gustatory skill 
with which he gave his palate the full advantage of it, it was impossible 
not to recognize tlie connoisseur 

“I fancy, Mr. Moodie,” said I, “jmu are a much better judge of wines 
than I have yet learned to be TeU me fairly, did you never drink it 
where the grape grows?” 

"How should that have been, Mr Coverdale?” answeied old Moodie, 
shyly, but then he took courage, as it were, and uttered a feeble little 
laugh "The flavor of this wine,” added he, "and its perfume still more 
than Its taste, makes me remember that I was once a young man ” 

"I wish, Mr Moodie,” suggested I, not that I greatly cared about 
it, however, but was only anxious to draw him into some talk about Pris- 
cilla and Zenobia, "I wish, iiliile we sit over our wine, you would favor 
me w'lth a few of those youthful reminiscences ” 

"Ah,” said he, shaking his head, "they might interest you more than 
you suppose But I had better be silent, Mr Coverdale If this good 
wine, though claret, I suppose, is not apt to play such a trick, but if 
it should make my tongue run too freely, I could never look you in the 
face again ” 

"You never did look me in the face, Mr Moodie,” I replied, "until 
this very moment ” 

“Ah' ” sighed old Moodie 

It was wonderful, however, what an effect the mild grape-juice 
wrought upon him It was not in the wine, but in the associations which 
it seemed to bring up Instead of the mean, slouching, furtive, painfully 
depressed air of an old city vagabond, more like a gray kennel-rat than 
any other living thing, he began to take the aspect of a decayed gentle- 
man Even his garments especially after I had myself quaffed a glass 
or two looked less shabby than when we first sat down There was, by 
and by, a certain exuberance and elaborateness of gesture and manner, 
oddly m contrast with all that I had hitherto seen of him Anon, with 
hardly any impulse from me, old Moodie began to talk His communi- 
cations referred exclusively to a long-past and more fortunate period of 
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his life, with only a few unavoidable allusions to the circumstances that 
had reduced him to his present state But, having once got the clew, my 
subsequent researches acquainted me with the mam facts of the follow- 
ing narrative, although, in writing it out, my pen has perhaps allowed 
Itself a trifle of romantic and legendary license, worthier of a small poet 
than of a grave biographer. 


XXII 

Fauntleroy 

Five-and-twenty years ago, at the epoch of this story, there dwelt in 
one of the Middle States a man whom we shall call Fauntleroy, a man 
of wealth, and magnificent tastes, and prodigal expenditure His home 
might almost be styled a palace, his habits, in the ordinary sense, 
princely His whole being seemed to have crystallized itself into an 
external splendor, wherewith he glittered in the eyes of the world, and 
had no other life than upon this gaudy surface He had married a lovely 
woman, whose nature was deeper than his own But his affection for her, 
though it showed largely, was superficial, like all his other manifesta- 
tions and developments, he did not so truly keep this noble creature in 
his heart, as wear her beauty for the most brilliant ornament of his 
outward state And there was born to him a child, a beautiful daughter, 
whom he took from the beneficent hand of God with no just sense of 
her immortal value, but as a man already rich m gems would receive 
another jewel If he loved her, it was because she shone 
After Fauntleroy had thus spent a few empty years, coruscating con- 
tinually an unnatural light, the source of it which was merely his gold 
began to grow more shallow, and finally became exhausted He saw 
himself in imminent peril of losing all that had heretofore distinguished 
him, and, conscious of no innate worth to fall back upon, he recoiled 
from this calamity with the instinct of a soul shrinking from annihila- 
tion To avoid it wretched man' or, rather to defer it, if but for a 
month, a day, or only to procure himself the life of a few breaths more 
amid the false glitter which was now less his own than ever, he made 
himself guilty of a crime It was just the sort of crime, growing out of its 
artificial state which society (unless it should change its entire consti- 
tution for this man’s unworthy sake) neither could nor ought to par- 
don More safely might it pardon murder Fauntleroy ’s guilt was dis- 
covered He fled, his wife perished, by the necessity of her innate noble- 
ness, in its alliance with a being so ignoble, and betwixt her motlier’s 
death and her father’s ignominy, his daughter was left worse than 
orphaned 
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There ^\as no pursuit after Faimtlcroy His family connections, who 
had great ^\ealth. made sucli arrangements with those whom he had at- 
tempted to ^^ron^^ as secured him from the retribution that i^ould have 
o\ertaken an unfriended criminal The vieck of his estate was divided 
among his creditors His name, in a \eiy brief space, vas forgotten by 
the multitude vho had passed it so diligently from mouth to mouth. 
Seldom, indeed was it recalled, c\cn by his closest former intimates 
Nor could it ha\e been otherwise The man had laid no real touch on 
any mortal s heart Being a mere image, an optical delusion, created by 
the sunshine of pro^^perity, it was his law to vanish into the shadow' of 
the first intervening cloud He seemed to leave no vacancy, a phenome- 
non which like many others that attended his brief career, went far to 
prov e the illusiv cne'^s of his c\i‘;tcncc 

Not. however that the phv'^ic.il substance of Fauntleroj'- had literally 
melted into vapor He had fled northward to the New England metrop- 
olis and had taken up his abode under another name, in a squalid 
street or court of the older portion of the city There he dwelt among 
poverty-stricken wretches, ‘•mners, and forlorn good people, Irish, and 
whomsoever else were neediest Many families were clustered in each 
house together, above stairs and below, in the little peaked garrets, and 
even in the duskv' cellars The house wheic Fauntleroy paid weekly rent 
for a ch.imber and a clo'^et had been a stalel}* habitation m its day An 
old colonial governor had built it and lived there, long ago, and held liis 
levees in a great room where now slept twenty Irish bedfellows, and 
died in Fauntleroy chamber, which his embroidered and white-wigged 
ghost still haunted Tattered hangings, a marble health, traversed with 
many cracks and fissures a riclil}- carved oaken mantel-piece, partly 
hacked away for kindling-stufi, a stuccoed ceiling, defaced with great, 
unsightl}' patches of the naked laths,- such was the chamber’s aspect, 
as if, with Its splinters and rags of dirty splendor, it were a kind of 
practical gibe at this poor, ruined man of show 

At first, and at irregular intervals, his relatives allowed Fauntleroy a 
little pittance to sustain life, not from any love, perhaps, but lest pov- 
erty should compel him, by new ofiences, to add moie shame to that 
with which he had already stained them But he showed no tendency to 
further guilt His character appeared to have been radically changed 
(as, indeed, from its shallowness, it well might) by his miserable fate, 
or, It may be, the traits now seen in him were portions of the same char- 
acter, presenting itself m anothei phase Instead of any longer seeking 
to live in the sight of the world, his impulse was to shrink into the near- 
est obscurity, and to be unseen of men, weie it possible, even while 
standing before their eyes He had no pride, it was all trodden in the 
dust No ostentation, for how could it survive, when there was nothing 
left of Fauntleroy, save penury and shame' His very gait demonstrated 
that he would gladly have faded out of view, and have crept about in- 
visibly, for the sake of sheltering himself from the irksomeness of a 
human glance Hardly, it was averred, within the memory of those who 
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knew him now, had he the hardihood to show his full front to the 
world He skulked in corners, and crept about m a soit of noonday twi- 
light, making himself gray and misty, at all houis, with his morbid in- 
tolerance of sunshine 

In his torpid despair, however, he had done an act which that condi- 
tion of the spirit seems to prompt almost as often as prosperity and 
hope. Fauntleroy was again mairied He had taken to iMfe a forlorn, 
meek-spirited, feeble young woman, a seamstress, whom he found 
dwelling with her mother m a contiguous chamber of the old guberna- 
torial residence This poor phantom as the beautiful and noble com- 
panion of his former life had done brought him a daughter. And 
sometimes, as from one dream into another, Fauntleroy looked forth 
out of his present grimy environment into that past magnificence, and 
wondeied whether the grandee of yesterday or the pauper of to-day were 
real But, in my mind, the one and the other Mere alike impalpable In 
truth, it was Fauntleroy’s fatality to behold whatever he touched dis- 
solve After a few years, his second wnfe (dim shadow that she had al- 
ways been) faded finally out of the world, and left Fauntleroy to deal as 
he might ivith their pale and nervous child And, by this time, among 
his distant relatives, with whom he had grown a weary thought, linked 
with contagious infam}*^, and w'hich they were only too walling to get rid 
of, he w'as himself supposed to be no more 

The younger child, like his elder one, might be considered as the true 
offspring of both parents, and as the refiection of their state She was a 
tremulous little creature, shrinking involuntarilj’- from all mankind, but 
m timidity, and no sour repugnance There was a lack of human sub- 
stance in her, it seemed as if, were she to stand up in a sunbeam, it 
would pass right through her figure, and trace out the cracked and 
dusty window^-panes upon the naked floor But, nevertlieless, the poor 
child had a heart, and from her mother’s gentle character she had in- 
herited a profound and still capacity of affection And so her life w'as 
one of love She bestowed it partly on her father, but in greater part on 
an idea 

For Fauntleroy, as they sat by their cheerless fireside, which w’as 
no fireside, in truth, but only a rusty stove, had often talked to the 
little girl about his foimer w'ealth, the noble loveliness of his first wufe, 
and the beautiful child whom she had given him Instead of the fairy 
tales which other parents tell, he told Priscilla this And, out of the 
loneliness of her sad little existence, Priscilla’s love giew, and tended 
upward, and twined itself perseveringly around this unseen sister, as a 
gi ape- vine might strive to clamber out of a gloomy hollow among the 
rocks, and embrace a young tree standing in the sunny w^armth above 
It was almost lilce worship, both in its earnestness and its humility, nor 
was it the less humble, though the more earnest, because Priscilla 
could claim human kindred with the being w’hom she so devoutly loved 
As with worship, too, it gave her soul the refreshment of a purer atmos- 
phere Save for this singular, this melancholy, and yet beautiful affec- 
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tion, the child could hardly have lived, or, had she lived, with a heart 
shrunken for lack of any sentiment to fill it, she must have yielded to 
the barren miseries of her position, and have grown to womanhood char- 
acterless and worthless But now, amid all the sombre coarseness of her 
father’s outward life, and of her own, Priscilla had a higher and imag- 
inative life within Some faint gleam thereof was often visible upon her 
face It was as if, m her spiritual visits to her brilliant sister, a portion 
of the latter’s brightness had permeated our dim Priscilla, and still lin- 
gered, shedding a faint illumination through the cheerless chamber, after 
she came back 

As the child grew up, so pallid and so slender, and with much unac- 
countable nervousness, and all the weaknesses of neglected infancy still 
haunting her, the gross and simple neighbors whispered strange things 
about Priscilla The big, red, Irish matrons, whose innumerable pro- 
geny swarmed out of the adjacent doors, used to mock at the pale 
Western child. They fancied or, at least, affirmed it, between jest and 
earnest that she was not so solid flesh and blood as other children, but 
mixed largely with a thinner element They called her ghost-child, and 
said that she could indeed vanish when she pleased, but could never, in 
her densest moments, make herself quite visible The sun, at midday, 
would shine through her, in the first gray of the twilight, she lost all 
the distinctness of her outline, and, if you followed the dim thing into 
a dark corner, behold' she was not there And it was true that Piiscilla 
had strange ways, strange ways, and stranger words, when she uttered 
any words at all Never stirring out of the old governor’s dusky house 
she sometimes talked of distant places and splendid rooms, as if she had 
just left them Hidden things were visible to her (at least so the people 
inferred from obscure hints escaping unawares out of her mouth), and 
silence was audible And m all the world there was nothing so difficult 
to be endured, by those who had any dark secret to conceal, as the 
glance of Priscilla’s timid and melancholy eyes 

Her peculiarities were the theme of continual gossip among the other 
inhabitants of the gubernatorial mansion The rumor spread thence into 
a wider circle Those who knew old Moodie, as he was now called, used 
often to jeer him, at the very street-corners, about his daughter’s gift of 
second-sight and prophecy It was a period when science (though most- 
ly through its empirical professors) was bringing forward, anew, a hoard 
of facts and imperfect theories, that had partially won credence m eldei 
times, but which modern scepticism had swept away as rubbish These 
things were now tossed up again, out of the surging ocean of human 
thought and experience The story of Priscilla’s preternatural manifes- 
tations, therefore, attracted a kind of notice of which it would have been 
deemed wholly unworthy a few years earlier One day a gentleman as- 
cended the creaking staircase, and inquired which was old Hoodie’s 
chamber-door And, several times, he came again He was a marveh 
lously handsome man, still youthful, too, and fashionably dressed 
Except that Priscilla, in those days, had no beauty, and, in the languor 
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of her existence, had not yet blossomed into womanhood, there would 
have been rich food for scandal in these visits, for the girl was unques- 
tionably their sole object, although her fathei was supposed always to 
be present But, it must likewise be added, there was something about 
Priscilla that calumny could not meddle vith, and thus far was she 
privileged, either by the preponderance of what was spiritual, or the 
thin and watery blood that left her cheek so pallid 

Yet, if the busy tongues of the neighborhood spared Priscilla in one 
way, they made themselves amends by renewed and wilder babble on 
another score They averred that the strange gentleman was a wuzard, 
and that he had taken advantage of Priscilla’s lack of earthly sub- 
stance to subject her to himself, as his familiar spirit, through w’hose 
medium he gamed cognizance of whatever happened, in regions near or 
remote The boundaries of his powder w'ere defined by the verge of the 
pit of Tartarus on the one hand, and the third sphere of the celestial 
world on the other Again, they declared their suspicion that the wuzard, 
with all his show of manly beauty, was really an aged and wuzened fig- 
ure, or else that his semblance of a human body w'as only a necromantic, 
or perhaps a mechanical contrivance, in w'hich a demon walked about 
In proof of it, how^evei, they could merely instance a gold band around 
his upper teeth, which had once been visible to several old w’omen, wdien 
he smiled at them from the top of the governor’s staircase Of course, 
this was all absurdity, or mostly so But, after e\ery possible deduction, 
there re aained certain very mysterious points about the stranger’s char- 
acter, as well as the connection that he established wuth Priscilla Its 
nature at that period was even less understood than now, w’hen mir- 
acles of this kind have growm so absolutely stale, that I would gladliq if 
the truth allowed, dismiss the whole matter from my narrative 
We must now glance backw'ard, m quest of the beautiful daughter of 
Fauntleroy’s prosperity What had become of her? Fauntleroy’s only 
brother, a bachelor, and with no other relative so near, had adopted the 
forsaken child She grew up in affluence, wuth native graces clustering 
luxuriantly about her In her triumphant progress tow'ards womanhood, 
she was adorned with every variety of feminine accomplishment But 
she lacked a mother’s care With no adequate control, on any hand ( for 
a man, however stern, however wuse, can never sw^ay and guide a female 
child), her character was left to shape itself There was good in it, and 
evil Passionate, self-willed, and imperious, she had a w'arm and gen- 
erous nature, showing the richness of the soil, how^ever, chiefly b}'’ the 
weeds that flourished m it, and choked up the herbs of grace In her 
girlhood her uncle died As Fauntleroy was supposed to be likewise 
dead, and no other heir was known to exist, his wealth devolved on her, 
although, dying suddenly, the uncle left no will After his death, there 
were obscure passages in Zenobia’s history There w'ere w'hispers of an 
attachment, and even a secret marriage, with a fascinating and accom- 
plished but unprincipled young man The incidents and appearances, 
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however, which led to this surmise, soon passed away, and were for- 
gotten 

Nor was her reputation seriously affected by the report In fact, so 
great was her native power and influence, and such seemed the careless 
purity of her nature, that whatever Zenobia did was generally acknow- 
ledged as right for her to do The world never criticised her so harshly 
as it does most women who transcend its rules It almost yielded its 
assent, when it beheld her stepping out of the common path, and assert- 
ing the more extensive privileges of her sex, both theoretically and by 
her practice The sphere of ordinary womanhood was felt to be narrow- 
er than her development required 

A portion of Zenobia’s more recent life is told m the foregoing pages 
Partly m earnest, and, I imagine, as was her disposition, half in a 
proud jest, or in a kind of recklessness that had grown upon her, out of 
some hidden grief, she had given her countenance, and promised lib- 
eral pecuniary aid, to our experiment of a better social state And 
Priscilla followed her to Blithedale The sole bliss of her life had been a 
dream of this beautiful sister, who had never so much as known of her 
existence By this time, too, the poor girl was mthralled in an intoler- 
able bondage, from which she must either free herself or perish She 
deemed herself safest near Zenobia, into whose large heart she hoped to 
nestle 

One evening, months after Priscilla’s departure, when Moodie (or 
shall we call him Fauntleroy?) was sitting alone m the state-chamber 
of the old governor, there came footsteps up the staircase There was a 
pause on the landing-place A lady’s musical yet haughty accents were 
heard making an inquiry from some denizen of the house, who had 
thrust a head out of a contiguous chamber. There was then a knock at 
Moodie’s door 

“Come in' ” said he 

And Zenobia entered The details of the interview that followed be- 
ing unknown to me while, notwithstanding, it would be a pity quite to 
lose the picturesqueness of the situation, I shall attempt to sketch it, 
mainly from fancy, although with some general grounds of surmise in 
regard to the old man’s feelings 

She gazed wondermgly at the dismal chamber Dismal to her, who 
beheld it only for an instant, and how much more so to him, into whose 
brain each bare spot on the ceiling, every tatter of the paper-hangings, 
and all the splintered carvings of the mantel-piece, seen wearily through 
long years, had worn their several prints' Inexpressibly miserable is 
this familiarity with objects that have been from the first disgustful 

“I have received a strange message,” said Zenobia, after a moment’s 
silence, “requesting, or rather enjoining it upon me, to come hither 
Rather from curiosity than any other motive, and because, though a 
woman, I have not all the timidity of one, I have complied Can it be 
you, sir, who thus summoned me?” 
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“It was/’ answered Moodie 

“And what was your purpose?” she continued “You require chanty, 
perhaps^ In that case, the message might have been more fitly worded 
But you are old and poor, and age and poverty should be allowed their 
jjrivileges Tell me, therefore, to what extent you need my aid ” 

“Put up your purse,” said the supposed mendicant, with an inex- 
plicable smile “Keep it, keep all your wealth, until I demand it all, 
or none' My message had no such end in view You are beautiful, they 
tell me, and I desired to look at you ” 

He took the one lamp that showed the discomfort and sordidness of 
his abode, and approaching Zenobia held it up, so as to gain the more 
perfect view of hei, from top to toe So obscure was the chamber, that 
you could see the reflection of her diamonds thrown upon the dingy 
wall, and flickering with the rise and fall of Zenobia’s breath It was the 
splendor of those jewels on her neck, like lamps that burn before some 
fair temple, and the jewelled flower in her hair, more than the murky, 
yellow light, that helped him to see her beaut3^ But he beheld it, and 
grew proud at heart, his own figure, in spite of his mean habiliments, 
assumed an air of state and grandeur 

“It IS well,” cried old Moodie “Keep your wealth You are right 
worthy of it Keep it, therefore, but with one condition only ” 

Zenobia thought the old man beside himself, and was moved with 
Pitjf 

“Have you none to care for you?” asked she “No daughter? no 
kind-hearted neighbor? no means of procuring the attendance which 
you need? Tell me once again, can I do nothing for you?” 

“Nothing,” he replied “I have beheld uliat I wished Now leave me 
Linger not a moment longer, or I may be tempted to say what would 
bring a cloud over that queenly brow Keep all your wealth, but with 
only this one condition Be kind be no less kind than sisters arc to 
my poor Priscilla ' ” 

And, it may be, after Zenobia mthdrew, Fauntleroy paced his gloomy 
chamber, and communed with himself as follows, or, at all events, it 
IS the only solution which I can offer of the enigma presented in his 
character 

“I am unchanged, the same man as of yore'” said he “True, ni}’’ 
brother’s wealth he dying intestate is legally my own I know it, yet 
of my own choice, I live a beggar, and go meanly clad, and hide myself 
behind a forgotten ignominy Looks this like ostentation? Ah' but in 
Zenobia I live again' Beholding her, so beautiful, so fit to be adorned 
with all imaginable splendor of outward state, the cursed vanity, 
which, half a lifetime since, dropt off like tatters of once gaudy apparel 
from my debased and ruined person, is all renewed for her sake Were I 
to reappear, my shame would go with me from darlcness into daylight 
Zenobia has the splendor, and not the shame Let the world admire her, 
and be dazzled by her, the brilliant child of my prosperity' It is Faunt- 
leroy that still shines through her ' ” 
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But then, perhaps, another thought occurred to him 
“My poor Priscilla’ And am I just to her, m suirendering all to this 
beautiful Zenobia? Priscilla' I love her best, I love her only' but 
with shame, not pride So dim, so pallid, so shrinking, the daughter of 
ray long calamity' Wealth w'eie but a mockery in Piiscilla’s hands 
What IS its use, except to fling a golden radiance around tliose w^ho 
grasp it? Yet let Zenobia talce heed' Priscilla shall have no wiong' ” 

But, while the man of show thus meditated, that very evening, so 
far as I can adjust the dates of these strange incidents, Priscilla 
poor, pallid flower' -was either snatched from Zenobia’s hand, or flung 
wilfully away! 


XXIli 

A \^iLL4GE Hall 

Well, I betook myself away, and wandered up and down, like an exor- 
cised spiiit that had been driven from its old haunts after a mighty 
struggle It talces doum the solitary pride of man, beyond most other 
tbngs, to find the impracticability of flinging aside affections that have 
grown irksome The bands that were silken once are apt to become iron 
fetters when we desire to shake them off Our souls, after all, are not 
our own We convey a property m them to those with whom we asso- 
ciate, but to what extent can never be known, until we feel the tug, the 
agony, of our abortive effort to resume an exclusive sway over our- 
selves Thus, m all the %veeks of my absence, my thoughts continually 
reverted back, brooding over the bygone months, and bringing up inci- 
dents that seemed hardly to have left a trace of themselves in their 
passage I spent painful hours in recalling these trifles, and rendering 
them more misty and unsubstantial than at first by the quantity of 
speculative musing thus kneaded m with them Hollingsworth, Zenobia, 
Priscilla' These three had absorbed my life into themselves Together 
with an inexpressible longing to know their fortunes, there was likewise 
a morbid resentment of my own pain, and a stubborn reluctance to 
come again •nothin their sphere 

All that I learned of them, therefore, was comprised in a few brief and 
pungent squibs, such as the newspapers were then in the habit of be- 
stowing on our socialist enterprise There was one paragraph, which if 
I rightly guessed its purport, bore reference to Zenobia, but was too 
'darldy hinted to convey even thus much of certainty Hollingsworth.^ 
too, with his philanthropic project, afforded the penny-a-liners a theme 
for some savage and bloody-minded jokes, and, considerably to my sur- 
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prise, they affected me %Mlh as much indignation as if we liad still been 
fnends 

Thus passed several weeks, time long enough for my broun and toil- 
hardened hands to reaccustom tlicmscKcs to gloves Old habits, such as 
were merely external, returned upon me with wonderful promptitude. 
My superficial talk, too, assumed altogether a worldly tone. Meeting for- 
mer acquaintances, who showed themselves inclined to ridicule my heroic 
devotion to the cause of human wclfaic, I spoke of the iccent phase of my 
, life as indeed fair matter for a jest But, I also gave them to understand 
that it w'as, at most, onlj'^an cxpeiimcnt, on winch I had staked no valu- 
able amount of hope or featylt had enabled me to pass the summer in a 
novel and agreeable way, had ?t£(orded me some grotesque specimens of 
aitificial simplicity, and could nomhcreforc, so far as I was concerned, 
be reckoned a failure In no one instance, how'cvcr, did I voluntarily 
speak of my three friends They dwell^in a profoundcr region The more 
I consider myself as I then was, the mete do I recognize how deeply my 
connectmn w ilh those three had .ifiectcd my being 

As it was already the epoch of annihila^d space, I might in the time I 
was away from Bhthcdale have snatched aVlimpsc at England, and been 
back again But my w'andeiings were conmned within a very limited 
spheie I hopped and fluttered, like a bird\ith a string about its leg, 
gyrating lound a small circumfciencc, and kd^ing up a restless activity 
to no purpose Thus it was still in our familiar%Iassachusetts in one of 
Its white country-villages that I must next parfacularize an incident 

The scene w^as one of those lyccuin-halls, of arniosf>v'e^^V'’^- 
lage has now its own, dedicated to that sober pallid, or rather drab- 
colored, mode of wuntei -evening enlerlalnrfient, the lecture Of late 
years, this has come strangely into vogue, when the natural tendency 
of things would seem to be to substitute lettered for oral methods of 
addressing the public But, m balls like this, besides tlie winter course/ 
of lectures, there is a rich and varied senes of other exhibitions Hilhy' 
comes the ventriloquist, with all his mysterious tongues, the thaun^ 
turgist, too, with his miraculous transformations of plates, doves. 
rings, his pancakes smoking m your hat, and Ins cellar of choice h[ 
represented in one small bottle Here, also, the itinerant profe^^^j.^ 
structs separate classes of ladies and gentlemen in pliysiolo^Qj. 
demonstrates his lessons by the aid of real skeletons, and maj^, 
wax, from Pans Here is to be heard the choir of Ethiopian 
and to be seen the diorama of Moscow or Bunker Hill, or t^elodist«; 
panorama of the Chinese wall Here is displayed the museu„ 
figures, illustrating the wide Catholicism of earthly lenown, “ 

up heroes and statesmen, the pope and the Mormon propT-u 
queens, murderers, and beautiful ladies, every sort of persoii, 
except authors, of whom I never beheld even the most famou‘|^ short, 
wax And here, in this many-purposed hall (unless the selectm^ done m 
village chance to have more than their share of the Puritainsy an oi th® ' 
however diversified with later patchwork, still gives its preva jv, whwhj 
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to New England character), here the company of strolling players sets 
up its little stage, and claims patronage for the legitimate drama 
But, on the autumnal evening which I speak of, a number of printed 
handbills stuck up in the barroom, and on the sign-post of the hotel, 
and on the meeting-house porch, and distributed largely through the 
village had promised the inhabitants an interview with that celebiated 
and hitherto inexplicable phenomenon, the Veiled Lady' 

The hall was fitted up with an amphitheatrical descent of seats to- 
wards a platform, on which stood a desk, two lights, a stool, and a ca- 
pacious antique chair The audience was of a generally decent and re- 
spectable character old farmers, in their Sunday black coats, with 
shrewd, hard, sun-dried faces, and a cynical humor, oftener than any 
other expression, m their eyes, pretty girls, m many-colored attire, 
pretty young men, the schoolmaster, The la^vyer, or student at law, 
the shopi-keeper, all looking rather suburban than rural In these days, 
there is absolutely no rusticity, except when the actual labor of the soil 
leaves its earth-mould on the person There was likewise a considerable 
proportion of young and middle-aged women, many of them stern in 
feature, with marked foreheads, and a very definite line of eyebrow, a 
type of womanhood in which a bold intellectual development seems to 
be keeping pace with the progressive delicacy of the physical constitu- 
tion Of all these people I took note, at first, according to my custom 
But I ceased to do so the moment that my eyes fell on an individual who 
sat two or three seats below me, immovable, apparently deep m thought, 
with his back, of course, towards me, and his face turned steadfastly 
pon the platform 

After sitting awhile in contemplation of this person’s familiar con- 

I ’*, I was irresistibly moved to step over the intervening benches, lay 
L ’and on his shoulder, put my mouth close to his ear, and address 
t. 1 a sepulchral, melodramatic whisper 
piollmgsworth > where have you left Zenobia'^” 

lis nerves, however, were proof against my attack He turned half 
und, and looked me in the face with great, sad eyes, in which there 
fas neither kindness por resentment, nor any perceptible surprise 
“Zenobia, when I last saw her,” he answered, ‘‘was at Bhthedale ” 

He said no more But there was a great deal of talk going on near me, 
-mong a knot of people who might be considered as representing the 
nysticism, or rather the mystic sensuality, of this singular age The na- 
ure of the exhibition that was about to take place had probably given 
he turn to their conversation 

I heard, from a pale man in blue spectacles, some stranger stories than 
!ver were written in a romance, told, too, with a simple, unimaginative 
teadfastness, which was terribly efficacious m compelling the auditor to 
eceive them into the category of established facts He cited instances of 
he miraculous power of one human being over the will and passions of 
mother, insomuch that settled grief was but a shadow beneath the in- 
iuence of a man possessing this potency, and the strong love of years 
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one of the enchanters of the \rahian Xi'dits He tamt up m tlu plat- 
form from a side door, s.iUued the spectators, not v ith a s.da nu, Init a 
bow, took his station at the desk, and first blowing his no'C v iih <\ white 
handkerchief, prepared to speik 'Ihe environintnl of the hnn.ely vil- 
lage hall, and the absence of many ingenious contrivances of stage-cuect 
wit’n which the exhibition had heretofore been set oft, seemed to bring 
the gtlifice of this cliaractcr more openly upon the surface X'o sooner 
-did I behold the bearded enchanter, than, laying my hand again on Hol- 
lingsworth’s shoulder, I whispcicd in his car, 

“Do you know him?” 

“I never saw the man before,” he muttered, without turning his head 
But I had seen him three times alreadj'' Once, on occasion of my first 
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Visit to the Veiled Lad}^, a second time, in the wood-path at Blithedale, 
and jastl}^, in Zenobia’s drawing-room It vas Westervelt A quick asso- 
ciation of ideas made me shuddet from head to foot, and again, like an 
evil spirit, bringing up reminiscences of a man’s sms, I whispered a 
question in Holhngsvorth s ear, 

“What have you done with Priscilla?” 

He gave a con\ ulsi\ e start, as if I had tin ust a knife into him, writhed 
himself round on his seat, glaied fiercely into my eyes, but answered not 
a word. 

The Professor began his discouise, explanatory of the psychological 
phenomena, as he termed them, nhicli it was his purpose to exhibit to 
the spectators There remains no \ei3’- distinct impression of it on my 
memoiy’- It vas eloquent, ingenious, plausible, with a delusive show of 
spirituality, jet really imbued throughout vith a cold and dead mater- 
ialism I shivered, as at a current of dull air issuing out of a sepulchral 
^ault, and bringing the smell of corruption along vith it He spoke of a 
new era that was davnmg upon the world, an era that wmuld link soul 
to soul, and the present life to what we call futurity, wuth a closeness 
that should finallj'’ convert both worlds into one great, mutually con- 
scious brotherhood He described (in a stiange, philosophical guise, 
with terms of art, as if it were a matter of chemical discovery) the 
agencj' by which this mighty result was to be effected, nor would it have 
surprised me, had he pretended to hold up a portion of his universally 
pervasive fluid, as he affirmed it to be, m a glass phial 
At the dose of his exordium, the Profe'^sor beckoned wuth his hand, 
once, twice, thrice, and a figure came gliding upon the platform, en- 
veloped m a long veil of silvery whiteness It fell about her like the tex- 
ture of a summer cloud, with a kind of vagueness, so that tlie outline of 
the form beneath it could not be accurately discerned But the move- 
ment of the Veiled Lady was graceful, free, and unembarrassed, like 
that of a person accustomed to be the spectacle of thousands, or, pos- 
sibly, a blindfold pnsonei wuthm the sphere wuth which this dark earthly 
magician had surrounded her, 'jfie w'as wiiolly unconscious of being the 
central object to all those straining eyes 
Pliant to his gesture (winch had even an obsequious courtesy, but at 
the same time a remarkable decisiveness), the figure placed itself in 
the great chair Sitting tliere, m such visible obscuntj’-, it was, perhaps, 
as much like the actual presence of a disembodied spirit as anything 
that stage trickery could devise The hushed breathing of the spectators 
proved how high-WTought w^ere their anticipations of the wonders to be 
performed through the medium of this incomprehensible creature I, 
too, was in breathless suspense, but with a far diffeient presentiment of 
some strange event at hand 

“You see before you the Veiled Lady,” said the bearded Professor, 
advancing to the verge of the platform “By the agency of winch I have 
just spoken, she is at this moment m communion with the spiritual 
world That silvery veil is, in one sense, an enchantment, having been 
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dipped, as it were, and essentially imbued, through the potency of my 
art, with the fluid medium of spirits Slight and ethereal as it seems, the 
limitations of time and space have no CMSlencc v if Inn its folds This 
hall these hundreds of faces, encompassing her vithm so nairow an 
amphitheatre are of thinner substance, in her view, th.in the airiest 
vapoi that the clouds are made of She beholds the Absolute 

As preliminary to other and far more wonderful psychological experi- 
ments, the exhibitor suggested that some of his auditors should endeavor 
to make the Veiled Lady sensible of their presence by such methods 
provided only no touch were laid upon her person as they might deem 
best adapted to that end Accordingly, several dcep-lungcd country- 
fellows, who looked as if they might have blown the apiiarilion away 
with a breath, ascended the platform iMutually encouraging one an- 
other, they shouted so close to her car that the veil slit red hi c a wreath 
of vanishing mist, they smote upon the floor with bludgeons, they per- 
petrated so hideous a clamor, that methought it might have reached, at 
least, a little way into the eternal sphere Finally, with the assent of the 
Professor, they laid hold of the great chair, and were startled, appar- 
ently, to find It soar upward, as if lighter than the air througli which it 
rose But the Veiled Lady remained seated and motionless, with a com- 
posure that was hardly less than awful, because implying so immeasur- 
able a distance betwixt her and these rude persecutor'' 

“These efforts are wholly without avail,' observed the Professor, who 
had been looking on wath an aspect of serene indifference ‘ The roar of 
a battery of cannon would be inaudible to the ^ eiled Lady' And yet, 
were I to wall it, sitting in this very hall, she could hear the desert wind 
sweeping over the sands as far off as Arabia, the icebergs grinding one 
against the other in the polar seas, the rustic of a leaf in an Easl-Indian 
forest, the lowest w'hispered breath of the bashfiillest maiden in the 
w'orld, uttering the first confession of her love Nor does there exist the 
moral inducement, apart from my own behest, that could persuade her 
to lift the silvery veil, or arise out of that chaii ” 

Greatly to the Professor’s discomposure, however, just ns he spoke 
these words, the Veiled Lady arose There was a my'sterious tremor that 
shook the magic veil The spectators, it may be, imagined that she was 
about to take flight into that invisible sphere, and to the society of those 
purely spiritual beings wuth wdiom they reckoned her so near akin Hol- 
lingsworth, a moment ago, had mounted the platform, and now stood 
gazing at the figure, with a sad intentness that brought the whole power 
of his great, stern, yet tender soul into his glance 
“Come,” said he, waving his hand tow'ards her “You are safe' ” 

She threw off the veil, and stood before that multitude of people pale, 
tremulous, shrinking, as if only then had she discovered that a tliou- 
sand eyes were gazing at her Poor maiden ' Flow strangely had she been 
betrayed' Blazoned abroad as a wonder of the world, and performing 
what were adjudged as miracles, in the faith of many', a seeress and a 
prophetess, in the harsher judgment of otliers, a mountebank, she had 
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kept, as I religiously believe, her virgin reserve and sanctity of soul 
throughout it all Within that encircling veil, though an evil hand had 
flung it over her, there was as deep a seclusion as if this foisaken girl 
had, all the while, been sitting under the shadow of Eliot’s pulpit, in 
the Blithedale woods, at the feet of him who now summoned her to the 
shelter of his arms And the true heart-throb of a woman’s affection was 
too powerful for the jugglery that had hitherto environed her She ut- 
tered a shriek, and fled to Hollingsworth, like one escaping from her 
deadliest enemy, and was safe forever. 


xxrv 

The ]\'Iasqueraders 

Tw^o nights had passed since the foregoing occurrences, when, in a 
breezy September forenoon, I set forth from tovm, on foot, towards 
Blithedale 

It was the most delightful of all days for a walk, with a dash of in- 
vigorating ice-temper in the air, but a coolness that soon gave place to 
the brisk glow of exercise, while the vigor remained as elastic as before 
The atmosphere had a spirit and sparkle m it Each breath was like a 
sip of ethereal wine, tempered, as I said, with a crystal lump of ice I 
had started on this expedition in an exceedingly sombre mood, as well 
befitted one -who found himself tending towards home, but was con- 
scious that nobody would be quite overjoyed to greet him there My feet 
were hardly off the pavement, however, when this morbid sensation be- 
gan to yield to the lively influences of air and motion Nor had I gone 
far, with fields yet green on either side, before my step became as swift 
and light as if Hollingsworth were waiting -to exchange a friendly hand- 
grip, and Zenobia’s and Priscilla’s open arms would welcome the wan- 
derer’s reappearance It has happened to me on other occasions, as well 
as this, to prove how a state of physical well-being can create a kind of 
• joy, in spite of the profoundest anxiety of mind 

The pathway of that walk still runs along, with sunny freshness, 
through my memory I know not why it should be so But my mental 
eye can even now discern the September grass, bordering the pleasant 
roadside with a brighter verdure than while the summer heats were 
scorching it, the trees, too, mostly green, although here and there a 
branch or shrub has donned its vesture of crimson and gold a week or 
two before its fellows I see the tufted* barbeiry-bushes, with their small 
clusters of scarlet fruit, the toadstools, likewise, some spotlessly white, - 
others yellow or red, mysterious growths, springing suddenly from no 
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root or seed, and growing nobody can tell how or wherefore In this re- 
spect they resembled many of the emotions m my breast And I still see 
the little rivulets, chill, clear, and bright, that murmured beneath the 
road, through subterranean locks, and deepened into mossy pools, 
where tiny fish were darting to and fro, and within which lurked the 
hermit-frog But no, I never can account for it, that, with a yearning 
interest to learn the upshot of all my story, and returning to Blitliedale 
for that sole purpose, I should examine these things so like a peaceful- 
bosomed naturalist Nor why, amid all my sympathies and fears, there 
shot, at times, a wild exhilaiation thiough my frame 

Thus I pursued my way along the line of the ancient stone wall that 
Paul Dudley built, and through white villages, and past orchards of ruddy 
apples, and fields of ripening maize, and patches of voodland, and all 
such sweet rural scenery as looks the fairest, a little beyond the suburbs 
of a town Hollingsworth, Zenobia, Priscilla' They glided mistily before 
me, as I walked Sometimes, m my solitude, I laughed \Mth the bitter 
ness of self-scorn, remembering how unreser\edly I had given up my 
heart and soul to interests that were not mine What had I ever had to 
do with them? And why, being now free, should I take this thraldom on 
me once again ^ It was both sad and dangerous, I i\hispered to m3'self, 
to be in too close affinity with the passions, the errors, and the misfor- 
tunes of individuals who stood within a circle of their o^\n, into which, 
if I stept at all, it must be as an intruder, and at a peril that I could not 
estimate 

Drawing nearer to Blithedale, a sickness of the spirits kept alternat- 
ing with my flights of causeless buoyancy I indulged in a hundred odd 
an(f extravagant conjectures Either tliere was no such place as Blithc- 
dale, nor ever had been, nor any brotherhood of thoughtful laborers, 
like what I seemed to recollect there, or else it was all changed during 
my absence It had been nothing but dream-vork and enchantment I 
should seek in vain for the old farm-house, and for the greensward, the 
potato-fields, the root-crops, and acres of Indian corn, and for all that 
configuration of the land which I had imagined It would be another 
spot, and an utter strangeness 

These vagaries were of the spectral throng so apt to steal out of an 
unquiet heart They partly ceased to haunt me, on my arriving at a 
point whence, through the trees, I began to catch glimpses of tlie Bhthe- 
dale farm That surely was something real There was hardly a square* 
foot of all those acres on which I had not trodden heavily, in one or 
another kind of toil The curse of Adam’s posterity and, curse or bless- 
ing be it, it gives substance to the life around us had first come upon 
me there In the sweat of my brow I had there earned bread and eaten 
it, and so established my claim to be on earth, and my fellowship with 
all the sons of labor I could have knelt down, and have laid my breast 
against that soil The red clay of which my frame was moulded seemed 
nearer akin to those crumbling furrows than to any other portion of the 
world’s dust There was my home, and there might be my grave 
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I felt an invincible reluctance, nevertheless, at the idea of piesenting 
myself before my old associates, without first ascertaining tlie state in 
which they were A nameless foreboding weighed upon me Perhaps, 
should I know all the circumstances that had occurred, I might find it 
my wisest course to turn back, umecognized, unseen, and never look at 
Blithedale more Had it been evening, I would have stolen softly to 
some lighted wundow of the old farm-house, and peeped darkling in, to 
see all their well-known faces round the supper-boaid Then, were there 
a vacant seat, I might noiselessly unclose the door, glide in, and take 
my place among them, wuthout a w'ord My entrance might be so quiet, 
my aspect so familiar, that the}^ w'ould forget how long I had been aw^ay, 
and suffer me to melt into the scene, as a wreath of vapor melts into a 
larger cloud I dreaded a boisterous greeting Beholding me at table, 
Zenobia, as a matter of course, would send me a cup of tea, and Hol- 
lingsw'orth fill my plate from the great dish of pandow dy, and Priscilla, 
in her quiet w^ay, w^ould hand the cream, and others help me to the bread 
and butter Being one of them again, the knowledge of wdiat had hap- 
pened w’ould come to me wuthout a shock For still, at eveiy turn of my 
shiftmg fantasies, the thought stared me m the face that some evil 
thing had befallen us, 01 was 1 eady to befall 

Yielding to this ominous impression, I now" turned aside into the 
W"oods, resolving to spy out the posture of the Community, as craftily as 
the wuld Indian before he makes his onset I w'ould go wandeiing about 
the outskirts of the farm, and, perhaps, catching sight of a solitary ac- 
quaintance, w'ould approach him amid the blown shadows of the trees 
(a kind of medium fit foi spirits departed and revisitant, lilce myself), 
and entreat him to tell me how" all things were 
The first living creature that I met w"as a partridge w'hich sprung up 
beneath my feet, and whirred away, the next w"as a squirrel, who chat- 
tered angrily at me from an overhanging bough I trod along by the 
dark, sluggish river, and remember pausing on the bank, above one of 
Its blackest and most placid pools (the very spot, with the barkless 
stump of a tree aslantw'ise over the water, is depicting itself to my fancy 
at this instant), and w'ondering how deep it w"as, and if any over-laden 
soul had ever flung its w^eight of moitahty m thither, and if it thus 
escaped the burden, or only made it heavier And perhaps the skeleton 
of the drowned wretch still lay beneath the inscrutable depth, clinging 
to some sunken log at the bottom with the gripe of its old despair So 
slight, however, was the track of these gloomy ideas, that I soon forgot 
them in the contemplation of a brood of wild ducks, which were floating 
on the river, and anon took flight, leaving each a bright streak over the 
black surface By and by, I came to my hermitage, in the heart of the 
white-pme tree, and clambering up into it, sat down to rest The grapes, 
which I had w^atched throughout the summer, now dangled around me 
in abundant clusters of the deepest purple, deliciously sweet to the taste, 
and, though wild, yet free from that ungentle flavor which distinguishes 
nearly all our native and uncultivated grapes Methought a w"me might 
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be piessed out of them possessing a passionate zest, and endowed with a 
new kind of intoxicating quality, attended with such bacchanalian ecsta- 
sies as the tamer grapes of Madeira, France, and the Rhine are inade- 
quate to produce And I longed to quaff a great goblet of it that mo- 
ment! 

While devouring the grapes, I looked on all sides out of the peep- 
holes of my hermitage, and saw the farm-house, the fields, and almost 
every part of oui domain, but not a single human figure in the land- 
scape Some of the windows of the house were open, but with no more 
signs of life than in a dead man’s unshut eyes The barn-door was ajar, 
and swinging in the breeze The big old dog, he vas a relic of the for- 
mer dynasty of the farm, that hardly ever stirred out of the yard, was 
nowhere to be seen What, then, had become of all the frateinity and 
sisterhood^ Curious to ascertain this point, I let myself dovn out of 
the tree, and going to the edge of the wood, was glad to perceive our 
herd of cows chewing the cud or grazing not far off I fancied, by their 
manner, that two or three of them recognized me (as, indeed, they ought, 
for I had milked them and been their chamberlain times without num- 
bei ) , but, after staring me m the face a little while, they phlegmatic- 
ally began grazing and chening their cuds again Then I grew foolishly 
angry at so cold a reception, and flung some rotten fragments of an old 
stump at these unsentimental cows 

Skirting farther round the pasture, I heard voices and much laughter 
proceeding from the interior of the wood Voices, male and feminine, 
laughter, not only of fresh young throats, but the bass of grown peo- 
ple, as if solemn organ-pipes should pour out airs of merriment Not a 
voice spoke, but I knew it better than my own , not a laugh, but its cad- 
ences were familiar The wood, in this portion of it, seemed as full of 
jollity as if Comus and his crew were holding their revels in one of its 
usually lonesome glades Stealing onward as far as I durst, without 
hazard of discovery, I saw a concourse of strange figures beneath tlie 
overshadowing branches They appeared, and vanished, and came again, 
confusedly with the streaks of sunlight glimmering down upon them 

Among them was an Indian chief, with blanket, feathers and war- 
paint, and uplifted tomahawk , and near him, looking fit to be his wood- 
land-bride, the goddess Diana, with the crescent on her head, and at- 
tended by our big lazy dog, m lack of any fleeter hound Drawing an 
arrow from her quiver, she let it fly at a venture, and hit the very tree 
behind which I happened to be lurking Another group consisted of a 
Bavarian broom-girl, a negro of the Jim Crow order, one or two forest- 
ers of the Middle Ages, a Kentucky woodsman in his trimmed hunting- 
shirt and deerskin leggings, and a Shaker elder, quaint, demure, broad- 
brimmed, and square-skirted Shepherds of Arcadia, and allegoric fig- 
ures from the Faerie Queen, were oddly mixed up with these Arm in 
arm, or otherwise huddled together in strange discrepancy, stood grim 
Puritans, gay Cavaliers, and Revolutionary officers with three-cornered 
cocked hats, and queues longer than their swords A bright-complex- 
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loned, dark-haired, vivacious little gypsy, with a red shawl over her 
head, went from one group to another, telling fortunes by palmistry, 
and Moll Pitcher, the renowned old witch of Lynn, broomstick in hand, 
showed herself prominently in the midst, as if announcing all these ap- 
paritions to be the offspring of her necromantic art But Silas Foster, 
who leaned against a tree near by, in his customary blue frock, and 
smoking a short pipe, did more to disenchant the scene, with his look of 
shrewd, acrid, Yankee observation, than twenty witches and necromanc- 
ers could have done m the way of rendering it weird and fantastic 

A little farther off, some old-fashioned skmkers and drawers, all with 
portentously red noses, were spreading a banquet on the leaf-strewn 
earth, while a horned and long-tailed gentleman (m whom I lecognized 
the fiendish musician erst seen by Tam O’Shanter) tuned his fiddle, and 
summoned the whole motley lOut to a dance, befoie partaking of the 
festal cheer So they joined hands m a circle, whirling lound so swiftly, 
so madly, and so merrily, in time and tune with the Satanic music, that 
their separate incongruities were blended all together, and they became 
a kind of entanglement that went nigh to turn one’s brain with merely 
looking at it Anon they stopt all of a sudden, and staring at one an- 
other’s figures, set up a roar of laughter, whereat a shower of the Sep- 
tember leaves (which, all day long, had been hesitating whether to fall 
or no) were shaken off by the movement of the air, and came eddying 
down upon the revelleis 

Then, for lack of breath, ensued a silence, at the deepest point of 
which, tickled by the oddity of surprising my grave associates in this 
masquerading trim, I could not possibly refrain from a burst of laughter 
on my own separate account 

“Hush>” I heard the pretty gypsy fortune-teller say “Who is that 
laughing?” 

“Some profane intruder’” said the goddess Diana “I shall send an 
arrow through his heart, or change him into a stag, as I did Acteeon, if 
he peeps from behind the trees ' ” 

“Me take his scalp'” cried the Indian chief, brandishing his toma- 
hawk, and cutting a great caper m the air 

“I’ll loot him m the earth with a spell that I have at my tongue’s 
end'” squeaked Moll Pitcher “And the green moss shall grow all over 
him, before he gets free again ' ” 

“The voice was Miles Coverdale’s,” said the fiendish fiddler, with a 
whisk of his tail and a toss of his horns “My music has brought him 
hither He is always ready to dance to the Devil’s tune' ” 

Thus put on the right track, they all recognized the voice at once, and 
set up a simultaneous shout 

“Miles' Miles' Miles Coverdale, where are you'”’ they cried “Zen- 
obia' Queen Zenobia' here is one of your vassals lurking in the wood 
Command him to approach and pay his duty ' ” 

The whole fantastic rabble forthwith streamed off in pursuit of me, 
so that I was like a mad pbet hunted by chimeras Having fairly the 



5^4 THE WORKS OF HAWTHORNE 

start of them, however, I succeeded in mailing my escape, and soon left 
llieir merriment and not at a good distance in the rear Its fainter tones 
assumed a kind of mouinfulness, and ^^ere finally lost in the hush and 
solemnity of the w'ood In my haste, I stumbled over a heap of logs and 
sticks that had been cut foi flre-^^ood, a great while ago, by some former 
possessor of the soil, and piled up square, in order to be carted or sled- 
ded away to the farm-house But, being forgotten, they had lam there 
perhaps fifty years, and possibly much longer, until, by the accumula- 
tion of moss, and the leaves falling over them, and decaying there, from 
autumn to autumn, a green mound was formed, in which the sohened 
outline of the w'ood-pile was still perceptible In the fitful mood that 
then swayed my mind, I found something strangely affecting in this 
simple circumstance I imagined the long-dead woodman, and liis long- 
dead wufe and children, coming out of their chill graves, and cssajnng to 
make a fire with this heap of mossy fuel ! 

From this spot I straj'ed onward, quite lost in reverie, and neither 
knew nor cared whither I was going, until a low, soft, well-remembered 
voice spoke, at a little distance 

“There is Mr Co\ erdale ' ” 

“Miles Coverdale'” said another voice, and its tones were \ery 
stern “Let him come forw ard, then 1 ’’ 

“Yes, Mr Coverdale, ’ cried a woman's \oicc, clear and mclodiou'^, 
but, just then, wath something unnatural in its chord, “you are wel- 
come' But you come half an hour too late, and have missed a scene 
which you w'ould have enjoyed ' " 

I looked up and found myself nigh Eliot’s pulpit, at the base of which 
sat Hollingsworth, with Priscilla at his feet, and Zenobia standing be- 
fore them. 


XXV 

The Three Together 

Hollingsworth was in his ordinary w'orking-dress Priscilla wore a 
pretty and simple gowm, with a kerchief about her neck, and a calash, 
which she had flung back from her head, leaving it suspended by the 
strings But Zenobia (whose part among the maskers, as may be sup- 
posed, was no inferior one) appeared in a costume of fanciful magnifi- 
cence, with her jewelled flower as the central ornament of w’hat resem- 
bled' a leafy crown, or coronet She represented the Oriental princess by 
whose name we were accustomed to know her Her attitude w'as free 
and noble, yet, if a queen’s, it was not that of a queen triumphant, but 
dethroned, on trial for her life, or, perchance, condemned already The 
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spirit of the conflict seemed, nevertheless, to be alive in her Hei eyes 
were on fire, her cheehs had each a crimson spot, so exceedingly vmd, 
and marked vith so definite an outline, that I at first doubted lAhether 
it were not artificial In a \ery biief space, hoiievei, this idea Mas 
shamed by the paleness that ensued, as the blood sunk suddenly avay 
Zenobia now looked like marble 

One alvays feels the fact, in an instant, vhen he has intruded on 
those Mho lo\e, or those mIio hate, at some acme of their passion that 
puts them into a sphere of their oMn, Mhere no other spirit can pretend 
to stand on equal ground Mith them I M'as confused, affected even 
M'lth a species of tenor, and Mushed myself avay The intenseness of 
their feelings ga\e them the exclusive property of the soil and atmos- 
phere, and left me no right to be or breathe there 

‘TiollingSMorth, Zenobia, I have just returned to Bhthedale,” said 
I, “and had no thought of finding 3mu here We shall meet again at the 
house I Mill retire” 

“This place is free to 3'ou,” ansMered HollingsMOith 
“As free as to oursches,” added Zenobia “This long Mhile past, 3mu 
have been folloMing up 3mur game, groping for human emotions m the 
dark corners of the heart Had 3’-ou been here a little sooner, 3^ou might 
have seen them dragged into the da3 light I could e\en M'lsh to have my 
trial over again, Mith 3^011 standing b3’^ to see fair play' Do you knoM', 
j\Ir Coverdale, Iha\ebeen on trial form3'life^” 

She laughed, Mhile speaking thus But, m truth, as my eyes Meandered 
from one of the group to anothei, I sum in HolhngsMorth all that an 
artist could desire for the grim portrait of a Puritan magistrate holding 
inquest of life and death m a case of Mitchcraft in Zenobia, the sorcer- 
ess herself, not aged. Mrinkled, and decrepit, but fair enough to tempt 
Satan Mith a force leciprocal to his OMm, and, in Priscilla, the pale vic- 
tim, whose soul and body had been M'asted by her spells Had a pile of 
fagots been heaped against the rock, this hint of impending doom Mould 
have completed the suggestive picture • 

“It was too hard upon me,” continued Zenobia, addressing Holhngs- 
M'orth, “that judge, juiy, and accuser should all be comprehended in one 
man' I demur, as I think the laMyers say, to the jurisdiction But let 
the learned Judge Coverdale seat himself on the top of the rock, and 
you and me stand at its base, side by side, pleading our cause before 
him' There might, at least, be two criminals instead of one ” 

“You forced this on me,” replied Hollingsworth, looking her sternly 
in the face “Did I call you hither from among the masqueraders yon- 
der? Do I assume to be your judge'* No, except so far as I have an un- 
questionable right of judgment, m order to settle my own line of be- 
havior towards those with M'hom the events of life bring me in contact 
True, I have already judged you, but not on the world’s part, neither 
do I pretend to pass a sentence ' ” 

“Ah, this is very good'” cried Zenobia, with a smile “What strange 
beings you men are, Mr Coverdale! is it not so? It is the simplest 
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Hung in the world with you to bring a woman before your secret tri- 
bunals, and judge and condemn hei unheard, and then tell her to go 
free witliout a sentence The misfoitune is, that this same secret tri- 
bunal chances to be the only judgment-seat that a true woman stands ir 
aw'e of, and that any verdict short of acquittal is equivalent to a death- 
sentence > ” 

The more I looked at them, and the more I heard, the stronger grew' 
my impression that a crisis had just come and gone On Hollingsworth’s 
brow it had left a stamp like that of irrevocable doom, of w’hich his own 
will w'as the instrument In Zenobia’s whole person, beholding her more 
closely, I saw' a riotous agitation, the almost delirious disquietude of a 
gieat struggle, at the close of w'hich the vanquished one felt her strength 
and couiage still mighty within hei, and longed to renew the contest 
My sensations w'ere as if I had come upon a battle-field befoie the 
smoke was as yet cleared aw-ay 

And w'hat subjects had been discussed here? All, no doubt, that for so 
many months past had kept my heart and my imagination idly fe\erish 
Zenobia’s whole charactei and history, the true nature of her myster- 
ious connection with Westervelt, her later purposes towards Hollings- 
W'oith, and, reciprocally, his in lefeience to her, and, finally, the degree 
m W’hich Zenobia had been cognizant of the plot against Priscilla, and 
what, at last, had been the real object of that scheme On these points, 
as before, I was left to my ow’n conjectures One thing, only, was cer- 
tain Zenobia and Hollingsw’orth were friends no longer If their heart- 
strings W'ere ever mteitw'ined, the knot had been adjudged an entangle- 
ment, and w as now violently broken 

But Zenobia seemed unable to rest content with the matter m the 
posture which it had assumed 

''Ah^ do we part so?” e\claimed she, seeing Hollingsworth about to 
retire 

“And why not?” said he, with almost rude abruptness “WTiat is there 
further to be said between us^” 

“Well, perhaps nothing,” answered Zenobia, looking him in the face, 
and smiling “But w'e have come many times befoie to this gray rock, 
and we have talked very softly among the w'liispermgs of the birch-trees 
They were pleasant hours' I love to make the latest of them, though not 
altogether so delightful, loiter away as slowly as may be And, besides, 
you have put many queries to me at this, w'hicli you design to be oui 
last inteiview, and being driven, as I must acknowledge, into a corner, I 
have responded with reasonable frankness But now, w'ltli your free 
consent, I desire the privilege of asking a few questions, m my turn ” 

“I have no concealments,” said Hollingsworth 

“We shall see,” answered Zenobia “I would first inquire whether you 
have supposed me to be wealthy?” 

“On that point,” observed Hollingsworth, “I have had the opinion 
which the world holds ” 

“And I held it likewise,” said Zenobia “Had I not. Heaven is my 
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witness the knowledge should have been as free to you as me It is only 
three days since I knew the stiange fact that threatens to make me 
poor, and your own acquaintance with it, I suspect, is of at least as old 
a date I fancied myself affluent You are aware, too, of the disposition 
which I purposed making of the larger poition of my imaginary opu- 
lence, nay, ueie it all, I had not hesitated Let me ask you, fuither, did 
I ever propose or intimate any terms of compact, on which depended 
this as the world would consider it so important sacrifice?” 

“You certainly spoke of none,” said Hollingswoith 
“Nor meant any,” she responded “I was willing to realize your 
dream, freely, generously, as some might think, but, at all events, 
fully, and heedless though it should prove the rum of my fortune If, in 
)mur own thoughts, you have imposed any conditions of this expendi- 
ture, It IS you that must be held responsible for whatever is sordid and 
unworthy m them And now one other question Do you love this girP” 
“0 Zenobia'” exclaimed Priscilla, •shrinking back, as if longing for 
the rock to topple over and hide her 
“Do you love lier^” repeated Zenobia 

“Had you asked me that question a short time since,” replied Hol- 
lingsworth, after a pause, during which, it seemed to me, even the birch- 
trees held their whispering breath, “I should have told you ‘No’’ My 
feelings for Priscilla differed little from those of an elder brother, watch- 
ing tenderly over the gentle sister whom God has given him to protect ” 
“And what is 5''0ur ansv er now?” persisted Zenobia 
“I do love her'” said Hollingsworth, uttering the words with a deep 
inward breath, instead of speaking them outright “As well declaie it 
thus as m any other way I do love her! ” 

“Now, God be judge between us,” cried Zenobia, brealcmg into sud- 
den passion, “which of us two has most mortally offended Him' At 
least, I am a woman, with every fault, it may be, that a woman ever 
had, weak, vain, unprincipled (like most of my -sex, for our virtues, 
when we have any, are merely impulsive and intuitive), passionate, too, 
and pursuing my foolish and unattainable ends by indirect and cunning, 
though absurdly chosen means, as an hereditary bondslave must, false, 
moieover, to the whole circle of good, m my reckless truth to the little 
good I saw before me, but still a woman' A creature whom only a 
little change of earthly fortune, a little kinder smile of Him who sent me 
hither, and one true heart to encourage and direct me, might have made 
all that a woman can be' But how is it with you? Are you a man? No, 
but a monster' A cold, heartless, self-beginning and self-ending piece of 
mechanism' ” 

“With what, then, do you charge me'” asked Hollingsworth, aghast, 
and greatly disturbed by this attack “Show me one selfish end, in all I 
ever aimed at, and you may cut it out of my bosom with a knife! ” 

“It IS all self” answered Zenobia, with still intenser bitterness 
“Nothing else, nothing but self, self, self The fiend, I doubt not, has 
made his choicest mirth of you these seven years past, and especially 
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in the mad summer which we have spent together I see it now' I am 
awake, disenchanted, disin thralled' Self, self, self' You have embodied 
youiself m a project You are a better masqueradei than the witches 
and gypsies yondei , foi your disguise is a self-deception See whither it 
has brought you' First, you aimed a death-blow, and a treacherous one, 
at this scheme of a purer and higher life, which so many noble spiiits 
had wiought out Then, because Coverdale could not be quite your 
slave, you threw him ruthlessly away And you took me, too, into your 
plan, as long as there was hope of my being available, and now fling me 
aside again, a broken tool ' But, foremost and blackest of your sms, you 
stifled down your inmost consciousness' you did a deadly wrong to 
your own heart' you were ready to sacrifice this girl, whom, if God 
ever visibly showed a purpose, He put into your charge, and through 
whom He was striving to redeem you' ” 

“This IS a woman’s view,” said Hollingsworth, growing deadly pale, 
“a woman’s, whose whole sphere of action is m the heart, and who 
can conceive of no higher nor wider onel ” 

“Be silent'” cried Zenobia, imperiously “You know neither man nor 
woman' The utmost that can be said in your behalf and because I 
would not be wholly despicable in my own eyes, but would fain excuse 
my wasted feelings, nor own it wholly a delusion, therefore I say it is, 
that a great and rich heart has been ruined in your breast Leave me, 
now You have done with me, and I with you Farewell ' ” 

“Priscilla,” said Hollingsworth, “come ” 

Zenobia smiled, possibly I did so too Not often, in human life, has a 
gnawing sense of injury found a sweeter morsel of revenge than was 
conveyed in the tone with which Hollingsworth spoke those two words 
It was the abased and tremulous tone of a man whose faith in himself 
was shalien, and who sought, at last, to lean on an affection Yes, the 
strong man bowed himself and rested on this .poor Priscilla' Oh, could 
she have failed him, what a triumph for the lookers-on 1 

And, at first, I half imagined that she was about to fail him She rose 
up, stood shivering like the birch-leaves that trembled over her head, and 
then slowly tottered, rather than walked, towards Zenobia Arriving at 
her feet, she sank down there, in the very same attitude which she had 
assumed on their first meeting, in the kitchen of the old farm-house 
Zenobia remembered it 

“Ah, Priscilla'” said she, shaking her head, “how much is changed 
since then' You kneel to a dethroned princess You, the victorious one' 
But he is waiting for you Say what you wish, and leave me ” 

“We are sisters ' ” gasped Priscilla 

I fancied that I understood the word and action It meant the offer- 
ing of herself, and all she had, to be at Zenobia’s disposal But the latter 
would not take it thus 

“True, we are sisters'” she replied, and, moved by the sweet word, 
she stooped down and kissed Priscilla, but not lovingly, for a sense of 
fatal harm received through her seemed to be lurking in Zenobia’s heart 
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“We had one father’ You knew it from the first, I, but a little while, 
else some things that have chanced might have been spared you But I 
never wished you harm You stood between me and an end which I de- 
sired I wanted a clear path No matter what I meant It is over now 
Do you forgive me?” 

“O Zenobia,” sobbed Priscilla, “it is I that feel like the guilty one' ” 

“No, no, poor little thing' ” said Zenobia, with a sort of contempt “You 
have been my evil fate, but there never was a babe with less strength or 
will to do an mjury Poor child' Methmks you have but a melancholy 
lot before you, sitting all alone in that wide, cheerless heart, where, for 
aught you know, and as I, alas' believe, the fire which you have 
kindled may soon go out Ah, the thought makes me shiver for you' 
What will you do, Priscilla, when you find no spark among the ashes?” 

“Die' ” she answered 

“That was well said'” responded Zenobia, with an approving smile 
“There is all a woman m your little compass, my poor sister Meanwhile, 
go with him, and live ' ” 

She waved her away, with a queenly gesture, and turned her own face 
to the rock I watched Priscilla, wondering what judgment she would 
pass between Zenobia and Hollingsworth, how interpret his behavior, 
so as to reconcile it with true faith both towards her sister and herself, 
how compel her love for him to keep any terms whatever with her sis 
terly affection' But, m truth, there was no such difficulty as I imagined 
Her engrossing love made it all clear Hollingsworth could have no 
fault That was the one principle at the centre of the universe And the 
doubtful guilt or possible integrity of other people, appearances, self- 
evident facts, the testimony of her own senses, even Hollingsworth’s 
self-accusation, had he volunteered it, would have weighed not the 
value of a mote of thistle-down on the other side So secure was she of 
his right, that she never thought of comparing it with another’s wrong, 
but left the latter to itself 

Hollingsworth drew her arm within his, and soon disappeared with 
her among the trees I cannot imagine how Zenobia knew when they 
were out of sight, she never glanced again towards them But, retaining 
a proud attitude so long as they might have thrown back a retiring look, 
they were no sooner departed, utterly departed, than she began 
slowly to sink down It was as if a great, invisible, irresistible weight 
were pressing her to the earth Settling upon her knees, she leaned her 
forehead against the rock, and sobbed convulsively, dry sobs they 
seemed to be, such as have nothing to do with tears 
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XXVI 

Zenobia and Coverdale 

Zenobia had entirely forgotten me She fancied herself alone with her 
great grief And had it been only a common pity that I felt for her, the 
pity that her proud nature would have repelled, as the one worst wrong 
which the world yet held m reserve, the sacredness and awfulness of 
the crisis might have impelled me to steal aw'ay silently, so that not a 
dry leaf should rustle undei my feet I would have left her to struggle, 
in that solitude, with only the eye of God upon her But, so it hapjpened, 
I never once dreamed of questioning my right to be there now, as I had 
questioned it just before, when I came so suddenly upon Hollingsworth 
and herself, m the passion of their recent debate It suits me not to ex- 
plain what was the analogy that I saw or imagined, between Zenobia’s 
situation and mine, nor, I believe, wull the leader detect this one secret, 
hidden beneath many a revelation which perhaps concerned me less In 
simple truth, how^ever, as Zenobia leaned her forehead against the rock, 
shaken with that tearless agony, it seemed to me that the self-same 
pang, with hardly mitigated torment, leaped thrilling from her heart- 
strings to my own Was it wrong, therefore, if I felt myself consecrated 
to the priesthood by sympathy like this, and called upon to minister to 
this woman’s affliction, so far as mortal could? 

_ But, indeed, what could mortal do for her? Nothing' The attempt 
would be a mockery and an anguish Time, it is true, wmuld steal away 
her grief, and bury it and the best of her heart in the same grave But 
Destiny itself, methought, in its kmdliest'mood, could do no better for 
Zenobia, in the way of quick relief, than to cause the impending rock to 
impend a little farther, and fall upon her head So I leaned against a 
tree, and listened to her sobs, in unbroken silence She was half pros- 
trate, half kneeling, wuth her forehead still pressed against the rock 
Hei sobs were the only sound, she did not groan, nor give any other 
utterance to her distress It was all involuntary 

At length she sat up, put back her hair, and stared about her with a 
bewildered aspect, as if not distinctly recollecting the scene through 
which she had passed, nor cognizant of the situation in which it left her 
Her face and brow were almost purple wuth the rush of blood They 
whitened, however, by and by, and for some time retained this death- 
like hue She put her hand to her forehead, with a gesture that made me 
forcibly conscious of an intense and living pain there 
Her glance, wandering wildly to and fro, passed over me several 
times, without appearing to inform her of my presence But, finally, a 
look of recognition gleamed from her eyes into mine 

‘Ts it you. Miles Coverdale?” said she, smiling “Ah, I perceive what 
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you are about’ You are turning this whole affair into a ballad Pray let 
me hear as many stanzas as you happen to have ready ” 

“Oh, hush, Zenobia'” I answered “Heaven knows what an ache is m 
my soul > ” 

“It IS genuine tragedy, is it not?” rejoined Zenobia, with a sharp, 
light laugh “And you are willing to allow, perhaps, that I have had 
hard measure But it is a woman’s doom, and I have deserved it like a 
woman, so let there be no pity, as, on my part, there shall be no com- 
plaint It IS all right, now, or will shortly be so But, Mr Coverdale, by 
all means write this ballad, and put your soul’s ache into it, and turn 
your sympathy to good account, as other poets do, and as poets must, 
unless they choose to give us glittering icicles instead of Imes of fire As 
for the moral, it shall be distilled into the final stanza, in a drop of bit- 
ter honey ” 

“What shall it be, Zenobia?” I inquired, endeavoring to fall m with 
her mood 

“Oh, a very old one will serve the purpose,” she replied “There are 
no new truths, much as we have prided ourselves on finding some A 
moiaP Why, this That, in the battle-field of life, the downright stroke, 
that would fall only on a man’s steel head-piece, is sure to light on a 
woman’s heart, oven which she wears no breast-plate, and whose wis- 
dom it IS, therefore to keep out of the conflict Or, this That the whole 
universe, her own sex and yours, and Pi evidence, or Destiny, to boot, 
make common cause against the woman who swerves one hair’s-breadth, 
out of the beaten track Yes, and add (for I may as well own it, now) 
that, with that one hair’s-breadth, she goes all astray and never sees 
the world m its true aspect afterwards ” 

“This last is too stern a moral,” I observed “Cannot we soften it a 
little?” 

“Do it if you like, at your own peril, not on my responsibility,” she 
answered Then, Math a. sudden change of subject, she went on “After 
all, he has flung away what would have served him better than the poor, 
pale flower he kept What can Priscilla do for him? Put passionate 
warmth into his heart, when it shall be chilled with frozen hopes? 
Strengthen his hands, when they are weary with much doing and no per- 
formance? No’ but only tend towards him with a blind, instinctive love, 
and hang her little, puny weakness for a clog upon his arm ’ She cannot 
even give him such sympathy as is worth the name For will he never, 
in many an hour of darkness, need that proud intellectual sympathy 
which he might have had from me? the sympathy that would flash 
light along his course, and guide as well as cheer him? Poor Hollings- 
worth' "Where will he find it now?” 

“Hollingsworth has a heart of ice ' ” said I, bitterly “He is a wretch ' ” 

“Do him no wrong,” interrupted Zenobia, turning haughtily upon me 
“Presume not to estimate a man like Hollingsworth It was my fault, all 
along, and none of his I see it now' He never sought me Why should he 
seek me? What had I to offer him? A miserable, bruised, and battered 
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heart, spoilt long before he met me A life, too, hopelessly entangled 
with a villain’s' He did well to cast me off God be praised, he did it' 
And yet, had he trusted me, and borne with me a little longer, I would 
have saved him all this trouble ” 

She was silent for a time, and stood with her eyes fi\ed on the ground 
Again raising them, her look was more mild and calm 

“Miles Coverdale' ” said she 

“Well, Zenobia,” I responded “Can I do you any sei vice?” 

“Very little,” she replied “But it is my purpose, as you may veil 
imagine, to remove from Blithedale, and, most likel}^, I may not see 
Hollingsworth again A woman m my position, you understand, feels 
scarcely at her ease among former friends New faces, unaccustomed 
looks, those only can she tolerate She would pine among familiar 
scenes, she w^ould be apt to blush, too, under the eyes that knew her 
secret, her heart might throb uncomfoitably, she would mortify her- 
self, I suppose, with foolish notions of having sacrificed the honor of her 
sex at the foot of proud, contumacious man Poor womanhood, with its 
rights and wrongs' Here wnll be new matter for my course of lectures, at 
the idea of which you smiled, Mr Coverdale, a month or two ago But, 
as you have really a heart and sympathies, as far as thej’- go, and as I 
shall depart wuthout seeing Hollingsw'orth, I must entreat 3mu to be a 
messenger between him and me ” 

“Willingly,” said I, wondering at the strange waj^ m which her mind 
seemed to vibrate from the deepest earnest to mere levit^'’ “VTiat is the 
me jageT”’ 

“Tiue, w^hat is it?” exclaimed Zenobia “After all I hardly know' 
On better consideration, I have no message Tell him, tell him some- 
thing pretty and pathetic, that W'lll come nicely and sw'eetly into j'our 
ballad, anything you please, so it be tender and submissive enough 
Tell him he has murdered me' Tell him that I’ll haunt him'” She 
spoke these words with the wildest energy “And give him no, give 
Priscilla this'” 

Thus saying, she took the jew'elled flow'er out of her hair, and it 
struck me as the act of a queen, w'hen w'orsted m a combat, discrowning 
heiself, as if she found a sort of relief in abasing all her pride 

“Bid her wear this for Zenobia’s sake,” she continued “She is a 
pretty little creature, and w'lll make as soft and gentle a wufe as the 
veriest Bluebeard could desire Pity that she must fade so soon' These 
delicate and puny maidens always do Ten yeais hence, let Hollings- 
worth look at my face and Priscilla’s, and then choose betwuxt them 
Or, if he pleases, let him do it now ” 

How magnificently Zenobia looked as she said this' The effect of her 
beauty v/as even heightened by the over-consciousness and self-recogni- 
tion of it, into which, I suppose, Hollingsworth’s scorn had driven her 
She understood the look of admiration in my face, and Zenobia to the 
last it gave her pleasure 

“It IS an endless pity,” said she, “that I had not bethought myself of 
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Winning your heart, hlr Coverdale, instead of Hollingsworth’s I think 
I should have succeeded, and many women would have deemed you the 
worthier conquest of the two You are certainly much the handscmiest 
man But there is a fate in these things And beauty, m a man, has been 
of little account with me, since my earliest girlhood, when, for once, it 
turned my head Now, farewell > ” 

“Zenobia, whither are you going?” I asked 

“No matter where,” said she “But I am weary of this place, and 
sick to death of playing at philanthropy and progress Of all varieties of 
mock-life, we have surely blundered into the very emptiest mockery in 
our effort to establish the one true system I have done with it, and 
Blithedale must find another woman to superintend the laundry, and 
you, Mr Coverdale, another nurse to make your gruel, the next time' 
3^ou fall ill It was, indeed, a foolish dream' Yet it gave us some pleas- 
ant summer days, and bright hopes, while they lasted It can do no 
more, nor will it avail us to shed tears over a broken bubble Here is 
my hand' Adieu'” 

She gave me her hand, with the same free, whole-souled gestuie as on 
the first afternoon of our acquaintance, and, being greatly moved, I be- 
thought me of no better method of expressing my deep sympathy than 
to carry it to my lips In so doing, I perceived that this white hand so 
hospitably warm when I first touched it, five months since was now 
cold as a veritable piece of snow 

“How very cold'” I exclaimed, holding it between both my owm, with 
the vain idea of warming it “YTiat can be the reason? It is really death- 
like'” 

“The extiemities die first, they say,” answered Zenobia, laughing 
“And so you kiss this poor, despised, rejected hand' Well, my dear 
friend, I thank you You have reserved your homage for the fallen Lip 
of man will never touch my hand again I intend to become a Catholic, 
for the sake of going into a nunnery When you next hear of Zenobia, 
her face will be behind the black veil, so look your last at it now, for 
all IS over Once more, farewell' ” 

She withdrew her hand, yet left a lingering pressure, which I felt long 
afterwards So intimately connected as I had been with perhaps the 
only man m whom she was ever truly interested, Zenobia looked on me 
as the representative of all the past, and was conscious that, m bidding 
me adieu, she likewise took final leave of Hollingsworth, and of this 
whole epoch of her life Never did her beauty shine out more lustrously 
than in the last glimpse that I had of her She departed, and was soon 
hidden among the trees 

But, whether it was the strong impression of the foiegomg scene, or 
whatever else the cause, I was affected with a fantasy that Zenobia had 
not actually gone, but was still hovering about the spot and haunting it 
I seemed to feel her eyes upon me It was as if the vivid coloring of her 
character had left a brilliant stain upon the air By degrees, however, 
the impression grew less distinct I flung myself upon the fallen leaves 
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at the base of Eliot’s pulpit The sunshine withdrew up the tree-trunks, 
and flickered on the topmost boughs, gray twilight made the wood ob- 
scure, the stars brightened out; the pendent boughs became wet with 
chill autumnal dews But I was listless, worn out with emotion on my 
own behalf and S3mipathy for others, and had no heart to leave my com- 
fortless lair beneath the rock 

I must have fallen asleep, and had a dream, all the ciicumstances of 
which utterly vanished at the moment when they converged to some 
tragical catastrophe, and thus grew too powerful for the thin sphere of 
slumber that enveloped them Starting from the ground, I found the 
risen moon shining upon the rugged face of the rock, and myself all in 
a tremble. 


xxvii 

Midnight 

It could not have been far from midnight when I came beneath Hol- 
lingsworth’s window, and, finding it open, flung m a tuft of grass with 
earth at the roots, and heard it fall upon the floor. He was either awake^^ 
or '■’“eping veiy lightly, for scarcely a moment had gone by, before he 
look -d out and discerned me standing m the moonlight 

‘Ts it you, Coverdale^” he asked “What is the matter?” 

“Come down to me, Hollingsworth'” I answered “I am anxious to 
speak with you.” 

The strange tone of my own voice startled me, and him, probably, no 
less He lost no time, and soon issued from the house-door, wuth his dress 
half arranged 

“Again, what is the matter?” he asked, impatiently 

“Have you seen Zenobia,” said I, “since you parted from her at 
Eliot’s pulpit?” 

“No,” answered Hollingsworth, “nor did I expect it ” 

His voice was deep, but had a tremor m it Hardly had he spoken, 
when Silas Foster thrust his head, done up in a cotton handkerchief, out 
of another window, and took what he called as it literally was a 
squint at us 

“Well, folks, what are ye about here?” he demanded “Aha' are you 
there. Miles Coverdale? You have been turning night into day since 
you left us, I reckon , and so you find it quite natural to come prowding 
about the house at this time o’ night, frightening my old w^'ornan out of 
her wits, and making her disturb a tired man out of his best nap In 
with you, you vagabond, and to bed' ” 



575 


THE BLITHEDALE ROMANCE 

'‘Dress yourself quickly, Foster,” said I "We want your assistance ” 

I could not, for the life of me, keep that strange tone out of my voice 
Silas Foster, obtuse as were his sensibilities, seemed to feel the ghastly 
earnestness that was conveyed m it as well as Hollingsworth did He 
immediately withdrew his head, and I heard him yawning, muttering to 
his wife, and again yawning heavily, while he hurried on his clothes 
Meanwhile, I showed Hollingsworth a delicate handkerchief, marked 
with a well-known cipher, and told wheie I had found it, and other cir- 
cumstances, which had filled me with a suspicion so terrible that I left 
him, if he dared, to shape it out foi himself By the time, my brief ex- 
planation was finished, ve were joined by Silas Foster, in his blue wool- 
len frock 

"Well, boys.” cried he, peevishly, "what is to pay now?” 

"Tell him, Hollingsworth,” said I 

Hollingsworth shivered, peiceptibl}’-, and drew in a hard breath betwixt 
his teeth He steadied himself, how'evei, and, looking the matter more 
firmly in the face than I had done, explained to Foster my suspicions, and 
the grounds of them, with a distinctness from w’hich, m spite of my ut- 
most efforts, my w'oids had sw^erved aside The tough-neived yeoman, m 
his comment, put a finish on the business, and brought out the hideous 
idea in its full terror, as if he were removing the napkin from the face of a 
corpse 

“And so you think she ’s diowmed heiself?” he cried I turned away my 
face 

"What on earth should the j^oung w'oman do that for?” exclaimed Silas, 
his eyes half out of his head w'lth mere surprise "Why, she has more 
means than she can use or w'aste, and lacks nothing to make her com- 
fortable, but a husband, and that ’s an aiticle she could have, any day. 
There ’s some mistake about this, I tell you < ” 

"Come,” said I, shudderjng, "let us go and ascertain the truth ” 

“Well, well,” answered Silas Foster, "just as you say We’ll take the 
long pole, with the hook at the end, that serves to get the bucket out of 
the draw-well, when the rope is broken With that, and a couple of long- 
handled hay-ralces, I ’ll answ'er for finding her, if she ’s anywhere to be 
found Strange enough' Zenobia drown herself No, no, I don’t believe 
it She had too much sense, and too much means, and enjoyed life a great 
deal too well ” 

When our few preparations were completed, we hastened, by a shorter 
than the customary route, through fields and pastures, and across a por- 
tion of the meadow, to the particular spot on the river-bank which I had 
paused to contemplate m the course of my afternoon’s ramble A nameless 
presentiment had again drawm me thither, after leaving Eliot’s pulpit I 
showed my companions where I had found the handkerchief, and pointed 
to two or three footsteps, impressed into the clayey margin, and tending 
towards the water Beneath its shallow verge, among the water-weeds, 
there were further traces, as yet unobliterated by the sluggish current, 
which was there almost at a stand-still Silas Foster thrust his face down 
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close to these footsteps, and picked up a shoe that had escaped my ob- 
servation, being half imbedded in the mud 

“There ’s a kid shoe that never was made on a Yankee last,” observed 
he “I know enough of shoemaker’s craft to tell that French manufac- 
ture, and, see what a high instep! and how evenly she trod in iti There 
never was a woman that stept handsomer in her shoes than Zenobia did 
Here,” he added, addressing Hollingsworth, “would you like to keep the 
shoe?” 

Hollingsworth started back 

“Give it to me, Foster,” said I 

I dabbled it in the water, to rinse off the mud, and have kept it ever 
since Not far from this spot lay an old, leaky punt, drawn up on the oozy 
nver-side, and generally half full of water It served the angler to go in 
quest of pickerel, or the sportsman to pick up his wild ducks Setting this 
crazy bark afloat, I seated myself m the stern with the paddle, while 
Hollingsworth sat in the bows with the hooked pole, and Silas Foster 
amidships with a hay-rake 

“It puts me m mind of my young days,” remarked Silas, “when I used 
to steal out of bed to go bobbing for hornpouts and eels Heigh-ho' 
well, life and death together make sad work for us all I Then I was a boy, 
bobbing for fish, and now I am getting to be an old fellow, and here I be, 
groping for a dead body' I tell you what, lads, if I thought anything had 
leally happened to Zenobia, I should feel kind o’ sorrowful ” 

“I wish, at least, you would hold your tongue,” muttered I 

The moon, that night, though past the full, was still large and oval, 
and having risen between eight and nine o’clock, now shone aslantwise 
over the river, throwing the high, opposite bank, with its woods, into deep 
shadow, but lighting up the hither shore pretty effectually Not a ray ap- 
peared to fall on the river itself It lapsed imperceptibly away, a broad, 
black, inscrutable depth, keeping its own secrets from the eye of man, as 
impenetrably as mid-ocean could 

“Well, Miles Coverdale,” said Foster, “you are the helmsman How do 
you mean to manage this business?” 

“I shall let the boat drift, broadside foremost, past that stump,” I re- 
plied “I know the bottom, having sounded it in fishing The shore, on this 
side, after the first step or two, goes off very abruptly, and there is a pool, 
just by the stump, twelve or fifteen feet deep The current could not have 
force enough to sweep any sunken object, even if partially buoyant, out 
of that hollow ” 

“Come, then,” said Silas, “but I doubt whether I can touch bottom 
with this hay-rake, if it ’s as deep as you say Mr Hollingsworth, I think 
you ’ll be the lucky man to-night, such luck as it is ” 

We floated past the stump Silas Foster plied his rake manfully, poking 
it as far as he could into the water, and immersing the whole length of his 
arm besides Hollingsworth at first sat motionless, with the hooked pole 
elevated m the air But, by and by, with a nervous and jerky movement, 
he began to plunge it into the blackness that upbore us, setting his teeth, 



THE BLITHEDALE ROMANCE 577 

and making precisely such thrusts, methought, as if he were stabbing at a 
deadly enemy I bent over the side of the boat So obscure, however, so 
^awfully mysterious, was that dark stream, that and the thought made 
me shiver like a leaf I might as well have tried to look into the enigma 
of the eternal world, to discover what had become of Zenobia’s soul, as 
into the river’s depths, to find her body And there, perhaps, she lay, with 
her face upward, while the shadow of the boat, and my own pale face 
peering downward, passed slowly betwixt her and the sky i 
Once, twice, thrice, I paddled the boat up stream, and again suffered 
it to glide, with the river’s slow, funereal motion, downward Silas Foster 
had raked up a large mass of stuff, which, as it came towards the surface, 
looked somewhat like a flowing garment, but proved to be a monstrous 
tuft of water-weeds Hollingsworth, with a gigantic effort, upheaved a 
sunken log Wrhen once free of the bottom, it rose partly out of water, 
all weedy and slimy, a devilish-lookmg object, which the moon had not 
shone upon for half a hundred years, then plunged again, and sullenly 
returned to its old resting-place, for the remnant of the century 
“That looked ugly'” quoth Silas “I half thought it was the Evil One, 
on the same errand as ourselves, searching foi Zenobia ” 

“He shall never get her,” said I, giving the boat a strong impulse 
“That ’s not for you to say, my boy,” retorted the yeoman “Pray God 
he never has, and never may Slow \vork this, however' I should really be 
glad to find something' Pshaw' What a notion that is, when the only 
good luck would be to paddle, and drift, and poke, and grope, heie> 
abouts, till morning, and have our labor for our pains' For my part, I 
should n’t wonder if the creature had only lost her shoe m the mud, and 
saved her soul alive, after all My stars ' how she will laugh at us, to-mor- 
row morning'” 

It IS indescribable what an image of Zenobia at the breakfast-table, 
full of warm and mirthful life this surmise of Silas Foster’s brought 
before my mind The terrible phantasm of her death was thrown by it 
into the remotest and dimmest background, where it seemed to grow as 
improbable as a myth 
“Yes, Silas, it may be as you say,” cried I 

The drift of the stream had again borne us a little below the stump, 
when I felt yes, felt, for it was as if the iron hook had smote my breast 
felt Hollingsworth’s pole strike some object at the bottom of the river' 
He started up, and almost overset the boat 
“Hold on ' ” cried Foster , “you have her ' ” 

Putting a fury of strength into the effort, Hollingsworth heaved amain 
and up tame a white swash to the surface of the river It was the flow of 
a woman’s garments A little higher, and we saw her dark hair streaming 
down the current Black River of Death, thou hadst yielded up thy vic- 
tim ' Zenobia was found ! 

Silas Foster laid hold of the body, Hollingsworth, likewise, grappled 
With it, and I steered towards the bank, gazing all the while at Zenobia, 
’i’hose limbs were swaying m the current close at the boat’s side Arriving 
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near the shore, we all three stept into the water, bore hei out, and laid 
her on the ground beneath a tree 

“Poor child’” said Foster, and his dry old heart, I verily believe, 
vouchsafed a tear, “I ’m sorry for her ’ ” 

Were I to describe the perfect horror of the spectacle, the reader might 
justly reckon it to me for a sin and shame For more than twelve long 
years I have borne it in my memory, and could now reproduce it as fresh- 
ly as if It were still before my eyes Of all modes of death, methinks it is 
the ugliest Her wet garments swathed limbs of terrible inflexibility She 
was the marble image of a death-agony Her arms had grown rigid in the 
act of struggling, and were bent before her with clenched hands, her 
knees, too, were bent, and thank God for it’ in the attitude of prayer 
Ah, that rigidity’ It is impossible to bear the terror of it It seemed, I 
must needs impart so much of my own miserable idea, it seemed as if 
her body must keep the same position in the coffin, and that her skeleton 
would keep it m the grave, and that when Zenobia rose at the day of 
judgment, it would be m just the same attitude as now’ 

One hope I had, and that too was mingled half with fear She knelt as 
if in prayer With the last, choking consciousness, her soul, bubbling out 
through her lips, it may be, had given itself up to the Father, reconciled 
and penitent But her arms’ They were bent before her, as if she struggled 
against Providence in never-ending hostility Her hands’ They were 
clenched in immitigable defiance Away with the hideous thought The 
fiitti r- moment after Zenobia sank into the dark pool when her breath 
was gone, and her soul at her lips was as long, in its capacity of God’s 
infinite forgiveness, as the lifetime of the world ’ 

Foster bent over the body, and carefully examined it 
“You have wounded the poor thing’s breast,” said he to Hollingsworth, 
“close by her heart, too’ ” 

“Ha’ ” cried Hollingsworth, with a start 

And so he had, indeed, both before and after death’ 

“See’” said Foster “That’s the place where the iron struck her It 
looks cruelly, but she never felt it’ ” 

He endeavored to arrange the aims of the corpse decently by its side 
His utmost strength, however, scarcely sufficed to bring them down, and 
rising again, the next instant, they bade him defiance, exactly as before 
He made another effort, with the same result 
“In God’s name, Silas Foster,” cried I, with bitter indignation, “let 
that dead woman alone’ ” 

“Why, man, it ’s not decent’” answered he, staring at me m amaze- 
ment “I can’t beai to see her looking so’ Well, well,” added he, after a 
third effort, “ ’t is of no use, sure enough, and we must leave J;he women 
to do their best with her, after we get to the house The sooner that ’s 
done, the better ” 

We took two rails from a neighboring fence, and formed a bier by lay- 
mg across some boards from the bottom of the boat And thus we bore 
Zenobia homeward Six hours before, how beautiful’ At midnight, what a 
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horror ' A reflection occurs to me that will show ludicrously, I doubt not, 
on my page, but must come in, for its sterling truth Being the woman 
that she was, could Zenobia have foreseen all these ugly circumstances of 
death, how ill it would become her, the altogether unseemly aspect 
which she must put on, and especially old Silas Fostei’s efforts to im- 
prove the matter, she would no more have committed the dreadful act 
than have exhibited herself to a public assembly m a badly fitting gar- 
ment ' Zenobia, I have often thought, was not quite simple m her death. 
She had seen pictures, I suppose, of drowned persons in lithe and grace- 
ful attitudes And she deemed it well and decorous to die as so many vil- 
lage maidens have, wronged m their first love, and seeking peace m the 
bosom of the old familiar stream, so familiar that they could not dread 
it, where, in childhood, they used to bathe their little feet, wading mid- 
leg deep, unmmdful of wet skirts But in Zenobia’s case there was some 
tint of the Arcadian affectation that had been visible enough in all our 
lives for a few months past 

This, however, to my conception, takes nothing from the tragedy For, 
has not the world come to an awfully sophisticated pass, when, after a 
certain degree of acquaintance with it, we cannot even put ourselves to 
death m whole-hearted simplicity? 

Slowly, slowly, with many a dreary pause, resting the bier often on 
some rock or balancing it across a mossy log, to take fresh hold, we 
bore our burden onward through the moonlight, and at last laid Zenobia 
on the floor of the old farm-house By and by came three oi four witheied 
women, and stood whispering around the corpse, peering at it through 
their spectacles, holding up their skinny hands, shaking their night-cap- 
ped heads, and taking counsel of one another’s experience what was to be 
done 

With those tire-women we left Zenobia 


XXVIII 

Blithedale Pasture 

Blithedale, thus far in its progiess, had never found the necessity of a 
burial-ground. There was some consultation among us in what spot 
Zenobia might most fitly be laid It was my own wish that she should 
sleep at the base of Eliot’s pulpit, and that on the rugged front of the 
rock the name by which we familiarly knew her, Zenobia, and not an- 
other word, should be deeply cut, and left for the moss and lichens to fill 
up at their long leisure But Hollingsworth (to whose ideas on this point 
great deference was due) made it his request that her grave might be dug 
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on the gently sloping hill-side, in the wide pasture, where, as we once sup- 
posed, Zenobia and he had planned to build their cottage And thus it 
was done, accordingly 

She was buried very much as other people have been for hundreds of 
years gone by In anticipation of a death, we Blithedale colonists had 
sometimes set our fancies at work to arrange a funeieal ceremony, which 
should be the proper symbolic expression of our spiritual faith and eternal 
hopes, and this we meant to substitute for those customary rites which 
were moulded originally out of the Gothic gloom, and by long use, like 
an old velvet pall, have so much more than their first death-smell m them 
But when the occasion came we found it the simplest and truest thing, 
after all, to content ourselves with the old fashion, taking away what we 
could, but interpolating no novelties, and particularly avoiding all frip- 
pery of flowers and cheerful emblems The procession moved from the 
farm-house Nearest the dead walked an old man in deep mourning, his 
face mostly concealed m a white handkerchief, and with jPriscilIa leaning 
on his arm Hollingsworth and myself came next We all stood around the 
narrow niche in the cold earth , all saw the coffin lowered in , all heard the 
rattle of the crumbly soil upon its lid, that final sound, which mortality 
awakens on the utmost verge of sense, as if m the vain hope of bringing an 
ecno from the spiritual world 

I noticed a stranger, a stranger to most of those present, though 
known to me, who, after the coffin had descended, took up a handful of 
earth, and flung it first into the grave I had given up Hollingsworth’s 
arm, and now found myself near this man 
“It was an idle thing a foolish thing for Zenobia to do,” said he 
“She was the last woman m the world to whom death could have been 
necessary It was too absurd ' I have no patience with her ” 

“Why so?” I inquired, smothering my horror at his cold comment, in 
my eager curiosity to discover some tangible truth as to his relation with 
Zenobia “If any crisis could justify the sad wrong she offered to herself, 
it was surely that m which she stood Everything had failed her, pros- 
perity m the world’s sense, for her opulence was gone, the heart’s pros- 
perity, in love And there was a secret burden on her, the nature of which 
is best known to you Young as she was, she had tried life fully, had no 
more to hope, and something, perhaps, to fear Had Providence taken her 
away in its own holy hand, I should have thought it the kindest dispensa- 
tion that could be awarded to one so wrecked ” 

“You mistake the matter completely,” rejoined Westervelt 
“What, then, is your own view of it?” I asked 

“Her mind was active, and various in its powers,” said he “Her heart 
had a manifold adaptation , her constitution an infinite buoyancy, which 
(had she possessed only a little patience to await the reflux of her troub- 
les) would have borne her upward triumphantly for twenty years to 
come Her beauty would not have waned or scarcely so, and surely not 
beyond the reach of art to restore it in all that time She had life’s sum- 
mer all before her, and a hundred varieties of brilliant success What an 
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actress Zenobia might have beeni It was one of her least valuable capa- 
bilities How forcibly she might have wrought upon the world, either di- 
rectly m her own person, or by her influence upon some man, or a series 
of men, of controlling genius’ Every prize that could be worth a woman’s 
havmg and many prizes which other women are too timid to desire 
lay within Zenobia’s reach ” 

“In all this,” I observed, “tliere uould have been nothing to satisfy her 
heart ” 

“Her heart!” answered Westeivelt, contemptuously “That trouble- 
some organ (as she had hitherto found it) would have been kept in its 
due place and degree, and have had all the gratification it could fairly 
claim She would soon have established a control over it Love had failed 
her, you say Had it nevei failed her before^ Yet she survived it, and 
loved again, possibl}'’ not once alone, nor twice either And now to 
drown herself for ^mnder dreamy philanthropist’ ” 

“Ydio are you,” I exclaimed, indignantly, “that dare to speak thus of 
the dead? You seem to intend a eulogy, j^et leave out whatever was 
noblest in her, and blacken uhile you mean to praise I have long con- 
sidered you as Zenobia's evil fate Youi sentiments confirm me m the 
idea, but leave me still ignorant as to the mode in which you have ih- 
fluenced her life The connection may have been indissoluble, except by 
death Then, indeed, always m the hope of God’s infinite mercy, I 
cannot deem it a misfortune that she sleeps in yonder grave’ ” 

“No matter what I was to her,” he answered, gloomily, yet without 
actual emotion “She is now beyond my reach Had she lived, and hark- 
ened to my counsels, we might have served each other well But there 
Zenobia lies in yonder pit, with the dull earth over her Twenty years of a 
brilliant lifetime thrown away for a mere woman’s whim ’ ” 

Heaven deal with Westervelt according to his nature and deserts’ 
that is to say, annihilate him. He was altogether earthy, worldly, made 
for time and its gross objects, and incapable except by a sort of dim re- 
flection caught from other minds of so much as one spiritual idea. 
■Whatever stain Zenobia had was caught from him , nor does it seldom 
happen that a character of admirable qualities loses its better life be- 
cause the atmosphere that should sustain it is rendered poisonous by such 
breath as this man mingled with Zenobia’s Yet his leflections possessed 
their share of truth It was a woful thought, that a woman of Zenobia’s 
diversified capacity should have fancied herself irretrievably defeated on 
the broad battle-field of life, and with no refuge, save to fall on her own 
sword, merely because Love had gone against her It is nonsense, and a 
miserable wrong, the result, like so many others, of masculine egotism, 
that the success or failure of woman’s existence should be made to de- 
pend wholly on the affections, and on one species of affection, while man 
has such a multitude of other chances, that this seems but an incident 
For Its own sake, if it will do no more, the world should throw open all 
its avenues to the passport of a woman’s bleeding heart 

As we stood around the grave, I looked often towards Priscilla, dread- 
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ing to see her wholly overcome with grief And deeply grieved, in truth, 
she was But a character so simply constituted as hers has room only for 
a single predominant affection No other feeling can touch the heart’s in- 
most core, nor do it any deadly mischief Thus, while we see that such a 
being responds to every breeze with tremulous vibration, and imagine 
that she must be shattered by the first rude blast, we find her retaining 
her equilibrium amid shocks that might have overthrown many a sturdier 
frame So with Priscilla, her one possible misfortune was Hollingsworth’s 
unkindness, and that was destmed^^ never to befall her, never yet, at 
least, for Priscilla has not died 

But Hollingsworth > After all the evil that he did, are we to leave him 
thus, blest with the entire devotion of this one true heart, and with wealth 
at his disposal to execute the long-contemplated project that had led him 
so far astray? What retribution is there here? My mind being vexed i\ith 
precisely this query, I made a journey, some years since, for the sole pur- 
pose of catching a last glimpse of Hollingsworth, and judging for myself 
whether he were a happy man or no I learned that he inhabited a small 
cottage, that his way of life was exceeding^ retired, and that my only 
chance of encountering him or Priscilla was to meet them m a secluded 
lane, where, m the latter part of the afternoon, they were accustomed to 
walk I did meet them, accordingly As they approached me, I obsei ved m 
Hollingsworth’s face a depressed and melancholy look, that seemed 
habitual, the powerfully built man showed a self-distrustful weakness, 
and a childlike or childish tendency to press close, and closer still, to the 
^ side of the slender woman whose arm was within his In Priscilla’s man- 
ner there was a protective and watchful quality, as if she felt herself the 
guardian cl her companion, but, likewise, a deep, submissive, unques- 
tioning reverence, and also a veiled happiness in her fair and quiet, 
countenance 

Drawing nearer, Priscilla recognized me, and gave me a kind and 
friendly smile, but with a slight gesture, which I could not help interpret- 
ing as an entreaty not to make myself known to Hollingsworth Neverthe- 
less, an impulse took possession of me, and compelled me to address him 

“1 have come, Hollingsworth,” said I, “to view your grand edifice for 
the leformation of criminals Is it finished yet?” 

“No, nor begun,” answered he, without raising his eyes “A very small 
one answers all my purposes ” 

Priscilla threw me an upbraiding glance But I spoke again, with a bit- 
ter and revengeful emotion, as if flinging a poisoned arrow at Hollings- 
worth’s heart 

“Up to this moment,” I mquired, “how many criminals have you re- 
formed?” 

“Not one,” said Hollmgsw'orth, with his eyes still fixed on the ground 
Ever since we parted, I have been busy with a single murderer ” 

Then the tears gushed into my eyes, and I forgave him, for I remem- 
bered the wild energy, the passionate shriek, with which Zenobia had 
spoken those words, “Tell him he has murdered me* Tell him that Fll 
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haunt him'”- and I knew what murdeier he meant, and whose vindic- 
tive shadow dogged the side where Priscilla was not 

The moral which presents itself to my reflections, as drawn from Hol- 
lingsworth’s character and errors, is simply this, that, admitting what 
IS called philanthropy, when adopted as a profession, to be often useful 
by its energetic impulse to society at large, it is perilous to the individual 
W’hose ruling passion, m one exclusive channel, it thus becomes It rums, 
or IS fearfully apt to rum, the heart, the rich juices of which God never 
meant should be pressed violently out, and distilled into alcoholic liquor, 
by an unnatural process, but should render life sweet, bland, and gently 
beneficent, and insensibly influence other hearts and other lives to the 
same blessed end I see m Hollingsw'orth an exemplification of the most 
aw'ful truth m Bunjmn’s book of such, from the very gate of heaven 
there is a by-way to the pit ! 

But, all this while, we have been standing by Zenobia’s grave I have 
never since beheld it, but make no question that the grass grew all the 
better, on that little parallelogiam of pasture-land, for the decay of the 
beautiful woman who slept beneath How Nature seems to love us' And 
how readily, nevertheless, without a sigh oi a complaint, she converts us 
to a meaner purpose, when her highest one that of a conscious intel- 
lectual life and sensibility has been untimely balked' While Zenobia 
lived, Nature w’as proud of her, and directed all eyes upon that radiant 
presence, as her fairest handnvork Zenobia perished Will not Nature 
shed a tear? Ah, no! she adopts the calamity at once into her system, 
and is just as well pleased, for aught we can see, with the tuft of ranker 
vegetation that grew out of Zenobia’s heart, as wnth all the beauty which 
has bequeathed us no earthly representative except in this crop of weeds 
It is because the spirit is inestimable that the lifeless body is so little 
valued 


XXIX 

Miles Coverdale’s Confession 

It remains only to say a few woids about myself. Not improbably, the 
reader might be willing to spare me the trouble, for I have made but a 
poor and dim figure in my own narrative, 'establishing no separate in- 
terest, and suffering my colorless life to take its hue from other lives But 
one still retains some little consideration for one’s self, so I keep these 
last two or three pages for my individual and sole behoof 

But what, after all, have I to tell? Nothing, nothing, nothing' I left 
Bhthedale within the week after Zenobia’s death, and went back thither 
no more The whole soil of our farm, for a long time afterwards, seemed 
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but the sodded earth over her grave I could not toil there, nor live upon 
Its products Often, however, in these yeais that are darkening around 
me, I remember our beautiful scheme of a noble and unselfish life, and 
how fair, in that first summer, appeared the prospect that it might en- 
dure for generations, and be perfected, as the ages rolled away, into the 
systemTof a people and a world' Were my former associates now there, 
weie there only three or four of those true-hearted men still laboring in 
the sun, I sometimes fancy that I should direct my world-weary foot- 
steps thitherward, and entreat them to receive me, for old friendship’s 
sake More and more I feel that we had struck upon vhat ought to be a 
truth Posterity may dig it up, and profit by it The experiment, so far 
as its original projectors were concerned, proved, long ago, a failure, first 
lapsing into Fourierism, and dying, as it well deserved, for this infidelity 
to its own higher spirit Where once we toiled with our whole hopeful 
hearts, the town-paupers, aged, nerveless, and disconsolate, creep slug- 
gishly afield Alas, what faith is requisite to bear up against such results 
of generous effort' 

My subsequent life has passed, I was going to say happily,- but, at 
all events, tolerably enough I am now at middle age, well, well, a step 
or two beyond the midmost point, and I care not a fig w’ho knoTvs it' a 
bachelor, with no very decided purpose of ever being otherwise I have 
been twice to Europe, and spent a year or two rather agreeably at each 
visit Being well to do in the world, and having nobody but myself to care 
for, I live very much at my ease, and fare sumptuously every day As for 
Doetry, I have given it up, notwithstanding that Dr Griswold as the 
reader, of course, knows has placed me at a fair elevation among our 
minor minstrelsy, on the strength of my pretty little volume, published 
ten years ago As regards human progress (in spite of my irrepressible 
yearnings over the Blithedale reminiscences), let them believe in it who 
can, and aid in it who choose If I could earnestly do either, it might be 
all the better for my comfort As Hollingsw^orth ©nee told me, I lack a 
purpose How strange' He was ruined, morally, by an overplus of the 
very same ingredient, the want of which, I occasionally suspect, has 
rendered my own life all an emptiness I by no means wish to die Yet, 
were there any cause, in this whole chaos of human struggle, worth a 
sane man’s dying for, and which my death would benefit, then provided, 
however, the effort did not involve an unreasonable amount of trouble 


methmks I might be bold to offer up my life. If Kossuth, for example, 
would pitch the battlefield of Hungarian rights wuthin an easy ride of my 
abode, and choose a mild, sunny morning, after breakfast, for the conflict, 
Miles Coverdale would gladly be his man, for one brave rush upon the 
levelled bayonets Further than that, I should be loath to pledge myself. 

I exaggerate my own defects The reader must not take my own word 
for it, nor believe me altogether changed from the young man who once 
hoped strenuously, and struggled not so much amiss Frostier heads than 
mine have gained honor m the world, frostier hearts have imbibed new 
warmth, and been newly happy Life, however, it must be owned, has 
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;ome to rather an idle p^s with me Would my friends like to know what 
irought it thither? There is one secret, I have concealed it all along, 
md never meant to let the least whisper of it escape, one foolish httle 
lecret, which possibly may hav e had something to do with these mactwe 
,rears of meridian manhood, with m}’- bachelorship, with the unsatisfied 
■etrospect that I fling back on life, and my listless glance towards the fu- 
:ure Shall I reveal it? It is an absurd thing for a man m his afternoon, 

1 man of the world, moreover, with these three white hairs in his brown 
nustache and that deepening track of a crow’s-foot on each temple, an 
ibsurd thing ever to have happened, and quite the absurdest for an old 
bachelor, hke me, to talk about But it rises to my throat , so let it come 

I perceive, moreover, that the confession, brief as it shall be, will 
throw a gleam of light over my behavior throughout the foregoing inci- 
dents, and IS, indeed, essential to the full understandmg of my story Tue 
reader, therefore, since I have disclosed so much, is entitled to this one 
word more As I write it, he will charitably suppose me to blush, and turn 
away my face 

I I myself was in love with Priscilla' 
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It is now sc\ en or eight 3 ears (so manj', at all events, that I cannot pre- 
ciselj’ remember the epoch) since the author of this lomance last ap- 
peared before the Public It had giown to be a custom with him to intro- 
duce each of his humble publications vith a familiai kind of preface, ad- 
dressed nominall} to the Public at huge, but leally to a character with 
, Vihom he felt entitled to use far greatei freedom He meant it for that one ^ 
congenial friend, more compichensi\e of his purposes, more appieci- 
ati\e of his succe'js, more indulgent of his shortcomings, and, m all re- 
spects, closer and kinder than a biothci, that all-s^mipathizing critic, in 
short, vhorn an author ne\ci actualh' meets, but to vhom he implicitly 
makes his appeal vhene\ cr he is conscious of having done his best 
The antique fashion of Piefaccs rccognired this genial personage as 
the “Kind Reader,” the “Gentle Reader ' the “Beloved,” the “Indul- 
gent,” or, at coldest, the “Honored Reader.” to whom the prim old au- 
thor was vont to make In': preliminary explanations and apologies, with 
the certainly that they v.ould be favorably'’ received I never personally 
encountered, nor conesponded through the post with this representative 
essence of all delightful and desirable qualities which a reader can possess 
But, fortunately' for myself, I nc\cr therefore concluded him to be merely 
a mythic character I had always a sturdy' faith in his actual existence, 
and wrote for him year after yeai, during which the great eye of the Pub- 
lic (as well It might) almost utterly oveilooked my small productions 
Unquestionably, this gentle, kind, benevolent, indulgent, and most 
beloved and honored Reader did once exist foi me, and (m spite of tlie in- 
finite chances against a letter’s reaching its destination wuthout a definite 
address) duly received the scrolls which I flung upon wdiatever wund was 
blowung, m the faith that they would find him out But, is he extant now? 
in these many years, since he last heard fiom me, may he not have 
deemed his earthly task accomplished, and have wuthdrawn to the para- 
dise of gentle readers, wherever it may be, to the enjoyments of which his 
kindly chanty on my behalf must surely have entitled him? I have a sad 
foreboding that this may be the truth The “Gentle Reader,” in the case 
of any individual author, is apt to be extremely short-lived, he seldom 
outlasts a literary fashion, and, except in very lare instances, closes his 
weary eyes before the writei has half done with him If I find him at all, it 
Will probably be under some mossy-gravestone, inscribed with a half- 
obliterated name which I shall never recognize 
Therefore, I have little heart or confidence (especially, writing as I 
do, m a foreign land, and after a long, long absence from my own) to pre- 
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sume upon the existence of that friend of fiiends, that unseen brother of 
the soul, whose apprehensive sympathy has so often encouraged me to be 
egotistical in my prefaces, caieless though unkindly eyes should skim 
over what was never meant foi them I stand upon ceremony now, and, 
after stating a few particulars about the woik which is here offered to the 
Public, must make my most leverential bow, and retire behind the 
curtain 

This Romance was sketched out during a residence of considerable 
length in Italy, and has been rewritten and prepared for the press m Eng- 
land The author proposed to himself merely to write a fanciful story, 
evolving a thoughtful moral, and did not propose attempting a portrait- 
ure of Italian manners and chaiacter He has lived too long abroad not to 
be awwe that a foieigner seldom acquires that knowledge of a country at 
once flexible and profound, which may justify him in endeavoring to 
idealize its tiaits 

Italy, as the site of his Romance, was chiefly valuable to him as af- 
fording a sort of poetic oi fair}’- piecinct, where actualities would not be 
so terribly insisted upon as they are, and must needs be, m America No 
authoi, without a trial, can conceive of the difficulty of writing a romance 
about a countiy w'here there is no shadow', no antiquity, no mystciy', no 
picturesque and gloomy wrong, nor anything but a commonplace pros- 
perity, in broad and simple daylight, as is happily the case with my dear 
native land It will be very long, I bust, before romance-writers may find 
congenial and easily handled themes, either in the annals of our stalwart 
lepublic, or m any characteristic and probable events of our individual 
lives Romance and poetry, ivy, lichens, and wall-flowers, need nun to 
make them grow’ 

In rewriting these volumes, the author w’as somewhat surprised to see 
the extent to which he had introduced descriptions of various Italian ob- 
jects, antique, pictorial, and statuesque Yet these things fill the mind 
ever3nvhere in Italy, and especially in Rome, and cannot easily be kept 
from flow’ing out upon the page when one writes freely, and with self- 
enjoyment And, again, while reproducing the book, on the broad and 
dreary sands of Redcar, w'lth the gray German Ocean tumbling in upon 
me, and the northern blast always how'ling in my ears, the complete 
change of scene made these Italian reminiscences shine out so vividly 
that I could not find it in my heart to cancel them 

An act of justice remains to be performed tow’ards tw'o men of genius 
with whose productions the authoi has allowed himself to use a quite un- 
warrantable freedom Having imagined a sculptor m this Romance, it 
was necessary to provide him wnth such w’orks m marble as should be in 
keeping with the artistic ability which he was supposed to possess With 
this view, the author laid felonious hands upon a certain bust of Milton, 
and a statue of a pearl-diver, which he found m the studio of Mr Paul 
Akers, and secretly conveyed them to the premises of his imaginary 
friend, m the Via Frezza Not content even with these spoils, he com- 
mitted a further robbery upon a magnificent statue of Cleopatra, the pro- 
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duction of Mr William W Story, an artist whom his country and the 
world will not long fail to appreciate He had thoughts of appropriating, 
llke\^^se, a certain door of bronze by Mr Randolph Rogers, represent- 
ing the histor}'’ of Columbus in a series of admirable bas-reliefs, but was 
deterred by an umMllmgness to meddle with public property Were he 
capable of stealing from a lady, he ould certainly have made free with 
jMiss Hos:\ier’s admirable statue of Zenobia 

He now wishes to restore the above-mentioned beautiful pieces of 
sculpture to their proper ovners, with many thanks, and the avowal of 
his sincere admiration What he has said of them in the Romance does 
not partake of tlie fiction in which they are imbedded, but expresses his 
genuine opinion, vhich, he has little doubt, will be found in accordance 
with that of the Public It is, perhaps, unnecessary to say, that, while 
stealing their designs, the Author has not taken a similar liberty with the 
personal characters of either of these gifted sculptors, his own man of 
marble being entirely imaginarj^ 

Leamington*, December 15, 1S59 




THE ROMANCE OF MONTE BENI 


CHAPTER I 

Miriam, Hilda, Kenyon, Donatello 

Four individuals, in whose fortunes we should be glad to interest the 
reader, happened to be standing in one of the saloons of the sculpture 
gallery in the Capitol at Rome It was that room (the first, after ascend- 
ing the staircase) in the centre of which reclines the noble and most 
pathetic figure of the Dying Gladiator, just sinking into his death-swoon. 
Around the walls stand the Antmous, the Amazon, the Lycian Apollo, the 
Juno, all famous productions of antique sculpture, and still shinmg in 
the undimimshed majesty and beauty of their ideal life, although the 
marble that embodies them is yellow with time, and perhaps corroded by 
the damp earth in which they lay buried for centuries Here, likewise, is 
seen a symbol (as apt at this moment as it was two thousand years ago) 
of the Human Soul, with its choice of Innocence or Evil close at hand, m 
the pretty figure of a child, clasping a dove to her bosom, but assaulted by 
a snake 

From one of the windows of this saloon, we may see a flight of broad 
stone steps, descending alongside the antique and massive foundation of 
the Capitol, towards the battered triumphal arch of Septimius Severus, 
right below Farther on, the eye skirts along the edge of the desolate 
Forum (where Roman washer-women hang out their linen to the sun), 
passing over a shapeless confusion of modern edifices, piled rudely up 
with ancient brick and stone, and over the domes of Christian churches, 
built on the old pavements of heathen temples, and supported by the very 
pillars that once upheld them At a distance beyond yet but a little way, 
considering how much history is heaped into the intervening space 
rises the great sweep of the Coliseum, with the blue sky brightening 
through its upper tier of arches Far off, the view is shut in by the Alban 
Mountains, looking just the same, amid all this decay and change, as 
when Romulus gazed thitherward over his half-finished wall 

We glance hastily at these things, at this bright sky, and those blue 
distant mountains, and at the ruins, Etruscan, Roman, Christian, ven- 
erable with a threefold antiquity, and at the company of world-famous 
statues m the saloon, in the hope of putting the reader into that state 
of feeling which is experienced oftenest at Rome It is a vague sense of 
ponderous remembrances , a perception of such weight and density in a 
by-gone life, of which this spot was the centre, that the present moment 
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is pressed down or crowded out, and our individual affairs and interests 
are but half as real here as elsewhere Viewed through this medium, our 
narrative into which are woven some airy and unsubstantial threads, 
intermixed with others, twisted out of the commonest stuff of human 
existence may seem not widely different from the texture of all our 
lives 

Side by side with the massiveness of the Roman Past, all matters that 
we handle or dream of nowadays look evanescent and visionary alike 
It might be that the four persons whom we are seeking to introduce 
were conscious of this dreamy character of the present, as compared with 
the square blocks of granite wherewith the Romans built their lives 
Perhaps it even contributed to the fanciful merriment which was just now' 
their mood When we find ourselves fading into shadows and unrealities, 
it seems hardly w'orth while to be sad, but rather to laugh as gayly as we 
may, and ask little reason wherefore 

Of these four friends of ours, three were artists, or connected wuth art, 
and, at this moment, they had been simultaneously struck by a resem- 
blance between one of the antique statues, a well-knowm masterpiece of 
Grecian sculpture, and a young Italian, the fourth member of their party 
“You must needs confess, Kenyon,” said a dark-eyed young woman, 
whom her friends called Miriam, “that you never chiselled out of marble, 
nor wrought in clay, a more vivid likeness than this, cunning a bust- 
maker as you think yourself The portraiture is perfect m character, senti- 
ment, and feature If it w'ere a picture, the resemblance might be half il- 
lusive and imaginary , but here, in this Pentelic marble, it is a substantial 
fact, and may be tested by absolute touch and measurement Our friend 
Donatello is the very Faun of Praxiteles Is it not true, Hilda?” 

“Not quite- almost yes, I really think so,” replied Hilda, a slender, 
brown-haired, New England girl, whose perceptions of form and ex- 
pression were wonderfully clear and delicate “If there is any difference 
between the two faces, the reason may be, I suppose, that the Faun dwelt 
in woods and fields, and consorted wuth his like, w’hereas, Donatello has 
known cities a little, and such people as ourselves But the resemblance is 
very close, and very strange ” 

“Not so strange,” whispered Miriam, mischievously, “for no Faun in 
Arcadia was ever a greater simpleton than Donatello He has hardly a 
man’s share of wit, small as that may be It is a pity there are no longer 
any of this congenial race of rustic creatures for our friend to consort 
With'” 

“Hush, naughty one'” returned Hilda “You are very ungrateful, for 
you well know he has wit enough to worship you, at all events ” 

“Then the greater fool he' ” said Miriam, so bitterly that Hilda’s quiet 
eyes were somewhat startled 

“Donatello, my dear friend,” said Kenyon, in Italian, “pray gratify 
us all by taking the exact attitude of this statue ” 

The young man laughed, and threw himself into the position in which 
the statue has been standing for two or three thousand years In truth, 
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allowing for the difference of costume, and if a lion’s skin could have been 
substituted for his modern talma, and a rustic pipe for his stick, Donatello 
might have figured perfectly as the marble Faun, miraculously softened 
into flesh and blood 

“Yes , the resemblance is wonderful,” observed Kenyon, after examin- 
mg the marble and the man with the accuracy of a sculptor’s eye “There 
is one point, however, or, rather, two points, in respect to which our 
friend Donatello’s abundant curls will not permit us to say whether the 
lilceness is carried into minute detail ” 

And the sculptor directed the attention of the party to the ears of the 
beautiful statue which they were contemplating 

But we must do more than merely refer to this exquisite work of art, 
it must be described, however inadequate may be the effort to express its 
magic peculiarity m wnrds. 

The Faun is the marble image of a young man, leaning his right arm on 
the trunk or stump of a tree, one hand hangs carelessly by his side, in 
the other he holds the fragment of a pipe, or some such sylvan instrument 
of music His only garment a lion’s skin, with the claws upon his 
shoulder falls half-way down his back, leaving the limbs and entire 
front of the figure nude The form, thus displayed, is marvellously grace- 
ful, but has a fuller and more rounded outline, more flesh, and less of he- 
roic muscle, than the old sculptors were wont to assign to their types of 
masculine beauty The character of the face corresponds with the figure, 
it IS most agreeable in outline and feature, but rounded and somewhat 
voluptuously developed, especially about the throat and chin, the nose is 
almost straight, but very slightly curves inward, thereby acquiring an in- 
describable charm of geniality and humor The mouth, with its full yet 
delicate lips, seems so nearly to smile outright, that it calls forth a re- 
sponsive smile The whole statue unlike anything else that ever was 
wrought m that severe material of marble conveys the idea of an ami- 
able and sensual creature, easy, mirthful, apt for jollity, yet not incapable 
of being touched by pathos It is impossible to gaze long at this stone im- 
age without conceiving a kindly sentiment towards it, as if its substance 
were warm to the touch, and imbued with actual life It comes very close 
to some of our pleasantest sympathies 

Perhaps it is the very lack of moral severity, of any high and heroic in- 
gredient in the character of the Faun, that makes it so delightful an ob- 
ject to the human eye and to the frailty of the human heart The being 
here represented is endowed with no principle of virtue, and would be in- 
capable of comprehending such, but he would be true and honest by dint 
of his simplicity We should expect from him no sacrifice or effort for an 
abstract cause, there is not an atom of martyr’s stuff in all that softened 
marble, but he has a capacity for strong and warm attachment, and 
might act devotedly through its impulse, and even die for it at need It 
is possible, too, that the Faun might be educated through the medium of 
his emotions, so that the coarser animal portion of his nature might 
eventually be thrown into the background, though never utterly expelled. 
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The animal nature, indeed, is a most essential part of the Faun’s com- 
position , for the characteristics of the brute creation meet and combine 
with those of humanity m this strange yet true and natural conception 
of antique poetry and art Praxiteles has subtly diffused throughout his 
work that mute mystery which so hopelessly perplexes us whenever we 
attempt to gain an intellectual or sympathetic knowledge of the lower 
orders of creation The riddle is indicated, however, only by two definite 
signs , these are the two ears of the Faun, which are leaf-shaped, terminat- 
ing in little peaks, like those of some species of animals Though not so 
seen m the marble, they are probably to be considered as clothed m fine, 
downy fur In the coarser representations of this class of mythological 
creatures, there is anothei token of brute kindred, a certain caudal ap- 
pendage, which, if the Faun of Praxiteles must be supposed to possess it 
at all, IS hidden by the lion’s skin that forms his garment The pointed and 
furry ears, therefore, are the sole indications of his wild, forest nature 

Only a sculptor of the finest imagination, the most delicate taste, the 
sweetest feeling, and the rarest artistic skill m a word, a sculptor and a 
poet too could have first dreamed of a Faun in this guise, and then 
have succeeded m imprisoning the sportive and frisky thing in marble 
Neither man nor animal, and yet no monster, but a being m whom both 
races meet on friendly ground The idea grows coarse as we handle it, 
and hardens in our grasp But, if the spectator broods long over the statue, 
he will be conscious of its spell, all the pleasantness of sylvan life, all the 
genial and happy characteristics of creatures that dwell in woods and 
fields, will seem to be mingled and kneaded into one substance, along 
with the kindred qualities m the human soul Trees, grass, flowers, wood- 
land streamlets, cattle, deer, and unsophisticated man The essence of all 
these was compressed long ago, and still exists, within that discolored 
marble surface of the Faun of Praxiteles 

And, after all, the idea may have been no dream, but rather a poet’s 
reminiscence of a period when man’s affinity with nature was more strict, 
and his fellowship with every living thing more intimate and dear 


CHAPTER II 

The Faun 

“Donatello,” playfully cried Miriam, “do not leave us in this perplex- 
ity i Shake aside those brown curls, my friend, and let us see whether this 
marvellous resemblance extends to the very tips of the ears If so, we shall 
like you all the better i ” 

'No, na, dearest signorma,” answered Donatello, laughing, but with a 
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certain earnestness “I entreat you to tpke the tips of my ears for 
granted ” As he spoke, the young Italian made a skip and jump, light 
enough for a veritable faun , so as to place himself quite beyond the reach 
of the fair hand that was outstretched, as if to settle the matter by actual 
examination “I shall be like a wolf of the Apennines,” he continued, tak- 
ing his stand on the other side of the Dying Gladiator, “if you touch my 
ears ever so softly None of my race could,endure it It has always been a 
tender point with my forefathers and me ” 

He spoke m Italian, with the Tuscan rusticity of accent, and an un- 
shaped sort of utterance^ betokening that he must heretofore have been 
chiefly conversant with rural people 

“Well, well,” said Miriam, “your tender point your two tender points, 
if you have them shall, be safe, so far as I am concerned But how 
strange this likeness is, after all' and how delightful, if it really includes 
the pointed ears ' Oh, it is impossible, of course,” she continued, in Eng- 
lish, “with a real and commonplace young man like Donatello, but you 
see how this peculiarity defines the position of the Faun, and, while put- 
ting him where he cannot exactly assert his brotherhood, still disposes us 
kindly towards the kindred creature He is not supernatural, but just on 
the verge of nature, and yet within it What is the nameless charm of this 
idea, Hilda? You can feel it more delicately than I ” 

“It perplexes me,” said Hilda, thoughtfully, and shrinking a little, 
“neither do I quite like to think about it ” 

“But, surely,” said Kenyon, “you agree with Miriam and me that there 
is something very touching and impressive in this statue of the Faun In 
some long-past age, he must really have existed Nature needed, and still 
needs, this beautiful creature, standing betwixt man and animal, sympa- 
thizing with each, comprehending the speech of either race, and interpret- 
ing the whole existence of one to the other What a pity that he has for- 
ever vanished from the hard and dusty paths of life, unless,” added the 
sculptor, in a sportive whisper, “Donatello be actually he' ” 

“You cannot conceive how this fantasy takes hold of me,” lesponded 
Miriam, between jest and earnest “Imagine, now, a real being, similar 
to this mythic Faun, how happy, how genial, how satisfactory would be 
his life, enjoying the warm, sensuous, earthy side of nature, revelling m 
the merriment of woods and streams, living as our four-footed kindred 
do, as mankind did m its innocent childhood, before sm, sorrow or 
morality itself had ever been thought of Ah' Kenyon, if Hilda and you 
and I if I, at least had pointed ears' For I suppose the Faun had no 
conscience, no remorse, no burden on the heart, no troublesome recollec- 
tions of any sort, no dark future either ” 

“What a tragic tone was that last, Miriam'” said the sculptor, and, 
looking into her face, he was startled to behold it pale and tear-stained. 
“How suddenly this mood has come over you ' ” 

“Let it go as it came,” said Miriam, “like a thunder-shower m this Ro- 
man sky All IS sunshine agam, you see ' ” 

Donatello’s refractoriness as regarded his ears had evidently cost him 
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something, and he now came close to Miriam’s side, gazing at her with an 
appealing air, as if to solicit forgiveness His mute, helpless gesture of 
entreaty had something pathetic in it, and yet might well enough excite a 
laugh, so like it was to what you may see m the aspect of a hound when 
he thinks himself in fault or disgrace It was difficult to make out the 
character of this young man. So full of animal life as he was, so joyous m 
his deportment, so handsome, .so physically well-developed, he made no 
impression of incompleteness, of maimed or stinted nature And yet, in 
social intercourse, these familiar friends of his habitually and instinctively 
allowed for him, as for a child or some other lawless thing, exacting no 
strict obedience to conventional rules, and hardly noticing his eccentri- 
cities enough to pardon them There was an indefinable characteristic 
about Donatello that set him outside of rules 

He caught Miriam’s hand, kissed it, and gazed into her eyes without 
saying a word She smiled, and bestowed on him a little careless caress, 
singularly Iilte what one would give to a pet dog when he puts himself in 
the way to receive it Not that it was so decided a caress either, but only 
the merest touch, somewhere between a pat and a tap of the finger, it 
might be a mark of fondness, or perhaps a playful pretence of punish- 
ment At all events, it appeared to afford Donatello exquisite pleasure, in- 
somuch that he danced quite round the wooden railing that fences m the 
Dying Gladiator 

‘Tt is the very step of the Dancing Faun,” said Miriam, apart, to 
Hilda “What a child, or what a simpleton, he is! I continually find my- 
self treating Donatello as if he were the merest unfledged chicken , and 
yet he can claim no such privileges in the right of his tender age, for he 
is at least how old should you think him, Hilda?” 

“Twenty years, perhaps,” replied Hilda, glancing at Donatello, “but, 
indeed, I cannot tell, hardly so old, on second thoughts, or possibly older. 
He has nothing to do with time, but has a look of eternal youth m his 
face ” 

“All underwitted people have that look,” said Miriam, scornfully 

“Donatello has certainly the gift of eternal youth, as Hilda suggests,” 
observed Kenyon, laughing, “for, judging by the date of this statue, 
which, I am more and more convinced, Praxiteles carved on purpose for 
him, he must be at least twenty-five centuries old, and he still looks as 
young as ever ” 

“What age have you, Donatello?” asked Miriam 

“Signorma, I do not know,” he answered, “no great age, however, for 
I have only lived since I met you ” 

“Now, what old man of society could have turned a silly compliment 
more smartly than that’ ” exclaimed Miriam “Nature and art are just at 
one sometimes But what a happy ignorance is this of our friend Do- 
natello’ Not to know his own age’ It is equivalent to being immortal on 
earth If I could only forget mine ’ ” 

“It is too soon to wish that,” observed the sculptor, “you are scarcely 
older than Donatello looks.” 
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“I shall be content, then,” rejoined hlinam, “if I could only forget one 
day of all ni}’’ life ” Then she seemed to repent of this allusion, and hastily 
added, “A woman’s days are so tedious that it is a boon to leave even one 
of them out of the account ” 

The foregoing conversation had been carried on m a mood in which all 
imaginatu e people, whether aitists or poets, love to indulge In this frhme 
of mind, they sometimes find their profoundest truths side by side with 
the idlest jest, and utter one or the other, apparently without distinguish- 
ing which is the most valuable, or assigning any considerable value to 
either The resemblance between the marble Faun and their living com- 
panion had made a deep, half-serious, half-mirthful impression on these 
three friends, and had taken them into a certain airy region, lifting up, as 
it is so pleasant to feel them lifted, tlieir heavy earthly feet from the act- 
ual soil of life The world had been set afloat, as it were, for a moment, 
and relieved them, for just so long, of all customary responsibility for 
what they thought and said 

It might be under this influence or, perhaps, because sculptors al- 
ways abuse one another’s works that Kenyon threw' m a criticism upon 
the Dying Gladiator. 

“I used to admire this statue exceedingly,” he remarked, “but, latterly, 
I find mj'self getting weary and anno3'ed that the man should be such a 
length of time leaning on his arm in the very act of deatli If he is so ter- 
ribly hurt, why does he not sink down and die wuthout further ado? Flit- 
ting moments, imminent emergencies, imperceptible intervals between 
two breaths, ought not to be incrusted with the eternal repose of marble, 
in any sculptural subject, there should be a moral stand-still, since there 
must of necessity be a physical one Otherwise, it is like flinging a block 
of marble up into the air, and, by some trick of enchantment, causing it 
to stick there You feel that it ought to come dowm, and are dissatisfied 
that it does not obey tlie natural law ” 

“I see,” said Miriam, mischievously, “you think that sculpture should 
be a sort of fossilizing process But, in truth, your frozen art has nothing 
like the scope and freedom of Hilda’s and mine In painting there is no 
similar objection to the representation of brief snatches of time, perhaps, 
because a story can be so much more fully told m picture, and buttressed 
about w'lth circumstances that give it an epoch For instance, a painter 
never would have sent down yonder Faun out of his far antiquit}', lonely 
and desolate, wuth no companion to keep his simple heart w'arm ” 

“Ah, the Faun'” cried Hilda, wuth a little gesture of impatience, “I 
have been looking at him too long, and now', instead of a beautiful statue, 
immortally young, I see only a corroded and discolored stone This 
change is very apt to occur in statues ” 

“And a similar one in pictures, surely,” retorted the sculptor “It is the 
spectator’s mood that transfigures the Transfiguration itself I defy any 
painter to move and elevate me without my own consent and assistance ” 
“Then you are deficient of a sense,” said Miriam 
The party now strayed onward from hall to hall of that rich gallery. 
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pausing here and there, to look at the multitude of noble and lovely 
shapes, which have been dug up out of the deep grave in which old Rome 
lies buried. And still, the lealization of the antique Faun, in the person 
of Donatello, gave a more vivid character to all these marble ghosts Why 
should not each statue grow warm with life' Antinous might lift his brow, 
and tell us why he is forever sad The Lycian Apollo might strike his lyre, 
and, at the first vibiation, that other Faun in red marble, who keeps up 
a motionless dance, should frisk gayly forth, leading yonder Satyrs, vith 
shaggy goat-shanks, to clatter their little hoofs upon the floor, and all 
join hands with Donatello! Bacchus, too, a rosy flush difi using itself over 
his time-stamed surface, could come down from his pedestal, and offer a 
cluster of purple grapes to Donatello's lips, because the god recognizes 
him as the woodland elf who so often shared his revels. And here, in this 
sarcophagus, the exquisitely carved figures might assume life, and chase 
one another round its verge with that uild merriment ^\hlch is so strange- 
ly lepresented on those old burial coffers though still with some subtile 
allusion to death, carefully veiled, but forever peeping forth amid em- 
blems of mirtli and not 

As the four friends descended the stairs, however, their play of fancy 
subsided into a much more sombre mood, a result apt to follow upon such 
exhilaration as tliat which had so recently taken possession of them 
“Do you know',” said Miriam, confidentially to Hilda, “I doubt the 
reality of this likeness of Donatello to the Faun, which we have been 
talking so much about? To say the truth, it never struck me so forcibly as 
It did Kenyon and yourself, though I ga\e in to whatever you were 
pleased to fancy, for the sake of a moment’s mirth and wonder ” 

“I W'as certainly in earnest, and you seemed equally so,” replied Hilda, 
glancing back at Donatello, as if to reassure herself of the resemblance 
“But faces change so much, from hour to hour, that the same set of fea- 
tures has often no keeping w'lth itself, to an eye, at least, which looks at 
expression more than outline How' sad and sombre he has grown all of a 
sudden!” 

“Angry too, methinks! nay, it is anger much more than sadness,” said 
Miriam “I have seen Donatello in this mood once or twice before If you 
consider him well, you will observe an odd mixture of the bulldog, or 
some othei equally fierce brute, in our friend’s composition, a trait of 
savageness hardly to be expected in such a gentle creature as he usually 
IS Donatello is a very strange young man I wish he w'ould not haunt my 
footsteps so continually ” 

“You have bewitched the poor lad,” said the sculptor, laughing “You 
have a faculty of bewitching people, and it is providing you with a singu- 
lar tram of follow'ers. I see another of them behind yonder pillar, and it is 
his presenfce that has aroused Donatello’s wrath ” 

They had now emerged from the gateway of the palace; and partly 
concealed by one of the pillars of the portico stood a figure such as may 
often be encountered in the streets and piazzas of Rome, and nowhere 
else He looked as if he might just have stepped out of a picture, and, in 
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truth, was likely enough to find his way into a dozen pictuies, being no 
other than one of those living models, dark, bushy-bearded, wild of as- 
pect and attire, whom artists convert into saints or assassins, according as 
the T pictorial purposes demand 

' Miriam,” whispered Hilda, a little startled, “it is your model ' ” 


CHAPTER in 

Subterranean Reminiscences 

Mirias.e’s, model has so impoctaut a connection with our story, that it is 
essential to describe the singular mode of his first appearance, and how he 
subsequently became a self-appointed foUowei of the young female aitist 
In the first place, however, we must devote a page or two to certain pe- 
culiarities m the position of Miriam heiself 

There was an ambiguity about this young lady, which, though it did 
not necessarily imply anything vrong, would have operated unfavorably 
as regarded her reception in society, anywhere but m Rome The tiulli 
was, that nobody luiew anything about Miriam, either for good oi evil 
She had made her appearance without introduction, had taken a studio, 
put her card upon tlie door, and showed very considerable talent as a 
painter m oils Her fellow-professors of the brush, it is true, showered 
abundant criticisms upon her pictures, allowing them to be well enough 
for the idle half-efforts of an amateur, but lacking both tlie trained skill 
and the practice that distinguish the works of a true artist 

Nevertheless, be their faults what they might, Miriam’s pictures met 
with good acceptance among the patrons of modem art Whatever tech- 
nical merit they lacked, its absence was more than supplied by a warmtli 
and passionateness, which she had the faculty of putting into her produc- 
tions, and which all the world could feel Her nature had a great deal of 
color, and, m accordance with it, so likewise had hei pictuies 
Miriam had great apparent freedom of intercourse, her manners were 
so far from evincing shyness, that it seemed easy to become acquainted 
with her, and not difficult to develop a casual acquaintance into intimacy 
Such, at least, was the impression which she made, upon brief contact, but 
not such the ultimate conclusion of those who really sought to know her 
So airy, free, and affable was Miriam’s deportment towards all who came 
within her sphere, that possibly they might never be conscious of the fact, 
but so it was, that they did not get on, and were seldom any further ad- 
vanced into her good graces to-day than yesterday By some subtile qual- 
ity, she kept people at a distance, without so much as letting them know 
that they were excluded from her innei circle She resembled one of those 
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images of light, which conjurers evoke and cause to shine before us, in 
apparent tangibility, only an arm’s-length beyond our grasp we make a 
step in advance, expecting to seize the illusion, but find it still precisely so 
far out of our reach Finally, society began to recognize the impossibility 
of getting nearer to Miriam, and gruffly acquiesced 

There were two persons, however, whom she appeared to acknowledge 
as friends in the closer and truer sense of the word, and both of these 
more favored individuals did credit to Miriam’s selection One was a 
young American sculptor, of high promise and rapidly increasing celeb- 
rity, the other, a girl of the same country, a painter like Miriam herself, 
but m a widely different sphere of art Her heart flowed out towards these 
two, she requited herself by their society and friendship (and especially 
by Hilda’s) for all the loneliness with which, as regarded the rest of the 
world, she chose to be surrounded Her two friends \%ere conscious of the 
strong, yearning grasp which Miriam laid upon them, and gave her their 
affection in full measuie, Hilda, indeed, responding with the fervency of 
a girl’s first friendship, and Kenyon with a manly regard, in which there 
was nothing akin to wfliat is distinctively called love 
A sort of intimacy subsequently grew' up between these three fnends 
and a fourth individual, it was a young Italian, who, casually visiting 
Rome, had been attracted by the beauty which Miriam possessed in a re- 
markable degree He had sought her, followed her, and insisted, with sim- 
ple perseverance, upon being admitted at least to her acquaintance, a 
boon which had been granted, w'hen a more artful character, seeking it 
by 1 more subtle mode of pursuit, would probably have failed to obtain 
il This young man, though any things but intellectually brilliant, had 
many agreeable characteristics which won him the kindly and half-con- 
temptuous regard of Miriam and her two friends It w’as he whom they 
called Donatello, and w'hose w'onderful resemblance to the Faun of Prax- 
iteles forms the keynote of our narrative. 

Such was the position in which we find IMiriam some few^ months after 
her establishment at Rome It must be added, however, that the w'orld 
did not permit her to hide her antecedents w’lthout making her the sub- 
ject of a good deal of conjecture, as w^as natural enough, considering the 
abundance of her personal charms, and the degree of notice that she at- 
tracted as an artist There were many stories about Miriam s origin and 
previous life, some of which had a very probable air, while others* w'ere 
evidently wild and romantic fables We cite a few, leaving the reader to 
designate them either under the probable or the romantic head 
It was said, for example, that Miriam was the daughter and hen ess of 
a great Jewish banker (an idea perhaps suggested by a certain rich Orien- 
tal character in her face), and had fled from her paternal home to escape 
a union with a cousin, the heir of another of that golden brotherhood, the 
object being, to retain their vast accumulation of wealth within the fam- 
ily Another story hinted that she was a German princess, whom, for rea- 
sons of state, it was proposed to give m marriage either to a decrepit sov- 
ereign, or a prince still in his cradle According to a third statement, she 
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was the offspring of a Southern American planter, who had given her an 
elaborate education and endowed her with his wealth, but the one burn- 
ing drop of African blood in her veins so affected her with a sense of ig- 
nominy, that she relinquished all and fled her country By still another 
account she was the lady of an English nobleman, and, out of mere love 
and honor of art, had thrown aside the splendor of her rank, and come to 
seek a subsistence by her pencil in a Roman studio 

In all the above cases, the fable seemed to be instigated by the large 
and bounteous impression which Miriam invariably made, as if necessity 
and she could have nothing to do with one another Whatever depriva- 
tions she underwent must needs be voluntary But there were other sur- 
mises, taking such a common-place view as that Miriam was the daughter 
of a merchant or financier, who had been ruined in a great commercial 
crisis , and, possessing a taste for art, she had attempted to support her- 
self by the pencil, in preference to the alternative of going out as gov- 
erness 

Be these things how they might, Miriam, fair as she looked, was 
plucked up out of a mystery, and had its roots still clinging to her She 
was a beautiful and attractive woman, but based, as it were, upon a cloud, 
and all surrounded with misty substance, so that the result was to render 
her spnte-like in her most ordinary manifestations This was the case 
even in respect to Kenyon and Hilda, her especial friends But such was 
the effect of Miriam’s natural language, her generosity, kindliness, and 
native truth of character, that these two received her as a dear friend 
into their hearts, taking her good qualities as evident and genuine, and 
never imagining that what was hidden must be therefore evil 

We now proceed with our narrative 

The same party of friends, whom we have seen at the sculpture gallery 
of the Capitol, chanced to have gone together, some months before, to the 
catacomb of St Calixtus They went joyously down into that vast tomb, 
and wandered by torchlight through a sort of dream, m which reminis- 
cences of church-aisles and grimy cellars and chiefly the latter, seemed 
to be broken into fragments, and hopelessly intermingled The intricate 
passages along which they followed their guide had been hewn, in some 
forgotten age, out of a dark-red, crumbly stone On either side were hori- 
zontal niches, where, if they held their torches closely, the shape of a hu- 
man body was discernible in white ashes, into which the entire mortality 
of a man or woman had resolved itself Among all this extinct dust, there 
might perchance be a thigh-bone, which crumbled at a touch, or possibly 
a skill, grinning at its own wretched plight, as is the ugly and empty habit 
of the thing 

Sometimes their gloomy pathway tended upward, so that, through a 
crevice, a little daylight glimmered down upon them, or evjsn a' streak of 
sunshine peeped into a burial niche, then again, they went downward by 
gradual descent, or by abrupt, rudely hewn steps, into deeper and deeper 
recesses of the earth Here and there the narrow and tortuous passages 
widened somewhat, developing themselves into small chapels, which 
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once, no doubt, Tiad been adorned with marble-work and lighted with 
ever-burning lamps and tapers All such illumination and ornament, how- 
ever, had long since been extinguished and stript away, except, indeed, 
that the low roofs of a few of these ancient sites of worship were covered 
with dingy stucco, and frescoed with scriptural scenes and subjects, in 
the dreariest stage of rum 

In one such chapel, the guide showed them a low arch, beneath which 
the body of St Cecilia had been buried after her martyrdom, and where it 
lay till a sculptor saw it, and rendered it forever beautiful in marble 
In a similar spot they found two sarcophagi, one containing a skeleton, 
and the other a shrivelled body, which still wore the garments of its for- 
mer lifetime 

“How dismal all this is!” said Hilda, shuddering “I do not know why 
we came here, nor why we should stay a moment longer ” 

“I hate it all'” cried Donatello, with peculiar energy “Dear friends, 
let us hasten back into the blessed daylight' ” 

From the first, Donatello had shown little fancy for the expedition, for, 
like most Italians, and in especial accordance with the law of his own 
simple and physically happy nature, this young man had an infinite re- 
pugnance to graves and skulls, and to all that ghastliness which the Goth- 
ic mind loves to associate with the idea of death He shuddered, and 
looked fearfully round, drawing nearer to Miriam, whose attractive influ- 
ence alone had enticed him into that gloomy region 

“What a child you are, poor Donatello'” she observed, with the free- 
dom which she always used towards him “You are afraid of ghosts! ” 

Y es, signorma , terribly afraid ' ” said the truthful Donatello 
“I also believe in ghosts,” answered Miriam, “and could tremble at 
them, in a suitable place But these sepulchres are so old, and these skulls 
and white ashes so very dry, that methinks they have ceased to be haunt- 
ed The most awful idea connected with the catacombs is their intermin- 
able extent, and the possibility of going astray into this labyrinth of 
darkness, which broods around the little glimmer of our tapers ” 

“Has any one ever been lost here^” asked Kenyon of the guide 
“Surely, signor, one, no longer ago than my father’s time,” said the 
guide , and he added, with the air of a man who believed what he was tell- 
ing, “but the first that went astray here was a pagan of old Rome, who 
hid himself m order to spy out and betray the blessed saints, who then 
dwelt and worshipped in these dismal places You have heard the story, 
signor? A miracle was wrought upon the accursed one, and, ever since 
(for fifteen centuries at least) , he has been groping m the darkness, seek- 
ing his way out of the catacomb ” 

“Has he ever been seen?” asked Hilda, who had great and tremulous 
faith in iriarvels of this kind ' 

“These eyes of mine never beheld him, signorma, the saints forbid'” 
answered the guide “But it is well known that he watches near parties 
that come into the catacomb, especially if they be heretics, hoping to lead 
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some straggler astray What this lost wretch pines for, almost as much as 
for the blessed sunshine, is a companion to be miserable with him ” 

“Such an intense desire for S 3 nnpathy indicates something amiable m 
the poor fellow, at all events,” observed Kenyon 

They had now reached a larger chapel than tliose heretofore seen , it 
was of a circular shape, and, though he^vn out of the solid mass of red 
sandstone, had pillars, and a carved roof, and other tokens of a regular 
architectural design Nevertheless, considered as a church, it was exceed- 
ingly minute, being scaicely twice a man’s stature m height, and only two 
or three paces from wall to wall , and while their collected torches illumin- 
ated this one small, consecrated spot, the great darkness spread all round 
it, like that immenser mystery which envelops our little life, and into 
which friends vanish from us, one by one 
“Wh}'’, wheie IS Miriam?” cried Hilda 

The party gazed hurriedly from face to face, and became aware that 
one of their party had vanished into the great darkness, even while they 
were shuddering at the remote possibility of such a misfortune 


CHAPTER TV 

The Spectre or the Catacomb 

“Surely, she cannot be lost'” exclaimed Kenyon “It is but a moment 
since she was speaking ” 

“No, no' ” said Hilda, in great alarm “She was behind us all, and it is 
a long while since we have heard her voice' ” 

“Torches' torches'” cried Donatello, despeiately “I will seek her, be 
the darkness ever so dismal ' ” 

But the guide held him back, and assured them all that there was no 
possibility of assisting then lost companion, unless by shouting at the 
very top of their voices As the sound would go very far along these close 
and narrow passages, there was a fair probability that Miriam might hear 
the call, and be able to retrace her steps 

Accordingly, they all Kenyon with his bass voice, Donatello with 
his tenor , the guide with that high and hard Italian cry, which makes the 
streets of Rome so resonant, and Hilda with her slender scream, piercing 
farther than the united uproar of the rest began to shriek, halloo, and 
bellow, with the utmost force of their lungs And, not to prolong tlie read- 
er’s suspense (for we do not particularly seek to interest him in this scene, 
telling it only on account of the trouble and strange entanglement which 
followed) , they soon heard a responsive call, in a female voice 
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“It was the signorina! ” cried Donatello, joyfully. 

“Yes, It was certainly dear Miriam’s voice,” said Hilda “And here she 
comes! Thank Heaven! Thank Heaven!” 

The figure of their friend was now discernible by her own torchlight, 
approaching out of one of the cavernous passages Miriam came forward, 
but not with the eagerness and tremulous joy of a fearful girl, just rescued 
from a labyrinth of gloomy mystery She made no immediate response to 
their inquiries and tumultuous congratulations, and, as they afterwards 
remembered, there was something absorbed, thoughtful, and self-concen- 
trated in her deportment She looked pale, as well she might, and held her 
torch with a nervous grasp, the tremor of which was seen in the irregular 
twunkling of the flame This last was the chief perceptible sign of any re- 
cent agitation or alarm 

“Dearest, dearest Miriam,” exclaimed Hilda, throw'ing her arms about 
her friend, “wdiere have you been straying from us^ Blessed be Provi- 
dence, wdiich has rescued you out of that miserable darkness' ” 

“Hush, dear Hilda'” whispered Miriam, with a strange little laugh. 
“Are you quite sure that it was Heaven’s guidance which brought me 
back If so. It v;as by an odd messenger, as you will confess See, there he 
stands ” 

Startled at Miriam’s words and manner, Hilda ga7ed into the duskiness 
whither she pointed, and there beheld a figure standing just on the doubt- 
ful limit of obscurity, at the threshold of the small, illuminated chapel 
Kenyon discerned him at the same instant, and drew nearer with his 
torch, although the guide attempted to dissuade him, averring that, once 
beyond the consecrated precincts of the chapel, the apparition would have 
power "0 tear him limb from limb It struck the sculptor, however, when 
he afterwards recurred to these circumstances, that the guide manifested 
no such apprehension on his o^vn account as he professed on behalf of 
others, for he kept pace with Kenyon as the latter approached the figure, 
though still endeavoring to restrain him 

In fine, they both drew near enough to get as good a view of the spectre 
as the smoky light of their torches, struggling w'lth the massive gloom, 
could supply 

The stranger was of exceedingly picturesque, and even melodramatic 
aspect He w^as clad m a voluminous cloak, that seemed to be made of a 
buffalo’s hide, and a pair of those goat-skin breeches, wnth the hair out- 
ward, which are still comnionly w'orn by the peasants of the Roman Cam- 
pagna In this garb, they look like antique Satyrs, and, in truth, the 
Spectre of the Catacomb might have represented the last survivor of that 
vanished race, hiding himself in sepulchral gloom, and mourning over his 
lost life of woods and streams 

Furthermore, he had on a broad-brimmed, conical hat, beneath the 
shadow of which a wild visage was indistinctly seen, floating away, as it 
were, into a dusky wilderness of mustache and beard His eyes winked, 
and turned uneasily from the torches, like a creature to whom midnight 
would be more congenial than noonday 
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On. the whole, the spectre might have made a considerable impression 
on the sculptor’s nerves, only that he was m the habit of observing similar 
figures, almost every day, reclining on the Spanish steps, and waiting for 
some artist to invite them within the magic realm of picture Nor, even 
thus familiarized with the stranger’s peculiarities of appearance, could 
Kenyon help wondering to see such a personage, shaping himself so sud- 
denly out of the void darkness of the catacomb 

“What are you^” said the sculptor, advancing his torch nearer “And 
how long have you been wandering here?” 

“A thousand and five hundred years’ ” muttered the guide, loud enough 
to be heard by all the party “It is the old pagan phantom that I told you 
of, who sought to betray the blessed saints ’ ” 

“Yes, it is a phantom’ ” cned Donatello, with a shudder “Ah, dearest 
signorma, what a fearful thing has beset you m those dark corridors’ ” 
“Nonsense, Donatello,” said the sculptor “The man is no more a phan^ 
tom than yourself The only marvel is, how he comes to be hiding himself 
in the catacomb Possibly, our guide might solve the riddle ” 

The spectre himself here settled the point of his tangibility, at all 
events, and physical substance, by approaching a step nearer, and laying 
his hand on Kenyon’s arm 

'“Inquire not what I am, nor wherefore I abide m the darkness,” said 
he, m a hoarse, harsh voice, as if a great deal of damp were clustering in 
his throat “Henceforth, I am nothing but a shadow behind her footsteps 
She came to me when I sought her not She has called me forth, and must 
abide the consequences of my reappearance in the world ” 

“Holy Virgin’ I wish the signonna ]oy of her prize,” said the guide, 
half to himself “And in any case, the catacomb is well rid of him ” 

We need follow the scene no further So much is essential to the subse- 
quent narrative, that, during the short period while astray in those tor- 
tuous passages, Miriam had encountered an unknown man, and led him 
forth with her, or was guided back by him, first into the torchlight, thence 
into the sunshine 

It was the further singularity of this affair, that the connection, thus 
briefly and casually formed, did not terminate with the incident that gave 
it birth As if her service to him, or his service to her, whichever it might 
be, had given him an indefeasible claim on Miriam’s regard and protec- 
ton, the Spectre of the Catacomb never long allowed her to lose sight of 
him, from that day forward He haunted her footsteps with more than the 
customary persistency of Italian mendicants, when once they have recog- 
nized a benefactor For days together, it is true, he occasionally vanished, 
but alv/ays reappeared, gliding after her through the narrow streets, or 
climbing the hundred steps of her staircase and sitting at her threshold 
Being often admitted to her studio, he left his features, or some shadou 
or reminiscence of them, in many of her sketches and pictures The moral 
atmosphere of these productions was thereby so influenced, that rival 
paijiters pronounced it a case of hopeless mannerism, which would des- 
troy all Miriam’s prospects of true excellence in art 
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The story of this adventure spread abroad, and made its way beyond 
the usual gossip of the Forestieri, even into Italian circles, where, en- 
hanced by a still potent spirit of superstition, it grew far more wonderful 
than as above recounted Thence, it came back among the Anglo-Saxons, 
and was communicated to the German artists, who so richly supplied it 
with romantic ornaments and excrescences, after their fashion, that it be- 
came a fantasy worthy of Tieck or Hoffmann For nobody has any con- 
science about adding to the improbabilities of a marvellous tale. 

The most reasonable version of the incident, that could anywise be ren- 
dered acceptable to the auditors, was substantially the one suggested by 
the guide of the catacomb, in his allusion to the legend of Ivlemmius This 
man, or demon, or man-demon, was a spy during the persecutions of the 
early Christians, probably under the Emperor Diocletian, and penetrated 
into the catacomb of St Calixtus, with the malignant purpose of tracing 
out the hiding-places of the refugees But, iihile he stole craftily through 
those dark corridors, he chanced to come upon a little chapel, where ta- 
pers were burning before an altar and a crucifix, and a priest was in the 
perfouiiance of his sacred office By divine indulgence, there was a single 
moment’s grace allowed to IMemmius, during w’hich, had he been capable 
of Christian faith and love, he might have knelt before the cross, and re- 
ceived the holy light into his soul, and so have been blest forev'cr But he 
resisted the sacred impulse As soon, therefore, as that one moment had 
glided by, the light of the consecrated tapers, W'hicli represent all truth, 
bew’ildeied the wretched man with everlasting error, and the blessed cross 
itself was stamped as a seal upon his heart, so that it should never open to 
receive conviction 

Thenceforth, this heathen Memmius has haunted tlie wide and dreary 
precincts of the catacomb, seeking, as some say, to beguile new victims 
into his owTi misery, but, according to other statements, endeavoring to 
prevail on any unwary visitor to take him by the hand, and guide him out 
mto the daylight Should his wales and entreaties take effect, however, the 
man-demon would remain only a little while above ground He would 
gratify his fiendish malignity by perpetrating signal mischief on his bene- 
factor, and perhaps bringing some old pestilence or other forgotten and 
long-buried evil on society, or, possibly, teaching the modern world some 
decayed and dusty kind of crime, W'hich the antique Romans knew , and 
then would hasten back to the catacomb, which, after so long haunting it, 
has gro^vn his most congenial home. 

Miriam herself, with her chosen friends, the sculptor and tlie gentle 
Hilda, often laughed at the monstrous fictions that had gone abroad in 
reference to her adventure Her two confidants (for such they were, on 
all ordinary subjects) had not failed to ask an explanation of the mystery, 
since undeniably a mystery there was, and one sufficiently perplexing in 
itself, without any help from the imaginative faculty And, sometimes re- 
sponding to their inquiries wnth a melancholy sort of playfulness, hliriam 
let her fancy run off mto wilder fables than any which German ingenuity 
or Italian superstition had contrived 



THE MARBLE FAUN 


609 

For example, with a strange air of seriousness over all her tace, only 
belied by a laughing gleam in her dark eyes, she would aver that the spec- 
tre (who had been an artist in his mortal lifetime) had promised to teach 
her a long lost but invaluable secret of old Roman fresco-pamtmg The 
knowledge of this process would place Minam at the head of modern art, 
the sole condition being agreed upon, that she should return with him into 
his sightless gloom, after enriching a certain extent of stuccoed wall with 
the most brilliant and lovely designs And what true votary of art would 
not purchase unrivalled excellence, even at so vast a sacrifice > 

Or, if her friends still solicited a soberer account, Miriam replied, that, 
meeting the old mfidel in one of the dismal passages of the catacomb, she 
had entered into controversy with him, hoping to achieve the glory and 
satisfaction of converting him to the Christian faith For the sake of so 
excellent a result, she had even staked her own salvation against his, bind- 
ing herself to accompany him back mto his penal gloom, if, within a 
twelve-month’s space, she should not have convinced him of the errors 
through which he had so long groped and stumbled But, alas > up to the 
present time, the controversy had gone direfully in favor of the man- 
demon, and Miriam (as she whispered in Hilda’s ear) had awful fore- 
bodings, that, m a few more months, she must take an eternal farewell of 
the sun' 

It was somewhat rem^ikable that all her romantic fantasies arrived at 
this self-same dreary termination , it appeared impossible for her even to 
imagine any other than a disastrous result from her connection with her 
ill-omened attendant 

This singularity might have meant nothing, however, had it not sug- 
gested a despondent state of mind, which was likewise indicated by many 
other tokens Miriam’s friends had no difficulty in perceiving that, in one 
way or another, her happiness was very seriously compromised Her spir- 
its were often depressed into deep melancholy If ever she was gay, it was 
seldom with a healthy cheerfulness She grew moody, moreover, and sub- 
ject to fits of passionate ill-temper, which usually wreaked itself on the 
heads of those who loved her best Not that Miriam’s indifferent acquain- 
tances were safe from similar outbreaks of her displeasure, especially if 
they ventured upon any allusion to the model In such cases, they were 
left with little disposition to renew the subject, but inclined, on the other 
hand, to interpret the whole matter as much to her discredit as the least 
favorable coloring of the facts would allow 

It may occur to the reader, that there was really no demand foi so 
much rumor and speculation in legard to an incident, which might well 
enough have been explained without going many steps beyond the limits 
of probability The spectre might have been merely a Roman beggai, 
whose fraternity often harbor in stranger shelters than the catacombs, or 
one of those pilgrims, who still journey from remote countries to kneel 
and worship at the holy sites, among which these haunts of the early 
Chiistians are esteemed especially sacred Or, as was perhaps a more 
plausible theory, he might be a thief of the city, a robber of the Campag- 
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na, a political offender, or an assassin, with blood upon his hand , whom 
the negligence or connivance of the police allowed to take refuge in those 
subterranean fastnesses, where such outlaws have been accustomed to 
hide themselves from a far antiquity downward Or he might have been a 
lunatic, fleeing instinctively from man, and making it his dark pleasure to 
dwell among the tombs, like him whose awful cry echoes afar to us from 
Scripture times 

And, as for the stranger’s attaching himself so devotedly to Miriam, her 
personal magnetism might be allowed a certain weight m the explanation. 
For what remains. Ins pertinacity need not seem so very singular to those 
who consider how slight a link serves to connect these vagabonds of idle 
Italy with any person that may have the ill-hap to bestow charity, or be 
otherwise serviceable to them, or betray the slightest interest m their 
fortunes 

Thus little would remain to be accounted for, except the deportment of 
Miriam herself, her reserve, her brooding melancholy,*hcr petulance, and 
moody passion If generously interpreted, even these morbid symptoms 
might have sufficient cause in the stimulating and exhaustne influences 
of imagmative art, exercised by a delicate young woman, in the nervous 
and unwholesome atmosphere of Rome Such, at least, was the view of the 
case which Hilda and Kenyon endeavored to impress on their own minds, 
and impart to those w^hom their opinions might influence 

One of Miriam’s friends took the matter sadly to heart. This was the 
young Italian Donatello, as w'c have seen, had been an eye-witness of the 
sti anger’s first appearance, and had ever since nourished a singular prej- 
udice against the mysterious, dusky, death-scented apparition It resem- 
bled not so much a human dislike or hatred, as one of those instinctive, 
unreasoning antipathies which tlie lower animals sometimes display, and 
which generally prove more trustw'orthy than the acutest insight into 
character The shadow of the model, always flung into the light w'hich 
Miriam diffused around her, caused no slight trouble to Donatello Yet he 
was of a nature so remarkably genial and joyous, so simply happy, that 
he might well afford to have something subtracted from his comfort, and 
make tolerable shift to live upon w'hat remained 


CHAPTER V 

MJriam’s Studio 

The court-yard and staircase of a palace built three hundred years ago 
are a peculiar feature of modern Rome, and interest the stranger more 
than many things of which he has heard loftier descriptions You pass 
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through the grand breadth and height of a squalid entrance-way, and per- 
haps see a range of dusky pillars, forming a sort of cloister round the 
court, and in the intervals, from pillar to pillar, are strewn fragments of 
antique statues, headless and legless torsos, and busts that have invariably 
lost what it might be well if living men could lay aside m that unfra- 
grant atmosphere the nose Bas-reliefs, the spoil of some far older pal- 
ace, are set in the surrounding walls, every stone of which has been rav- 
ished from the Coliseum, or any other imperial rum which earlier barbar- 
ism had not already levelled with the earth Between two of the pillars, 
moreover, stands an old sarcophagus without its hd, and with all its more 
prominently projecting sculptures broken oh, perhaps it once held fa- 
mous dust, and the bony framework of some historic man, although now 
only a receptacle for the rubbish of the court-yard, and a half-worn 
broom 

In the centre of the court, under the blue Italian sky, and with the hun- 
dred windows of the vast palace gazing down upon it, from four sides, ap- 
pears a fountain It brims over from one stone basin to another, or gushes 
from a Naiad’s urn, or spurts its many little jets from the mouths of 
nameless monsters, which were merely grotesque and artificial when Ber- 
nini, or whoever was their unnatural father, first produced them, but now 
the patches of moss, the tufts of grass, the trailing maiden-hair, and all 
sorts of verdant weeds that thrive m the cracks and crevices of moist mar- 
ble, tell us that Nature takes the fountain back into her great heart, and 
cherishes it as kindly as if it were a woodland spring And, hark, the pleas- 
ant murmur, the gurgle, the plash’ You might hear just those tinkling 
sounds from any tiny waterfall in the forest, though here they gam a de- 
licious pathos from the stately echoes that reverberate their natural lan- 
guage So the fountain is not altogether glad, after all its three centuries 
at play’ 

In one of the angles of the court-yard, a pillared door-way gives access 
to the staircase, with its spacious breadth of low, marble steps, up which, 
in former times, have gone the princes and cardinals of the great Roman 
family who built this palace Or they have come down, with still grander 
and loftier mien, on their way to the Vatican or the Quirmal, there to put 
off their scarlet hats in exchange for the triple crown But, in fine, all 
these illustrious personages have gone down their hereditary staircase for 
the last time, leaving it to be the thoroughfare of ambassadors, English 
noblemen, American milhonnaires, artists, tradesmen, washerwomen, and 
people of every degree, all of whom find such gilded and marble-panelled 
saloons as their pomp and luxury demand, or such homely garrets as their 
necessity can pay for, within this one multifarious abode Only, in not a 
single nook of the palace (built for splendor, and the accommodation of 
a vast retinue, but with no vision of a happy fireside or any mode of do- 
mestic enjojonent) does the humblest or the haughtiest occupant find 
comfort 

Up such a staircase, on the morning after the scene at the sculpture gal- 
lery, sprang the light foot of Donatello He ascended from story to story. 
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passing lofty door-ways, set wthin ncli frames of sculptured marble, and 
climbing unweariedly upward, until the glories of the first piano and the 
elegance of the middle height were exchanged for a sort of Alpine region, 
cold and naked in its aspect Steps of rough stone, rude wooden balus- 
trades, a brick pavement in the passages, a dingy w'hitewash on the walls, 
these were here the palatial features Finally, he paused before an oaken 
door, on which was pinned a card, bearing the name of Miriam Schaefer, 
artist in oils Here Donatello knocked, and the door immediately fell 
somewhat ajar , its latch having been pulled up by means of a string on 
the inside Passing through a little anteroom, he found himself m IMir- 
lam’s presence 

‘‘Come in, wild Faun,” she said, “and tell me the latest nevs from Ar- 
cady!” 

The artist w^as not just then at her easel, but was busied with the fem- 
inine task of mending a pair of gloves 

Theie is something extremely pleasant, and even touching, at least, 
of very sw'eet, soft, and wanning effect, m this pecuharit}’^ of needlework, 
distinguishing w'omen from men Our own sex is incapable of any such by- 
play aside from the mam business of life, but w’omen be they. of v/hat 
eaithly rank they may, however gifted with intellect or genius, or en- 
dow'ed with awdul beauty ha\e always some little handiwork ready to 
fill the tiny gap of every vacant moment A needle is familiar to the fin- 
gers of them all A queen, no doubt, plies it on occasion, the woman poet 
can use it as adroitly as her pen , the w'oman’s eye, that has disco\ ered a 
new star, turns from its glory to send the polished little instrument gleam- 
ing along the hem of her kerchief, or to darn a casual fray m her dress. 
And tiiey have greatly the advantage of us m tins respect The slender 
thiead of silk or cotton keeps them united with the small, familiar, gentle 
interests of life, the continually operating influences of which do so much 
for the health of the character, and carry off w^hat would otherwise be a 
dangerous accumulation of morbid sensibility A vast deal of human sym- 
pathy runs along this electric line, stretching from the throne to the wnck- 
er chair of the humblest seamstress, and keeping high and low in a species 
of communion with their kindred beings IMethinks it is a token of healtliy 
and gentle characteristics, when wromen of high thoughts and accomplish- 
ments love to sew', especially as they are never more at home with their 
civn hearts than while so occupied 

And when the work falls in a woman’s lap, of its own accord, and the 
needle involuntarily ceases to fly, it is a sign of trouble, quite as trust- 
worthy as the throb of the heart itself This was w'hat happened to Mir- 
iam Even while Donatello stood gazing at her, she seemed to have for- 
gotten his presence, allowing him to drop out of her thoughts, and the 
torn glove to fall from her idle fingers Simple as he was, the young man 
knew by his sympathies that something was amiss 

“Dear lady, you are sad,” said he, drawing close to her. 

“It IS nothing, Donatello,” she replied, resuming her work, “yes, a lit- 
tle sad, perhaps, but that is not strange for us people of the ordinary 
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world, especially for women You are of a cheerfuller race, my friend, and 
know nothing of this disease of sadness But why do you come into this 
shado\^y room of mine?” 

'‘Why do you make it so shadowy?” asked he 

“We artists purposely exclude sunshine, and all but a partial light,” 
said Miriam, “because we think it necessary to put ourselves at odds with 
Nature before trying to imitate her That strikes you very strangely, does 
it not^ But we make very pretty pictures sometimes with our artfully ar- 
ranged lights and shadows. Amuse yourself with some of mine, Dona- 
tello, and by and by I shall be in the mood to begin the portrait ve were 
talking about ” 

The room had the customary aspect of a painter’s studio , one of those 
delightful spots that hardly seem to belong to the actual world, but 
rather to be the outward type of a poet’s haunted imagination, where 
there are glimpses, sketches, and half-developed hints of beings and ob- 
jects grander and more beautiful than ve can any\\here find in reality 
The wlndo^^s were closed with shutters, or deeply curtained, except one, 
which w'as partly open to a sunless portion of the sky, admitting only 
from high upward that paitial light w'hich, with its strongty marked con- 
trast of shadow, is the first requisite towards seeing objects pictoiially 
Pencil-drawings were pinned against tlie w’all or scattered on the tables 
Unframed canvases turned their backs on the spectator, presenting only ? 
blank to the eye, and churlishl}’' concealing wdiatever riches of scener}’- or 
human beauty Miriam’s skill had depicted on the other side 

In the obscurest part of the room Donatello W'as half startled at per- 
cemng duskily a w^oman wath long dark hair, w’ho threw" up her arms w'lth 
a wild gesture of tragic despair, and appeared to beckon him into the 
darkness along w'lth her 

“Do not be afraid, Donatello,” said Miriam, smiling to see him peer- 
ing doubtfully into the mysterious dusk “She means you no mischief, 
nor could perpetrate any if she wished it ever so much It is a lady of 
exceedingly pliable disposition, now a heroine of romance, and now" a 
rustic maid, yet all for show", being created, indeed, on pin pose to w"ear 
rich shawls and other garments in a becoming fashion This is the true 
end of her being, although she pretends to assume the most varied duties 
and perfoim many parts m life, w'hile really the poor puppet has nothing 
on earth to do Upon my word, I am satirical unaw"ares, and seem to be 
describing nine women out of ten in the person of my lay-figure For 
most purposes she has the advantage of the sisterhood Would I w"eie like 
her'” 

“How it changes her aspect,” exclaimed Donatello, “to know that she 
is but a jointed figure 1 When my eyes first fell upon her, I thought her 
arms moved, as if beckoning me to help her in some direful peril ” 

“Are you often troubled with such sinister freaks of fancy?” asked 
Miriam “I should not have supposed it ” 

“To tell you the truth, dearest signonna,” answered the young Italian, 
“I am apt to be fearful in old, gloomy houses, and in the dark I love no 
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dark or dusky corners, except it be in a grotto, or among the thick green 
leaves of an arbor, or in some nook of the woods, such as I know many m 
the neighborhood of my home Even there, if a stray sunbeam steal m, 
the shadow is all the better for its cheerful glimmer ” 

“Yes, you aie a Faun, you know,” said the fair artist, laughing at the 
remembrance of tlie scene of the day before “But the world is sadly 
changed nowadays, grievously changed, poor Donatello, since those 
happy times when your race used to dwell in the Arcadian woods, play- 
ing hide-and-seek with the nymphs in grottos and nooks of shrubbery 
You have reappeared on earth some centuries too late ” 

“I do not understand you now,” answered Donatello, looking per- 
plexed, “only signorina, I am glad to have my lifetime while you live, 
and w'here you are, be it in cities or fields, I would fain be there too ” 

“I w'ondei whether I ought to allow you to speak in this way,” said 
Miriam, looking thoughtfully at him “Many young women would think 
it behoved them to be offended Hilda w'ould never let you speak so, I dare 
say But he is a mere boy,” she added, aside, “a simple boy, putting his 
boyish heart to the proof on the first w'oman whom he chances to meet If 
yonder lay-figure had had the luck to meet him first, she would have 
smitten him as deeply as I ” 

“Are you angry w ith me?” asked Donatello, dolorously 
“Not in the least,” answered IMiriam, frankly giving him her hand 
“Pray look over some of these sketches till I have leisure to chat witli you 
a litde I haidly think I am in spirits enough to begin your portrait to- 
day ” 

Donatello w'as as gentle and docile as a pet spaniel, as playful, too, in 
his general disposition, or saddening with his mistress’s variable mood 
like th<it or any other kindly animal which has the faculty of bestowing 
its sympathies more completely than men or w’omen can ever do Accord- 
ingly, as Miriam bade him, he tried to turn his attention to a great pile 
and confusion of pen-and-ink sketches and pencil-drawings which lay 
tossed together on a table As it chanced, how^ever, they gave the poor 
youth little delight 

The first that he took up was a very impressive sketch, in which the 
artist had jotted down her rough ideas for a picture of Jael driving the 
nail through the temples of Sisera It w'as dashed off with remarkable 
power, and showed a touch or two that were actually life-hke and death- 
like, as if Miriam had been standing by when Jael gave the first stroke of 
her murderous hammer, or as if she herself were Jael, and felt irresistibly 
impelled to make her bloody confession in this guise 
Her first conception of the stern Jewess had evidently been that of 
perfect womanhood, a lovely form, and a high, heroic face of lofty 
beauty , but, dissatisfied either with her own work or the terrible story 
itself, Miriam had added a certain wayward quirk of her pencil, which at 
once converted the heroine into a vulgar murderess It was evident that a 
Jael like this would be sure to search Sisera’s pocl<;ets as soon as the 
breath was out of his body 
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In another sketch she had attempted the story of Judith, "which "we sea 
represented by the old masters so often, and in such various styles Here, 
too, beginning w ilh a passionate and fiery conception of the subject in 
all earnestness, she had given the last touches in utter scorn, as it %\ere, 
of the feelings which at first took such powerful possession of her hand 
The head of Holofernes (which by the by had a pair of twisted mus- 
taches, like those of a certain potentate of the day) being fairly cut off, 
was screwing its eyes upward and twirling its features into a diabolical 
grin of triumphant malice, which it flung right in Judith’s face On her 
part, she had the startled aspect that might be conceived of a cook if a 
calf’s head should sneer at her when about to be popped into the dinner- 
pot 

Over and over again, there was the idea of woman, acting the part of a 
re\engeful mischief towards man It was, indeed, \cry singular to see 
how’ the artist's imagination seemed to run on tliese stories of blood- 
shed, in which woman s hand was crimsoned by the stain, and how, too, 
in one form or another, grotesque or sternly sad, she failed not to 
bring out tlie moral, Uiat woman must strike through her own heart to 
reach a human life, whatever were tlic moti\e that impelled her 
One of the sketches represented tlie daughter of Herodias receiving the 
head of John the Baptist m a charger. The general conception appeared 
to be taken from Bernardo Luim's picture, in the Ufnz7i Gallerj' at Flor- 
ence, but Miriam had imparled to the saint’s face a look of gentle and 
heavenly reproach, with sad and blessed eyes fixed upward at the maid- 
en, by the force of which miraculous glance, her wdiole womanhood was 
at once aw akened to lo\ e and endless remorse 
These sketches had a most disagreeable effect on Donatello's peculiar 
temperament He gave a shudder, his face assumed a look of trouble, 
fear, and disgust, he snatched up one skctcli after another, as if about to 
tear it in pieces. Finally, shoving away the pile of drawings, he shrank 
back from the table and clasped his hands over his eyes 

“\\fliat is the matter, Donatello’” asked IMiriam, looking up from a let- 
ter which she was now' WTiting “Ah! I did not mean you to see those 
drawings They are ugly phantoms that stole out of my mind, not things 
that I created, but things that haunt me Seel here arc some trifles that 
perhaps wall please you better ” 

She gave him a portfolio, the sketches in which indicated a happier 
mood of mind, and one, it is to be hoped, more truly characteristic of the 
artist Supposing neither of these classes of subject to show' anything of 
her own individuality, hliriam had evidently a great scope of fancj', and 
a singular faculty of putting what looked like heart into her productions 
The latter sketches w'ere domestic and common scenes, so finely and 
subtilely idealized that they seemed such as w'e may see at any moment, 
and everywhere, while still there was the indefinable something added, 
or taken away, which makes all the difference between sordid life and an 
earthly paradise The feeling and sympathy in all of them were deep and 
true There was the scene, that comes once in eyery life, of the lover 
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Winning the soft and pure avowal of b'ishful affection from the maiden 
whose slender form half leans toward'i his arm, half shrinks from it, we 
know not which There was wedded aifection in its successive stages, rep- 
resented in a series of delicately conceived designs, touched with a holy 
fire, that burned from youth to age in those tw'o hearts, and gave one 
identical beauty to the faces thioaghout all the changes of feature 

There was a drawing of an infant’s shoe, half w’oin out, with the airy 
print of the blessed foot within, a thing that would make a mother smile 
or weep out of the very depths of her heart, and yet an actual mother 
would not have been likely to appreciate the poetry of the little shoe, un- 
til Miriam revealed it to hrr It W’as wonderful, the depth and force w'lth 
w'hich the above, and other kindred subjects, were depicted, and the pro- 
found significance which they often acquired The artist, still m her fresh 
youth, could not probably have drawn any of these dear and rich ex- 
periences from her ovm life, unless, pei chance, that first sketch of all, 
the avowal of maiden affection, were a remembered incident, and not a 
prophecy But it is more delightful to believe that, from first to last, they 
weie the produebons of a beautiful imagination, dealing with the warm 
and pure suggestions of a woman’s heart, and thus idealizing a truer and 
lovelier picture of the life that belongs to woman, than an actual ac- 
quaintance w/th some of its hard and dusty facts could have inspired So 
consideied, die sketches intifnated such a force and \aricty of imagina- 
tive sympathies as would enablh iSIiriam to fill her life richl}’’ with the 
bliss and suffering of w'C)manhooa,'however barren it might individually 
be * 

The’e was one observable point, indeed, betokening that the artist re- 
linuu.shed, for her personal self, the happiness wdiich she could so pro- 
foaadlv appreciate for others In all those sketches of common life, and 
th'^ affections that spiiitualize it, a figure W’as portrayed apart, now' it 
peeped between the branches of a shrubbery, amid w'hich two lo\ers sat; 
low it w'as looking through a frosted w'lndow', from the outside, while a 
young w'edded pair sat at their new' fireside w'lthm, and once it leaned 
from a chariot, which six horses W'ere W'hirling onw'ard in pomp and pride, 
and gazed at a scene of humble enjoyment by a cottage-door Ahvays it 
was the same figure, and ahvays depicted w'lth an expression of deep sad- 
ness, and in every instance, slightly as they were brought out, the face 
and form had the traits of Miriam’s own 
“Do you lilce these sketches better, Donatello?” asked Miriam 
“Yes,” said Donatello, rather doubtfully 

“Not much, I fear,” responded she, laughing “And what should a boy 
lilce you a Faun, too know about the joys and sorrow's, the inter- 
twining light and shadow, of human life? I forgot that j'ou were a Faun 
You cannot suffer deeply, therefore you can but half enjoy Here, now', is 
a subject which you can better appreciate ” 

The sketch represented merely a rustic dance, but with such extrava- 
gance of fun as was delightful to behold, and here there W'as no draw'- 
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back, except that strange sigh and sadness which always come when we 
are merriest 

“I am going to paint the picture m oils,” said the artist, ‘‘and I want 
you, Donatello, for tlie wildest dancer of them all Will you sit for me, 
some day? or, rather, dance for me?” 

“Oh, most gladly, signorma'” exclaimed Donatello “See, it shall be 
like this ” 

And forthwith he began to dance, and flit about the studio, like an in- 
carnate sprite of jollity, pausing at last on the extremity of one toe, as if 
that were the only portion of himself whereby his frisky natuie could 
come in contact with the earth The effect m that shadowy chamber, 
whence the artist had so carefully excluded the sunshme, was as enliven- 
ing as if one bright ray had contrived to shimmer m the frolic around the 
walls, and finally rest just m the centre of the floor. 

“That was admirable'” said Miriam, with an approving smile “If I 
can catch you on my canvas, it will be a glorious picture, only I am afraid 
you will dance out of it, by the very truth of the representation, just 
when I shall have given it the last touch We will try it one of these days 
And now, to reward you for that jolly exhibition, you shall see what has 
been shown to no one else ” 

She went to her easel, on which was placed a picture with its back 
turned towards the spectator Reversing the position, there appeared the 
portrait of a beautiful woman, such as one sees only two or thiee, if even 
so many times, in all a lifetime, so beautiful, that she seemed to get into 
your consciousness and memory, and could never afterwards be shut out, 
but haunted your dreams, for pleasure or for pain, holding your innei 
realm as a conquered territory, though without deigning to make herself 
at home there 

She was very youthful, and had what was usually thought to be a Jew- 
ish aspect, a complexion m which there was no roseate bloom, yet neither 
was it pale , dark eyes, into which you might look as deeply as your glance 
would go, and still be conscious of a depth that you had not sounded, 
though it lay open to the day She had black, abundant hair, with none of 
the vulgar glossiness of other women’s sable locks , if she were really of 
Jewish blood, then this was Jewish hair, and a dark glory such as crowns 
no Christian maiden’s head Gazing at this portrait, you saw what Rachel 
might have been, when Jacob deemed her worth the wooing seven years, 
and seven more, or perchance she might ripen to be what Judith was, 
when she vanquished Holofernes with her beauty, and slew him for too 
much adoring it 

Miriam watched Donatello’s contemplation of the picture, and seeing 
his simple rapture, a smile of pleasure brightened on her face, mixed with 
a little scorn, at least, her lips curled, and her eyes gleamed, as if she dis- 
dained either his admiration or her own enjoyment of it 

“Then you like the picture, Donatello?” she asked 

“Oh, beyond what I can tell'” be answered “So beautiful ' so beau- 
tiful'” 
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“And do you recognize the lilceness?” 

“Signonna,” exclaimed Donatello, turning from the picture to tlie art- 
ist, in astonishment that she should ask the question, “the resemblance is 
as little to be mistalcen as if you had bent over the smooth surface of a 
fountain, and possessed the witchcraft to call forth the image that you 
made there' It is yourself 1” 

Donatello said the truth, and we forbore to speak descriptively of 
Miriam’s beauty earlier m our narrative, because ve foresaw this occa- 
sion to bring it perhaps more forcibly before the reader 
We know not w^hether the portiait were a flattered likeness, probably 
not, regal ding it merely as the delineation of a lovely face, although hlir- 
lam, like all self-painters, may have endow'cd herself with certain graces 
which other eyes might not discern Artists are fond of painting their 
own portraits, and, m Florence, there is a gallery of hundreds of them, 
including the most illustiious, in all of w'hich there are autobiographical 
characteristics, so to speali, traits, expressions, loftinesses, and ameni- 
ties, which would have been invisible, had they not been painted from 
within Yet their reality and tiuth are none the less Miriam, in like man- 
ner, had doubtless conveyed some of tlie intimate results of her heart- 
knowdedge into her owm portrait, and perhaps washed to trj’' w'hethcr they 
would be perceptible to so simple and natural an observer as Donatello 
“Does the expression please you?” she asked 

“Yes,” said Donatello, hesitatingly, “if it would only smile so like the 
sunshine as you sometimes do No, it is sadder than I thought at first 
Cannot you make yourself smile a little, signonna?” 

“A forced smile is uglier than a frown,” said Miriam, a bright, natural 
smile brealving out over her face even as she spoke. 

“Oh, catch it now'” cried Donatello, clapping his hands “Let it shine 
upon the picture' There' it has vanished already! And you are sad again, 
very sad, and the picture gazes sadly forth at me, as if some evil had 
befallen it in the little time since I looked last ” 

“How perplexed you seem, my friend!” answered Minam “I really 
half believe you are a Faun, there is such a mystery and terror for you 
in these dark moods, which are just as natural as daylight to us people of 
ordinary mould I advise you, at all events, to look at other faces with 
those innocent and happy eyes, and never more to gaze at mine! ” 

“You speak in vain,” replied the young man, wnth a deeper emphasis 
than she had ever before heard m his voice, “shroud yourself in wdiat 
gloom you will, I must needs follow you ” 

“Well, well, well,” said Miriam, impatiently, “but leave me now, for 
to speak plainly, my good friend, you grow a little wearisome I walk this 
afternoon in the Borghese grounds Meet me there, if it suits your 
pleasure ” 
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CHAPTER VI 

The Virgin’s Shrine 

After Donatello had left the studio, Miriam herself came forth, and 
taking her way through some of the intricacies of the city, entered what 
might be called either a widening of a street, or a small piazza The neigh- 
borhood comprised a baker’s oven, emitting the usual fragrance of sour 
bread, a shoe-shop, a linen-draper’s shop, a pipe and cigar shop, a lot- 
tery office, a station for French soldiers, with a sentinel pacing in front, 
and a fruit-stand, at which a Roman matron was selling the dried ker- 
nels of chestnuts, wretched little figs, and some bouquets of yesterday A 
church, of course, was near at hand, the fagade of which ascended into 
lofty pinnacles, whereon were perched two or three wmged figures of 
stone, either angelic or allegorical, blowing stone trumpets m close vicin- 
ity to the upper windows of an old and shabby palace This palace was 
distinguished by a feature not very common in the architecture of Roman 
edifices, that is to say, a mediaeval tower, square, massive, lofty, and bat- 
tlemented and machicolated at the summit 

At one of the angles of the battlements stood a shrine of the Virgin, 
such as we see ever3rwhere at the street-corners of Rome, but seldom or 
never, except in this solitary instance, at a height above the ordinary 
level of men’s views and aspirations Connected with this old tower and 
its lofty shrine, there is a legend which we cannot here pause to tell, but 
for centuries a lamp has been burning before the Virgin’s image, at noon, 
at midnight, and at all hours of the twenty-four, and must be kept burn- 
ing forever, as long as the tower shall stand, or else the tower itself, the 
palace, and whatever estate belongs to it, shall pass from its hereditary 
possessor, in accordance with an ancient vow, and become the property of 
the Chuich 

As Miriam approached, she looked upward, and saw, not, indeed, the 
flame of the never-dying lamp, which was swallowed up in the broad sun- 
light that brightened the shrine, but a flock of white doves, skimming, 
fluttering, and wheeling about the topmost height of the tower, their silver 
wings flashing in the pure transparency of the air Several of them sat on 
the ledge of the upper window, pushing one another off by their eager 
struggle for this favorite station, and all tapping their beaks and flapping 
their wings tumultuously against the panes, some had alighted m the 
street, far below, but flew hastily upward, at the sound of the window be- 
ing thrust ajar, and, opening in the middle, on rusty hinges, as Roman 
windows do 

A fair young girl, dressed in white, showed herself at the aperture for 
a single instant, and threw forth as much as her two small hands could 
hold of some kind of food, for the flock of eleemosynary doves It seemed 
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greatly to the taste of the feathered people, for they tried to snatch beak- 
fuls of It fiom her giasp, caught it m the air, and rushed downward after 
it -upon the pavement 

“What a pietty scene this is,” thought Miriam, with a kindly smile, 
“and how like a dove she is herself, the fan, pure cre^iturc! The other 
doves know her for a sister, I am suie ” 

Miriam passed beneath the deep portal of the palace, and turning to 
the left, began to mount flight aftei flight of a staircase, which, for the 
loftiness of its aspiration, was w'orthy to be Jacob’s ladder, or, at all 
events, the staircase of the Tower of Babel The city bustle, which is 
heard even in Rome, the rumble of w-hecls over the uncomfortable pav- 
ing-stones, the hard harsh cries reechoing in the high and narrow streets, 
grew faint and died aw^ay, as the turmoil of the W'orld will alnays die, if 
we set our faces to climb heavenw'ard Higher, and higher still, and now', 
glancing through the successive windows that threw' m their narrow 
light upon the staiis, her view' stretched across the roofs of the city, unim- 
peded even by the stateliest palaces Only the domes of churches ascend 
mto tins airy region, and hold up their golden crosses on a level w'ltli her 
eye, except, that, out of the very heart of Rome, the column of Antoninus 
thrusts itself upw'ard, with St Paul upon its summit, the sole human form 
that seems to have kept her company 
Finally, the staircase came to an end, save that, on one side of the lit- 
tle entry w'here it terminated, a flight of a doren steps gave access to the 
roof of the tow'er and the legendary shrine On the other side w'as a door, 
at w'hich Miriam knocked, but rather as a friendly announcement of her 
presence than w'lth any doubt of hospitable w'elcome, for, awaiting no re- 
sponse, she lifted the latch and entered 

“What a hermitage you have found for yourself, dear Hilda'” she ex- 
claimed “You breathe sw'eet air, above all the evil scents of Rome, and 
even so, in your maiden elevation, you dw’ell above our vanities and pas- 
sions, our moral dust and mud, w’lth the doves and the angels for your 
nearest neighbors I should not wonder if the Catholics w'ere to make a 
saint of you, like your namesake of old, especially as you have almost 
avowed yourself of their religion, by undertaking to keep the lamp alight 
before the Virgin’s shrine ” 

“No, no, Miriam ' ” said Hilda, who had come joyfully forward to greet 
her friend “You must not call me a Catholic A Christian girl even a 
daughter of the Puritans may surely pay honor to the idea of divine 
Womanhood, without giving up the faith of her forefathers But how 
kind you are to climb into my dove-cote' ” 

“It IS no trifling proof of fiiendship, indeed,” answ'ered Miriam, “I 
should think there were three hundred stairs at least ” 

“But it will do you good,” continued Hilda “A height of some fifty 
feet above the roofs of Rome gives me all the advantages that I could get 
from fifty miles of distance The air so exhilarates my spirits, that some- 
times I feel half inclined to attempt a flight from the top of my tower, m 
the faith that I should float upward ” 
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“Oh, pray don’t try it'” said Miriam, laughing “If it should turn out 
that you are less than an angel, you would find the stones of the Roman 
pavement very hard, and if an angel, indeed, I am afraid you would 
never come down among us agam.” 

This young American girl was an example of the freedom of life which 
it is possible for a female artist to enjoy at Rome She dwelt m her tower, 
as free to descend into the corrupted atmosphere of the city beneath, as 
one of her companion doves to fly downward into the street, all alone, 
perfectly independent, under her ovm sole guardianship, unless watched 
over by the Virgin, whose shrine she tended, doing what she liked with- 
out a suspicion or a shadow upon the snowy whiteness of her fame The 
customs of artist life bestow such liberty upon the sex, which is else- 
where restricted within so much narrower limits, and it is perhaps an in- 
dication that, whenever we admit women to a wider scope of pursuits and 
professions, we must also remove the shackles of our present conven- 
tional rules, which would then become an msufferable restraint on either 
maid or wife The system seems to work unexceptionably in Rome, and 
m many other cases, as m Hilda’s, purity of heart and life are allowed to 
assert themselves, and to be their own proof and security, to a degree un- 
known in the society of other cities 

Hilda, in her native land, had early shown what was pronounced by 
connoisseurs a decided genius for the pictorial art Even in her school- 
days still not so very distant she had produced sketches that were 
seized upon by men of taste, and hoarded as among the choicest treasures 
of their portfolios, scenes delicately imagined, lacking, perhaps, the real- 
ity which comes only from a close acquaintance with life, but so softly 
touched with feeling and fancy, that you seemed to be looking at human- 
ity with angels’ eyes With years and experience she might be expected to 
attain a darker and more forcible touch, which would impart to her de- 
signs the relief they needed Had Hilda remained in her own country, it is 
not improbable that she might have produced original works worthy to 
hang in that gallery of native art which, we hope, is destined to extend its 
rich length through many future centuries An orphan, however, without 
near relatives, and possessed of a little property, she had found it within 
her possibilities to come to Italy, that central clime, whither the eyes and 
the heart of every artist turn, as if pictures could not be made to glow in 
any other atmosphere, as if statues could not assume grace and expres- 
sion, save in that land of whitest marble 

Hilda’s gentle courage had brought her safely over land and sea, her 
mild, unflagging perseverance had made a place for her in the famous 
city, even like a flower that finds a chink for itself, and a little earth to 
grow in, on whatever ancient wall its slender roots may fasten Here she 
dwelt, in her tower, possessing a friend or two in Rome, but no home com- 
panion except the flock of doves, whose cote was in a ruinous chamber 
contiguous to her own They soon became as familiar wnth the fair-haired 
Saxon girl as if she were a born sister of their brood, and her customarj’- 
white robe bore such an analogy to their snowy plumage that the contra- 
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ternity of artists called Hilda the Dove, and recognized her aerial apart- 
ment as the Dove-cote And while the other doves flew far and wide in 
quest of what was good for them, Hilda likewise spread her wings, and 
sought such ethereal and imaginative sustenance as God ordains for 
creatures of her kind 

We know not whether the result of her Italian studies, so far as it 
could yet be seen, will be accepted as a good or desirable one Certain it is, 
that since her arrival in the pictorial land, Hilda seemed to have entirely 
lost the impulse of original design, which brought her thither. No doubt 
the girl’s early dreams had been of sending forms and hues of beauty into 
the visible world out of her own mind, of compelling scenes of poetry and 
history to live before men’s eyes, through conceptions and by methods in- 
dividual to herself But more and more, as she grew familiar with the 
miracles of art that enrich so many galleries in Rome, Hilda had ceased 
to consider herself as an original artist No wonder that this change 
should have befallen her She was endowed with a deep and sensitive fac- 
ulty of appreciation, she had the gift of discerning and worshipping ex- 
cellence m a most unusual measure No other person, it is probable, rec- 
ognized so adequately, and enjoyed with such deep delight, the pic- 
torial wonders that were here displayed She saw' no, not saw', but felt 
— through and through a picture, she bestowed upon it all the warmth 
and richness of a woman’s sympathy, not by any intellectual effort, but 
by this strength of heart, and this guiding light of sympathy, she went 
straight to the central point, in w’hich the master had conceived his work 
Thus, she viewed it, as it W'ere, with his own eyes, and hence her compre- 
hension of any picture that interested her was perfect 

This pow'er and depth of appreciation depended partly upon Hilda’s 
physical organization, which w'as at once healthful and exquisitely deli- 
cate, and, connected with this advantage, she had a command of hand, a 
nicety and force of touch, which is an endow'ment separate from pictorial 
genius, though indispensable to its exercise 

It has probably happened in many other instances, as it did in Hilda’s 
case, that she ceased to aim at original achievement in consequence of 
the very gifts which so exquisitely fitted her to profit by familiarity w ith 
the works of the mighty old masters Reverencing these wonderful men 
so deeply, she was too grateful for all they bestow'ed upon her, too loyal, 
too humble, m their awful presence, to tlimk of enrolling herself in tlieir 
society Beholding the miracles of beauty which they had achieved, the 
world seemed already rich enough in original designs, and nothing more 
was so [lesirable as to diffuse those self-same beauties more widely among 
mankind All the youthful hopes and ambitions, the fanciful ideas W'hich 
she bad brought from home, of great pictures to be conceived in her fem- 
mme mind, were flung aside, and, so far as those most intimate w’lth her 
could discern, relinquished without a sigh All that she w'ould henceforth 
attempt and that most reverently, not to say religiously was to catch 
and reflect some of the glory which had been shed upon canvas from the 
immortal pencils of old 
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So Hilda became a copyist in the Pinacotheca of the Vatican, m the 
galleries of the Pamfili-Doria palace, the Borghese, the Corsini, the Sci- 
arra, her easel was set up before many a famous picture by Guido, Do- 
menichmo, Raphael, and the devout pamters of earlier schools than 
these Other artists and visitors from foreign lands beheld the slender, 
girlish figure in front of some world-known work, absorbed, uncon- 
scious of everything around her, seeming to live only m what she sought 
to do They smiled, no doubt, at the audacity which led her to dream of 
copying those mighty achievements But, if they paused to look over her 
shoulder, and had sensibility enough to understand what was before their 
eyes, they soon felt inclined to believe that the spirits of the old masters 
. were hovering over Hilda, and guiding her delicate white hand In truth, 
from whatever realm of bliss and many-colored beauty those spirits 
might descend, it would have been no unworthy errand to help so gentle 
and pure a worshipper of their genius in giving the last divine touch to 
her repetitions of their works 

Her copies were indeed marvellous Accuracy was not the phrase for 
them, a Chinese copy is accurate Hilda’s had that evanescent and ether- ‘ 
eal life that flitting fragrance, as it were, of the originals which it is 
as difficult to catch and retain as it would be for a sculptor to get the very 
movement and varying color of a livmg man into his marble bust Only 
by watching the efforts of the most skilful copyists men who spend a 
lifetime, as some of them do, m multiplying copies of a single picture 
and observing how invariably they leave out just the indefinable charm 
that involves the last, inestimable value, can we understand the difficulties 
of the task which they undertake 

It was not Hilda’s general practice to attempt reproducing the whole 
of a great picture, but to select some high, noble, and delicate portion of 
it, in which the spirit and essence of the picture culminated the Virgin’s 
celestial sorrow, for example, or a hovering angel, imbued with immortal 
light, or a saint with the glow of heaven m his dying face, and these 
would be rendered with her whole soul If a picture had darkened into an 
indistinct shadow through time and neglect, or had been injured by clean- 
ing, or retouched by some profane hand, she seemed to possess the fac- 
ulty of seemg it in its pristine glory The copy would come from her 
hands with what the beholder felt must be the light which the old master 
had left upon the original in bestowing his final and most ethereal touch 
In some instances even (at least, so those believed who best appreciated 
Hilda’s power and sensibility) she had been enabled to execute what the 
great master had conceived in his imagination, but had not so perfectly 
succeeded m putting upon canvas, a result surely not impossible when 
such depth of sympathy as she possessed was assisted by the delicate sbfll 
and accuracy of her slender hand In such cases the girl was but a finer 
mstrument, a more exquisitely effective piece of mechanism, by the help 
of which the spirit of some great departed painter now first achieved his 
ideal, centuries after his own earthly hand, that other tool, had turned to " 
dust - 
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Not to describe her as too much a wonder, however, Hilda, or the 
Dove, as her well-wishers half laughingly delighted to call her, had been 
pronounced by good judges incomparably the best copyist in Rome Af- 
ter minute examination of her works, the most skilful artists declared 
that she had been led to her results by following precisely the same proc- 
ess step by step through which the original painter had trodden to the 
development of his idea Other copyists if such they aie worthy to be 
called attempt only a superficial imitation Copies of the old masters m 
this sense are produced by thousands, there are artists, as we have said, 
who spend their lives m painting the works, or perhaps one single work, 
of one illustrious painter over and over again thus they convert them- 
selves into Guido machines, or Raphaehc machines Their performances, 
it is true, are often wonderfully deceptive to a careless eye , but working 
entirely from the outside, and seeking only to reproduce the surface, these 
men are sure to leave out that indefinable nothing, that inestimable 
something, that constitutes the life and soul through which the picture 
gets its immortality Hilda was no such machine as this, she wrought re- 
ligiously, and therefore wrought a miracle 

It strikes us that there is something far higher and nobler in all this, in 
her thus sacrificing herself to the devout recognition of the highest excel- 
lence in art, than there would have been in cultivating her not inconsider- 
able share of talent for the production of works from her own ideas She 
might have set up for herself, and won no ignoble name , she might have 
helped to fill the already crowded and cumbered world with pictures, not 
destitute of merit, but falling short, if by ever so little, of the best that 
has been done, she might thus have gratified some tastes that were in- 
capable of appreciating Raphael But this could be done only by lower- 
ing the standard of art to the comprehension of the spectator She chose 
the better and loftier and more unselfish part, laying her individual hopes, 
her fame, her prospects of enduring remembrance, at the feet of those 
great departed ones, whom she so loved and venerated, and therefore the 
world v/as the richer for this feeble girl 

Since the beauty and glory of a great picture are confined within itself, 
she won out that glory by patient faith and self-devotion, and multiplied 
it for mankind From the dark, chill corner of a gallery, from some cur- 
tained chapel m a church, where the light came seldom and aslant, from 
the prince’s carefully guarded cabinet, where not one eye m thousands 
was permitted to behold it, she brought the wondrous picture into day- 
light^ and gave all its magic splendor for the enjoyment of the world 
Hilda’s faculty of genuine admiration is one of the rarest to be found in 
human nature, and let us try to recompense her in kind by admiring her 
generous self-surrender, and her brave, humble magnanimity m choosing 
to be the handmaid of those old magicians, instead of a minor enchantress 
within a circle of her own 

The handmaid of Raphael, whom she loved with a virgin’s love 1 Would 
it have been worth Hilda’s while to rehnqu’''^ this office for the sake of 
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giving the world a picture or two which it would call original, pretty fan- 
cies of snow and moonlight, the counterpart in picture of so many fem- 
ine achievements m literature’ 


CHAPTER VII 

Beatrice 

Miriam was glad to find the Dove in her turret-home, for being endowed 
with an mfinite activity, and taking exquisite delight m the sweet labor of 
which her life was full, it was Hilda’s practice to flee abroad betimes, and 
haunt the galleries till dusk Happy were those (but they were very few) 
whom she ever chose to be the companions of her day, they saw the art- 
treasures of Rome, under her guidance, as they had never seen them be- 
fore Not that Hilda could dissertate, or talk learnedly about pictures, 
she would probably have been puzzled by the technical terms of her own 
art Not that she had much to say about what she most profoundly ad- 
mired, but even her silent sympathy was sc powerful that it drew your 
own along with it, endowing you with a second-sight that enabled you to 
see excellences with almost the depth and delicacy of her own perceptions 
All the Anglo-Saxon denizens of Rome, by this time, knew Hilda by 
sight Unconsciously, the poor child had become one of the spectacles of 
the Eternal City, and was often pointed out to strangers, sitting at her 
easel among the wild-bearded young men, the white-haired old ones, and 
the shabbily dressed, painfully plain women, who make up the throng of 
copyists The old custodes knew her well, and watched over her as their 
own child Sometimes a young artist, instead of going on with a copy of 
the picture before which he had placed his easel, would enrich his canvas 
with an original portrait of Hilda at her work A lovelier subject could 
not have been selected, nor one which required nicer skill and insight in 
doing it anything like justice She was pretty at all times, m our native 
New England style, with her light-brown ringlets, her delicately tinged, 
but healthful cheek, her sensitive, intelligent, yet most femmine and 
kindly face But, every few moments, this pretty and girlish face grew 
beautiful and striking, as some inward thought and feeling brightened, 
rose to the surface, and then, as it were, passed out of sight again, so 
that, taking into view this constantly recurring change, it really seemed 
as if Hilda were only visible by the sunshine of her soul 

In other respects, she was a good subject for a portrait, being distin- 
guished by a gentle picturesqueness, which was perhaps unconsciously be- 
stowed by some minute peculiarity of dress, such as artists seldom fail to 
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assume The effect was to make her appear like an inhabitant of picture- 
land, a partly ideal creature, not to be handled, nor even approached too 
closely In her feminine self, Hilda was natural, and of pleasant deport- 
ment, endowed with a mild cheerfulness of temper, not overflowing with 
animal spirits, but never long despondent There was a certain simplicity 
that made every one her friend, but it was combined with a subtile at- 
tribute of reserve, that insensibly kept those at a distance who were not 
suited to her sphere 

Miriam was the dearest friend whom she had ever known Being a year 
or two the elder, of longer acquaintance with Italy, and better fitted to 
deal with its crafty and selfish inhabitants, she had helped Hilda to ar- 
range her way of life, and had encouraged her through those first v^eeks, 
when Rome is so dreary to every new-comer 

‘‘But how lucky that you are at home to-day,” said Miriam, continu- 
ing the conversation which was begun, many pages back 'T hardly hoped 
to find you, though I had a favor to ask, a commission to put into your 
charge But what picture is this?” 

“See! ” said Hilda, talcing her friend’s hand, and leading her m front of 
the easel “I wanted your opinion of it ” 

“If you have really succeeded,” observed Miriam, recognizing the pic- 
ture at the first glance, “it will be the greatest miracle you have yet 
achieved ” 

The picture represented simply a female head , a very youthful, girl- 
ish, perfectly beautiful face, enveloped in white drapery, from beneath 
which strayed a lock or two of what seemed a rich, though hidden luxu- 
riance of auburn hair The eyes were large and brown, and met those of 
the spectator, but evidently with a strange, ineffectual effort to escape 
There was a little redness about the eyes, very slightly indicated, so that 
you would question whether or no the girl had been weeping The whole 
face was quiet, there was no distortion or disturbance of any single fea- 
ture, nor was it easy to see why the expression was not cheerful, or why a 
single touch of the artist’s pencil should not brighten it into joyousness 
But, in fact, it y^as the very saddest picture ever painted or conceived, it 
involved an unfathomable depth of sorrow, the sense of which came to 
the observer by a sort of intuition It was a sorrow that removed this 
beautiful girl out of the sphere of humanity, and set her in a far-off re- 
gion, the remoteness of which while yet her face is so close before us 
makes us shiver as at a spectre 

“Yes, Hilda,” said her friend, after closely examining the picture, “you 
have done nothing else so wonderful as this But by what unheard-of 
solicitations or secret interest have you obtained leave to copy Guido’s 
Beatrice Cenci? It is an unexampled favor , and the impossibility of get- 
ting a genuine copy has filled the Roman picture-shops with Beatrices, 
gs-Yj grievous, or coquettish, but never a true one among them ” 

“There has been one exquisite copy, I have heard,” said Hilda, “by an 
artist capable of appreciating the spirit of the picture It was Thompson, 
who brought it awaj piecemeal, being forbidden (like the rest of us) to 
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;t up his easel before it As for me, I knew the Prince Barbermi would 
s deaf to all entreaties, so I had no resource but to sit down before the 
icture, day after day, and let it sink into my heart I do believe it is 
ow photographed there It is a sad face to keep so close to one’s heart, 
nly, what is so very beautiful can never be quite a pain. Well, after 
;udying it in this way, I know not how many times, I came home, and 
ave done my best to transfer the image to canvas ” 

‘‘Here it is then,” said Miriam, contemplating Hilda’s work with great 
iterest and delight, mixed with the painful sympathy that the picture 
?cited “Everywhere we see oil-paintings, crayon-sketches, cameos, en- 
ravmgs, lithographs, pretending to be Beatrice, and representing the 
oor girl with blubbered eyes, a leer of coquetiy, a merry look as if she 
'ere dancing, a piteous look as if she were beaten, and twenty other 
lodes of fantastic mistake But here is Guido’s very Beatrice , she that 
ept in the dungeon, and awoke, betimes, to ascend the scaffold And 
ow that you have done it, Hilda, can you interpret what the feeling is, 
aat gives this picture such a mysterious foice? For my part, though 
eeply sensible of its influence, I cannot seize it ” 

“Nor can I, m words,” replied her friend “But while I was painting 
er, I felt all the time as if she were trying to escape from my gaze She 
nows that her soirow is so strange and so immense, that she ought to be 
alitary forever, both for the world’s sake and her own, and this is the 
2ason we feel such a distance between Beatrice and ourselves, even when 
ur e3^es meet hers It is infinitely heart-breaking to meet her glance, and 
3 feel that nothing can be done to help or comfort her, neither does she 
sk help or comfort, knowing the hopelessness of her case better than we 
0 She IS a fallen angel, fallen, and yet sinless, and it is only this depth 
f sorrow, with its weight and darkness, that keeps her dow upon earth, 
nd brings hei within our view even while it sets her beyond our reach ” 
“You deem her sinless?” asked Miriam, “that is not so plain to me If 
can pretend to see at all into that dim region, whence she gazes so 
trangely and sadly at us, Beati ice’s own conscience does not acquit her 
f something evil, and never to be forgiven ' ” 

“Sorrow so black as hers oppresses her very nearly as sin would,” said 
Iilda 

“Then,” inquired Miriam, “do you think that there was no sm in the 
eed for which she suffered?” 

“Ah!” replied Hilda, shuddering, “I really had quite forgotten Bea- 
rice’s history, and was thinking of hei only as the picture seems to re- 
'eal her character Yes, yes, it was teirible guilt, an inexpiable crime, 
nd she feels it to be so Therefore it is that the forlorn creature so longs 
0 elude our eyes, and forever vanish away mto nothingness! Her doom 
3 just'” 

“O Hilda, your innocence is like a sharp steel sw^ord'” exclaimed her 
riend “Your judgments are often terribly severe, though you seem all 
nade up of gentleness and mercy Beatrice’s sm may not have been so 
;reat perhaps it wns no sin at all, but the best virtue possible in the cir- 
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cumstances If she viewed it as a sin, it may have been because her na- 
ture was too feeble for the fate imposed upon her Ah * ” continued Mir- 
iam, passionately, ‘hf I could only get within her consciousness' if I 
could but clasp Beatrice Cenci’s ghost, and draw it into myself I would 
give my life to know whether she thought herself innocent, or the one 
great criminal since time began ” 

As Miriam gave utterance to these words, Hilda looked from the pic- 
ture into her face, and was startled to observ^e that her friend’s e\pres- 
sion had become almost exactly that of the portrait, as if her passionate 
wish and struggle to penetrate poor Beatrice’s mystery had been suc- 
cessful 

“Oh, for Heaven’s sake, Miriam, do not look so' ” she cried “ViHiat an 
actress you are' And I never guessed it before Ah! now you are yourself 
again'” she added, kissing her “Leave Beatrice to me m future ” 

“Cover up your magical picture, then,” replied her friend, “else I never 
can look away from it It is strange, dear Hilda, how an innocent, deli- 
cate, white soul like yours has been able to seue the subtle mystery of 
this portrait, as you surely must, in order to reproduce it so perfectly. 
Well, we will not talk of it any more Do you know, I have come to you 
this morning on a small matter of business Will you undertake it for 
me?” 

“Oh, certainly,” said Hilda, laughing, “if you choose to trust me with 
business ” , 

“Nay, it IS not a matter of any difficulty,” answered Miriam, “mereljy 
to take charge of this packet, and keep it for me awkile ” 

“But why not keep it yourself?” asked Hilda 

“Partly because it will be safer in your charge,” said her friend “I am 
a careless sort of person in ordinary things, while you, for all you dwell 
so high above the w’orld, have certain little housewifely W’ays of accuracy 
and order The packet is of some slight importance, and yet, it may be, I 
shall not ask you for it again In a w’eek or two, you know', I am leaving 
Rome You, setting at defiance the malarial fe\er, mean to stay here and 
haunt youi beloved galleries tlirough the summer Now, four months 
hence, unless j'ou hear more from me, I W'ould have you deliver the 
packet according to its address ” 

Hilda read the direction , it w'as to Signore Luca Barboni, at the Pal- 
azzo Cenci, third piano 

“I will deliver it with my own hand,” said she, “precisely four months 
from to-day, unless you bid me to the contrary Perhaps I shall meet the 
ghost of Beatrice in that grim old palace of her forefathers.” 

“In that case,” rejoined Miriam, “do not fail to speak to her, and try 
to win her confidence Poor thing ' she would be all the better for pouring 
her heart out freely, and would be glad to do it, if she were sure of sym- 
pathy It irks my brain and heart to think of her, all shut up within her- 
self ” She withdrew the cloth that Hilda had drawn over the picture, and 
took another long look at it, “Poor sister Beatrice' for she was still a 
woman, Hilda, still a sister, be her sin or sorrow W'hat they might How 
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^\ell you have done it, Hilda’ I know not whether Guido will thank you, 
or be jealous of your nvalship ” 

‘‘Jealous, indeed'” exxlaimed Hilda “If Guido had not wrought 
through me, my pains would have been thrown away ” 

“After all,” resumed Mniam, “if a woman had painted the original 
pictuie, there might have been something in it which we miss now I have 
a great mind to undertake a copj'' myself, and try to give it what it lacks 
Well, good-b}^ But, stay' I am going for a little airing to the grounds of 
the Villa Borghese this afternoon You will think it verj’’ foolish, but I 
alw^ays feel the safer in your company, Hilda, slendei little maiden as 
you are Will you come^” 

“Ah, not to-day, dearest Miriam,” she replied, “I have set my heart on 
giving another touch or two to this picture, and shall not stir abroad till 
nearly sunset ” 

“Farewxll, then,” said her visitor “I leave you m your dove-cote What 
a sweet, strange life you lead here, conversing w’lth the souls of the old 
masters, feeding and fondling your sister-doves, and trimming the Vir- 
gin’s lamp' Hilda, do you ever pray to the Virgin W'hile you tend her 
shrme?” 

“Sometimes I have been moved to do so,” replied the Dove, blushing, 
and lowxrmg her eyes , “she was a woman once Do you think it would 
be wrong'^” 

“Nay, that is for you to judge,” said Miriam, “but when you pray 
next, dear friend, remember me' ” 

She went down the long descent of the lower staircase, and just as she 
reached the street the flock of doves again took dieir hurried flight from 
the pavement to the topmost wundow She threw' her eyes upward and 
beheld them hovering about Hilda’s head, for, after her friend’s depart- 
ure, the girl had been more impressed than before by something very sad 
and troubled in her manner She was, theiefore, leaning forth from her 
airy abode, and flinging down a kind, maidenly kiss, and a gesture of 
farewell, in the hope that these might alight upon Miriam’s heart, and 
comfort its unknown sorrow a little Kenyon the sculptor, w'ho chanced to 
be passing the head of the street, took note of that ethereal kiss, and 
wished that he could have caught it in the air and got Hilda’s leave to 
keep it. 


CHAPTER VIII 

The Suburban Villa 

/ 

Donatello, while it was still a doubtful question betwixt afternoon and 
morning, set forth to keep the appointment which Miriam had carelessly 
tendered him in the grounds of the Villa Borghese 
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The entrance to these grounds (as all my readers know, for everybody 
npwadays has been in Rome) is just outside of the Porta del Popolo 
Passing beneath that not very impressive specimen of Michael Angelo’s 
architecture, a minute’s walk will transport the visitor from the small, 
uneasy, lava stones of the Roman pavement into broad, gravelled car- 
nage-drives, whence a little farther stroll brings him to the soft turf of a 
beautiful seclusion A seclusion, but seldom a solitude, for priest, noble, 
and populace, strangei and native, all who breathe Roman air, find free 
admission, and come hither to taste the languid enjoyment of the day- 
dream that they call life 

But Donatello’s enjojmient was of a livelier kind He soon began to 
draw long and delightful breaths among those shadowy walks Judging 
by the pleasure which the sylvan character of the scene excited m him, it 
might be no merely fanciful theory to set him down as a kinsman, not 
far remote, of that wild, sweet, playful, rustic creature, to whose marble 
image he bore so striking a resemblance How mirthful a discovery would 
it be (and yet with a touch of pathos m it), if the breeze which sported 
fondly mth his clustering locks were to waft them suddenly aside, and 
show a pair of leaf-shaped, furry ears’ "Wliat an honest strain of wildness 
would it indicate ’ and into what regions of rich mystery would it extend 
Donatello’s sympathies, to be thus linked (and by no monstrous chain) 
with what we call the inferior tubes of being, whose simplicity, mingled 
with his human intelligence, might partly restore what man has lost of 
the divine ’ 

The scenery amid which the youth now strayed was such as arrays 
itself m the imagination when we read the beautiful old myths, and fancy 
a brighter sky, a softer turf, a more picturesque arrangement of vener- 
able trees, than we find in the lude and untrained landscapes of the West- 
ern world The ilex-trees, so ancient and time-honored were they, seemed 
to have lived for ages undisturbed, and to feel no dread of profanation by 
the axe any more than overthrow by the thunder-stroke It had already 
passed out of their dreamy old memories that only a few j^ears ago they 
were grievously imperilled by the Gaul’s last assault upon the walls of 
Rome As if confident in the long peace of their lifetime, they assumed 
attitudes of indolent repose They leaned over the green turf in ponder- 
ous grace, throwing abroad their great branches without danger of inter- 
fering with other trees, though other majestic trees grew near enough for 
dignified society, but too distant for constraint Never was there a more 
venerable quietude than that which slept among their sheltering boughs, 
never a sweeter sunshine than that now gladdening the gentle gloom 
which these leafy patriarchs strove to diffuse over the swelling and sub- 
siding lawns 

In other portions of the grounds the stone-pines lifted their dense 
clump of branches upon a slender length of stem, so high that they looked 
like green islands in the air, flinging down a shadow upon the turf so far 
off that you hardly knew which tree had made it Again, there were ave- 
nues of cypress, resembling dark flames of huge funeral candles, which 
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spread dusk and twilight round about them instead of cheerful radiance 
The more open spots were all a-bloom, even so early in the season, with 
anemones of wondrous size, both white and rose-colored, and violets that 
betrayed themselves by their rich fragrance, even if their blue eyes failed 
to meet your own Daisies, too, were abundant, but larger than the mod- 
est little English flower, and therefore of small account 

These wooded and flowery lawns are more beautiful than the finest of 
English park-scenery, more touching, more impressive, through the ne- 
glect that leaves Nature so much to her own ways and methods Since 
man seldom interferes with her, she sets to work m her quiet way and 
makes herself at home There is enough of human care, it is true, be- 
stowed, long ago and still bestowed, to prevent wildness frPm growing into 
deformit}’^, and the result is an ideal landscape, a woodland scene that 
seems to have been projected out of the poet’s mmd If the ancient Faun 
were other than a mere creation of old poetry, and could have reappeared 
anywhere, it must have been m such a scene as this 

In the openings of the wood there are fountains plashing into marble 
basins, the depths of which are shaggy with water-weeds, or they tumble 
like natural cascades from rock to rock, sending their murmur afar, to 
make the quiet and silence more appreciable Scattered here and there 
with careless artifice, stand old altars bearing Roman inscriptions Stat- 
ues, gray with the long corrosion of even that soft atmosphere, half hide 
and half reveal themselves, high on pedestals, or perhaps fallen and 
broken on the turf Terminal figures, columns of marble or granite porti- 
cos, arches, are seen m the vistas of the wood-paths, eithei veritable rel- 
ics of antiquity, or with so exquisite a touch of artful rum on them that 
they are better than if really antique At all events, grass grows on the 
tops of the shattered pillars, and weeds and flowers root themselves in 
the chinks of the massive arches and fronts of temples, and clamber at 
large over their pediments, as if this were the thousandth summer since 
their winged seeds alighted there 

What a strange idea what a needless labor to construct artificial 
rums in Rome, the native soil of rum ' But even these sportive imitations, 
wrought by man in emulation of what time has done to temples and pal- 
aces, are perhaps centuries old, and, beginning as illusions, have grown to 
be venerable in sober earnest The result of all is a scene, pensive, lovely, 
dream-hke, enjoyable and sad, such as is to be found nowhere save in 
these princely villa-residences in the neighborhood of Rome, a scene that 
must have required generations and ages, during which growth, decay, 
and man’s intelligence wrought kindly together, to render it so gently 
wild as we behold it now 

The final charm is bestowed by the malaria There is a piercing, thrill- 
ing, delicious kind of regret in the idea of so much beauty thrown away, 
or only enjoyable at its half-development, m winter and early spring, and 
never to be dwelt amongst, as the home-scenery of any human being For 
if you come hither in summer, and stray through these glades in the gold- 
en sunset, fever walks arm m arm with you, and death awaits you at the 
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end of the dim vista Thus the scene is like Eden m its loveliness, like 
Eden, too, in the fatal spell that removes it beyond the scope of man’s 
actual possessions But Donatello felt nothing of this dream-like melan- 
choly that haunts the spot As he passed among the sunny shadows, his 
spirit seemed to acquire new elasticity The flicker of the sunshine, the 
sparkle of the fountain’s gush, the dance of the leaf upon the bough, the 
woodland fragrance, the green freshness, the old sylvan peace and free- 
dom, were all intermingled m those long breaths which he drew 
The ancient dust, the mouldiness of Rome, the dead atmosphere m 
which he had wasted so many months, the hard pavements, the smell of 
rum and decaying generations, the chill palaces, the convent-bells, the 
heavy incense of altars, the life that he had led in those dark, narrow 
streets, among priests, soldiers, nobles, artists, and women, all the sense 
of these things rose from the young man’s consciousness like a cloud 
which had darkened over him without his knowing how densely 

He drank in the natural influences of the scene, and was intoxicated as 
by an exhilarating wine He ran races with himself along the gleam and 
shadow of the wood-paths He leapt up to catch the overhanging bough 
of an ilex, and swmging himself by it alighted far onward, as if he had 
flown thither through the air In a sudden rapture, he embraced the trunk 
of a sturdy tree, and seemed to imagme it a creature worthy of affection 
and capable of a tender response, he clasped it closely in his arms, as a 
Faun might have clasped the warm feminine grace of the nymph, whom 
antiquity supposed to dwell within that rough, encircling rind Then, in 
order to bring himself closer to the genial earth, with which his kindred 
instincts linked him so strongly, he threw himself at full length on the 
turf, and pressed down his lips, kissing the violets and daisies, which 
kissed him back agam, though shyly, in their maiden fashion 

While he lay there, it was pleasant to see how the green and blue liz- 
ards, who had been basking on some rock or on a fallen pillar that ab- 
sorbed the warmth of the sun, scrupled not to scramble over him with 
their small feet, and how the birds alighted on the nearest twigs and sang 
their little roundelays unbroken by any chirrup of alarm, they recog- 
nized him, it may be, as something akin to themselves, or else they fan- 
cied that he was rooted and grew there, for these wild pets of nature 
dreaded him no more in his buoyant life than if a mound of soil and grass 
and flowers had long since covered his dead body, converting it back to 
the sympathies from which human existence had estranged it 

All of us, after a long abode in cities, have felt the blood gush more 
joyously through our veins with the first breath of rural air, few could 
feel it so much as Donatello, a creature of simple elements, bred in the 
sweet sylvan life of Tuscany, and for months back dwelling amid the 
mouldy gloom and dim splendor of old Rome Nature has been shut out 
for numberless centuries from those stony-hearted streets, to which he 
had latterly grown accustomed, there is no trace of hei, except for what 
blades of grass spring out of the pavements of the less trodden piazzas, or 
what weeds cluster and tuft themselves on the cornices of rums There- 
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fore his joy was like that of a child that had gone astray from home, and 
finds him suddenly m his mother’s arms again 

At last, deeming it full time for Miriam to keep her tryst, he climbed to 
the tiptop of the tallest tree, and thence looked about him, swaying to and 
fro in the gentle breeze, which was like the respiration of that great leafy, 
living thing Donatello saw beneath him the whole circuit of the enchant- 
ed ground, the statues and columns pointing upward from among the 
shrubbery, the fountains flashing m the sunlight, the paths winding hith- 
er and thither, and continually finding out some nook of new and ancient 
pleasantness He saw the villa, too, with its marble front incrusted all 
over with bas-reliefs, and statues in its many niches It was as beautiful 
as a fairy palace, and seemed an abode in which the lord and lady of this 
fair domain might fitly dwell, and come forth each morning to enjoy as 
sweet a life as their happiest dreams of the past night could have depicted. 
All this he saw, but his first glance had taken in too wide a sweep, and it 
was not till his eyes fell almost directly beneath him, that Donatello be- 
held Miriam just turning into the path that led across the roots of his 
very tree 

He descended among the foliage, waiting for her to come close to the 
trunk, and then suddenly dropped from an impending bough, and alight- 
ed at her side It was as if the swaying of the branches had let a ray of 
sunlight through The same ray likewise glimmered among the gloomy 
meditations that encompassed Miriam, and lit up the pale, dark beauty 
of her face, while it responded pleasantly to Donatello’s glance 
“I hardly know,” said she, smiling, “whether you have sprouted out of 
the earth, or fallen from the clouds In either case you are welcome ” 

And they walked onward together 


r CHAPTER IX 

The Faun and Nymph 

Miriam’s sadder mood, it might be, had at first an effect on Donatello’s 
spirits It checked the joyous ebullition into which they would otherwise 
have effervesced when he found himself m her society, not, as heretofore, 
m the old gloom of Rome, but under that bright soft sky and m those 
Arcadian woods He was silent for a while, it being, indeed, seldom Dona- 
tello’s impulse to express himself copiously m words His usual modes of 
demonstration were by the natural language of gesture, the instinctive 
movement of his agile frame, and the unconscious play of his features, 
which, within a limited range of thought and emotion, would speak vol- 
umes m a moment. 
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By and by, Jiis own mood seemed to brighten Miriam’s, and was re- 
flected back upon himself He began inevitably, as it were, to dance along 
the wood-path, flinging himself into attitudes of strange comic grace 
Often, too, he ran a little way in advance of his companion, and then 
stood to watch her as she approached along the shado^vy and sun-fleckered 
path With every step she took, he expressed his joy at her nearer and 
nearer presence by what might be thought an extravagance of gesticula- 
tion, but which doubtless was the language of the natural man, though 
laid aside and forgotten by other men, now that words have been feebly 
substituted in the place of signs and symbols He gave Miriam the idea 
of a being not precisely man, nor yet a child, but, m a high and beautiful 
sense, an animal, a creature m a state of development less than what 
mankind has attained, yet the more perfect within itself for that very 
deficiency This idea filled her mobile imagination with agreeable fan- 
tasies, which, after smiling at them herself, she tried to convey to the 
young man 

“V^^at are you, my friend?” she exclaimed, always keeping in mind his 
singular resemblance to the Faun of the Capitol “If you are, in good 
truth, that wild and pleasant creature whose face you wear, pray make 
me knovm to your kindred They will be found hereabouts, if anywhere 
Knock at the rough rind of this ilex-tree, and summon forth the Dryad' 
Ask the watei -nymph to rise dripping from yonder fountain, and ex- 
change a moist pressure of the hand with me' Do not fear that I shall 
shrink, even if one of your rough cousins, a hairy Satyr, should come 
capering on his goat-legs out of the haunts of far antiquity, and propose 
to dance with me among these lawns' And will not Bacchus, with whom 
you consorted so familiarly of old, and who loved you so well, will he 
not meet us here, and squeeze rich grapes into his cup for you and me?” 

Donatello smiled, he laughed heartily, indeed, m sympatliy with the 
mirth that gleamed out of Miriam’s deep, dark eyes But he did not 
seem quite to understand her mirthful talk, nor to be disposed to explain 
what kind of creature he was, or to inquire with what divine or poetic 
kindred his companion feigned to link him He appeared only to know 
that Miriam was beautiful, and that she smiled graciously upon him, 
that the present moment was very sweet, and himself most happy, with 
the sunshine, the sylvan scenery, and woman’s kindly charm, which it 
enclosed within its small circumference It was delightful to see the trust 
which he reposed m Miriam, and his pure joy m her propinquity, he 
asked nothing, sought nothing, save to be near the beloved object, and 
brimmed over with ecstacy at that simple boon A creature of the happy 
tribes below us sometimes shows the capacity of this enjoyment, a man, 
seldom or never 


“Donatello,” 
yet not without 
you so?” 


said Miriam, looking at him thoughtfully, but amused, 
a shade of sorrow, “you seem very happy, what makes 


“Because I love you ' ” answered Donatello 

He made this momentous confession as if it were the most natural thmg 
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m the world , and on her part, such was the contagion of his simplicity, 

Miriam heard it without anger or disturbance, though wuth no respond- 
ing emotion It was as if they had strayed across the limits of Arcadia, 
and come under a civil polity where young men might avow their passion 
with as little restraint as a bird pipes its note to a similar purpose 

“Why should you love me, foolish boy?” said she “We have no points 
of s3Tnpathy at all There are not two creatures more unlilce, m this wide 
ivorld, than you and I ' ” 

“You are yourself, and I am Donatello,” replied he “Therefore I love 
you ’ There needs no other reason ” 

Certainly, there was no better or more explicable reason It might have 
been imagined that Donatello’s unsophisticated heart would be more 
readily attracted to a feminine nature of clear simplicity like his o^vn, 
than to one already turbid with grief or wrong, as Miriam’s seemed to be 
Perhaps, on the other hand, his character needed the dark element, which 
it found in her The force and energy of will, that sometimes flashed 
through hei eyes, may have taken him captive, or, not improbably, the 
varying lights and shadows of her temper, now so mirthful, and anon so 
sad with mysterious gloom, had bewatched the youth Analyze the mat- 
ter as we may, the reason assigned by Donatello himself w^as as satisfac- 
tory as we are likely to attain 

Miriam could not think seriously of the avowal that had passed He 
held out his love so freely, m his open palm, that she felt it could be 
nothing but a toy, which she might play with for an instant, and give 
back again And yet Donatello’s heart %vas so fresh a fountain, that, had 
Miriam been more woi Id-worn than she was, she might have found it 
exquisite to slake her thirst with the feelings that welled up and brimmed 
over from it She was far, very far, from the dusty mediieval epoch, when 
some women have a taste for such refreshment Even for her, however, 
there vas an inexpressible charm m the simplicity that prompted Dona- 
tello’s words and deeds, though, unless she caught them in precisely the 
true light, they seemed but folly, the offspring of a maimed or imper- 
fectly developed intellect Alternately, she almost admired, or wholly 
scorned him, and knew not which estimate resulted from the deeper ap- 
preciation But it could not, she decided for herself, be other than an inno- 
cent pastime, if they two sure to be separated by their different paths in 
life, to-morrow were to gather up some of the little pleasures that 
chanced to grow about their feet, like the violets and wood-anemones, 
to-day 

Yet an impulse of rectitude impelled Miriam to give him what she still 
held to be a needless warning against an imaginary peril 

“If you were wiser, Donatello, you would think me a dangerous per- 
son,” said she “If you follow my footsteps, they will lead you to no good 
You ought to be afraid of me ” 

“I would as soon think of fearing the air we breathe,” he replied 

“And well you may, foi it is full of malaria,” said Miriam, she wen! 
on, hinting at an intangible confession, such as persons with overbur 
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dened hearts often make to children or dumb animals, or to holes m the 
earth, where they think their secrets may be at once revealed and buried. 
“Those who come too near me are m danger of great mischiefs, I do 
assure you Take warning, therefore' It is a sad fatality '^that has brought 
you from your home among the Apennines, some rusty old castle, I sup- 
pose, with a village at its foot, and an Arcadian environment of vineyards, 
fig-trees, and olive-orchards, a sad mischance, I say, that has trans-' 
ported you to my side You have had a happy life hitherto, have you 
not, Donatello^” 

“Oh, yes,” answered the young man, and, though not of a retrospective 
turn, he made the best effort he could to send his mind back into the past 
“I remember thinking it happiness to dance with the contadmas at a vil- 
lage feast, to taste the new, sweet wine at vintage-time, and the old, rip- 
ened wine, which our podeie is famous for, m the cold winter evenings, 
and to devour great, luscious figs, and apricots, peaches, cherries, and 
melons I was often happy m the woods, too, with hounds and horses, and 
very happy m watching all sorts of creatures and birds that haunt the 
leafy solitudes But never half so happy as now' ” 

“In these delightful groves?” she asked 

“Here, and with you,” answered Donatello “Just as we are now ” 

“What a fulness of content m him' How silly, and how delightful'” 
said Miriam to herself Then addressing him again “But, Donatello, 
how long will this happiness last?” 

“How long' ” he exclaimed, for it perplexed him even more to think of 
the future than to remember the past “Why should it have any end? 
How long' Forever' forever' forever'” 

“The child' the simpleton'” said Miriam, with sudden laughter, and 
checking it as suddenly “But is he a simpleton indeed? Here, m those 
few natural words, he has expressed that deep sense, that profound con- 
viction of its own immortality, which genuine love never fails to bring 
He perplexes me, yes, and bewitches me, wild, gentle, beautiful crea- 
ture that he is ' It is like playing with a young greyhound ' ” 

Her eyes filled with tears, at the same time that a smile shone out of 
them Then first she became sensible of a delight and grief at once, in 
feeling this zephyr of a new affection, with its untainted freshness, blow 
over her weary, stifled heart, which had no right to be revived by it The 
very exquisiteness of the enjoyment made her know that it ought to be a 
forbidden one 

“Donatello,” she hastily exclaimed, “for your own sake, leave me' It is 
not such a happy thing as you imagine it, to wander in these woods with 
me, a girl from another land, burdened with a doom that she tells to 
none I might malce you dread me, perhaps hate me, if I chose , and I 
must choose, if I find you loving me too well ' ” 

“I fear nothing ' ” said Donatello, looking into her unfathomable eyes 
with perfect trust “I love always ' ” 

“I speak in vain,” thought Miriam within herself 

“Well, then, for this one hour, let me be such as he imagines me To- 
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morrow will be time enough to come back to my reality My reality' what 
IS It? Is the past so indestructible? the future so immitigable? Is the dark 
dream, in which I walk, of such solid, stony substance, that there can be 
no escape out of its dungeon? Be it so' There is, at least, that ethereal 
quality in my spirit, that it can make me as gay as Donatello himself, 
for this one hour?” 

And immediately she brightened up, as if an inward flame, heretofore 
stifled, were now permitted to fill her with its happy lustre, glowing 
through her cheeks and dancing in her eye-beams 

Donatello, brisk and cheerful as he seemed before, showed a sensibility 
to Miriam’s gladdened mood by breaking into still wilder and ever-vary- 
ing activity He frisked around her, bubbling over with joy, which clothed 
itself in words that had little individual meaning, and m snatches of song 
that seemed as natural as bird-notes Then they both laughed together, 
and heard their own laughter returning in the echoes, and laughed again 
at the response, so that the ancient and solemn grove became full of 
merriment for these two blithe spirits A bird happening to sing cheerily, 
Donatello gave a peculiar call, and the little feathered creature came 
fluttering about his head, as if it had known him through many summers 
“How close he stands to nature'” said Miiiam, observing this pleasant 
familiarity between her companion and the bird “He shall malce me as 
natural as himself for this one hour ” 

As they strayed through that sweet wilderness, she felt more and more 
the influence of his elastic temperament Miriam was an impressible and 
impulsive creature, as unlike herself, in different moods, as if a melan- 
choly maiden and a glad one were both bound within the girdle about her 
waist, and kept in magic thraldom by the brooch that clasped it Natural- 
ly, it IS true, she was the more inclined to melancholy, yet fully capable 
of that high frolic of the spirits which richly compensates for many 
gloomy hours, if her soul was apt to lurk in the darkness of a cavern, she 
could sport madly in the sunshine before the cavern’s mouth Except the 
freshest mirth of animal spirits, like Donatello’s, theie is no merriment, 
no wild exhilaration, comparable to that of melancholy people escaping 
from the dark region in which it is their custom to keep themselves im- 
prisoned 

So the shadowy Miriam almost outdid Donatello on his own ground 
They ran races with each other, side by side, with shouts and laughter, 
they pelted one another with early flowers, and gathering them up twined 
them with green leaves into garlands for both their heads They played 
together like children, or creatures of immortal youth So much had they 
flung aside the sombre habitudes of daily life, that they seemed born to 
be sportive forever, and endowed with eternal mirthfulness msteaci of 
any deeper joy It was a glimpse far backward into Arcadian life, or, fur- 
ther still, into the Golden Age, before mankind was burdened with sin 
and sorrow, and before pleasure had been darkened with those shadows 
that bring it into high relief, and make it happiness 

“Hark' ” cried Donatello, stopping short, as he was about to bind Mir- 
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lam’s fair hands with flowers, and lead her along m triumph, ‘‘there is 
music somewhere in the grove ' ” 

“It IS your kinsman. Pan, most likely,” said Miriam, “playing on his 
pipe Let us go seek him, and make him puff out his rough cheeks and 
pipe his merriest air! Come, the strain of music will guide us onward like 
a gayly colored thread of silk ” 

“Or like a chain of flowers,” responded Donatello, drawing her along 
by that which he had twined “This way’ Come!” 


CHAPTER X 

The Sylvan Dance 

As the music came fresher on their ears, they danced to its cadence, ex- 
temporizing new steps and attitudes Each varying movement had a grace 
which might have been north putting into marble, for the long delight of 
days to come, but vanished with the movement that gave it birth, and was 
effaced from memory by another In Miriam’s motion, freely as she flung 
herself into the frolic of the hour, there was still an artful beauty; m 
Donatello’s, there was a charm of indescribable grotesqueness hand m 
hand with grace, sweet, bewitching, most provocative of laughter, and 
yet akin to pathos, so deeply did it touch the heart This W'as the ultimate 
peculiarity, the final touch, distinguishing between the sylvan Ereature 
and the beautiful companion at his side Setting apart only this, Miriam 
resembled a Nymph, as much as Donatello did a Faun 

There were flitting moments, indeed, w^hen she played the sylvan char- 
acter as perfectly as he Catching glimpses of her, tlien, you would have 
fancied that an oalc had sundeied its rough bark to let her dance freely 
forth, endowed with the same spirit in her human form as that which 
rustles in the leaves , or that she had emerged through the pebbly bottom 
of a fountain, a water-nymph, to play and sparkle in the sunshine, flinging 
a quivering light around her, and suddenly disappearing in a shower of 
rainbow drops 

As the fountain sometimes subsides into its basin, so in Miriam there 
were symptoms that the frolic of her spirits would at last tire itself out 
“Ah’ Donatello,” cried she, laughing, as she stopped to take breath, 
“you have an unfair advantage over me’ I am no true creature of tlie 
woods, while you are a real Faun, I do believe When your curls shook 
just now, methought I had a peep at the pointed ears.” 

Donatello snapped his fingers above his head, as fauns and satyrs 
taught us first to do, and seemed to radiate j'ollity out of his whole nim- 
ble person Nevertheless, there -was a kmd of dim apprehension m his 



THE MARBLE FAUN 639 

face, as if he dreaded that a moment’s pause might bieak the spell, and 
snatch away the sportive companion whom he had waited for through, so 
many dreary months ^ 

‘‘Dance' dance' ” cried he, joyously “If we take breath, we shall be as 
we were yesterday There, now, is the music, just beyond this clump of 
trees Dance, T\'Iii lam, dance ' ” 

Thej^ had now reached an open, grassy glade (of which there are many 
in that artfully constructed wilderness), set round with stone seats, on 
which the aged moss had kindly essayed to spread itself instead of 
cushions On one of the stone benches sat the musicians, whose strains 
had enticed our vild couple thitherward They proved to be a vagrant 
band, such as Rome, and all Italy, abounds with , comprising a harp, a 
flute, and a violin, which, though greatly the worse for wear, the per- 
formers had skill enough to provoke and modulate into toleiable har- 
mon}’- It chanced to be a feast-day, and, instead of playing in the sun- 
scorched piazzas of the city, or beneatli the windows of some unrespons- 
ive palace, they had bethought themselves to try the echoes of these 
woods for, on the festas of the Church, Rome scatters its merry-makers 
all abroad, ripe for the dance or any other pastime 

As Miriam and Donatello emerged from among the trees, the musicians 
scraped, tinkled, or blew, each according to his various kind of instru- 
ment, more mspirmgly than ever^ A daik-cheeked little girl, with bright 
black eyes, stood by, shaking a tambourine set round with tinkling bells, 
and thumping it on its parchment head Without interrupting his brisk, 
though measured movement, Donatello snatched away this unmelodious 
contrivance, and flourishing it above his head, produced music of inde- 
scribable potency, still dancing with frisky step, and striking the tam- 
bourine, and ringing its little bells, all in one jovial act 

It might be that theie was magic in the sound, or contagion, at least, in 
the spirit which had got possession of Miriam and himself, for very soon 
a number of festal people were drawn to the spot, and struck into the 
dance, singly, or in pairs, as if they were all gone mad with jollity Among 
them were some of the plebeian damsels whom we meet bareheaded in 
the Roman streets, with silver stilettos thrust through then glossy hair, 
the contadmas, too, from the Campagna and the villages, with their rich 
and picturesque costumes of scarlet and all bright hues, such as fairer 
maidens might not venture to put on Then came the modern Roman 
from Trastevere, perchance, with his old cloak drawn about him like a 
toga, which anon, as his active motion heated him, he flung aside Three 
French soldiers capered freely into the throng, in wide scarlet trousers, 
their short swords dangling at their sides, and three German artists in 
gray flaccid hats and flaunting beards, and one of the Pope’s Swiss 
guardsmen in the strange motley garb which Michael Angelo contrived 
for them Two young English tourists (one of them a lord) took conta- 
dme partners and dashed in, as did also a shaggy man in goat-skin 
breeches, who looked like rustic Pan in person, and footed it as merrily as 
he Besides the above there was a herdsman or two from the Campagna, 
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and a few peasants in sky-blue jackets, and small-clothes tied wath rib- 
bons at the luiees, haggard and sallow were these last, poor serfs, having 
little to eat and nothing but the malaria to breathe, but still they plucked 
up a momentarj^ spirit and joined hands in Donatello’s dance 

Here, as it seemed, had the Golden Age come back again within the 
precincts of this sunny glade, thawung mankind out of their cold for- 
malities, releasing them from irksome restraint, mingling them together 
in such childhke gayety that new' flowers (of wdiich the old bosom of the 
earth is full) sprang up beneath their footsteps The sole exception to tlie 
geniality of the moment, as w'e have understood, was seen in a country- 
man of our own, who sneered at the spectacle, and declined to compro- 
mise his dignity by making part of it 

The harper thrummed wnth rapid fingers, the violin-player flashed his 
bow back and forth across the strings, the flautist poured his breath in 
quick puffs of jollitj', while Donatello shook the tambourine above his 
head^ and led the merry throng wnth unweariable steps As the}' followed 
one another m a wild ring of mirth, it seemed the realization of one of 
those bas-reliefs where a dance of nymphs, satyrs, or bacchanals is twnned 
around the circle of an antique vase, or it w'as like the sculptured scene 
on the front and sides of a sarcophagus, where, as often as any other de- 
vice, a festive procession mocks the ashes and white bones that are treas- 
ured up withm You might take it for a marriage-pageant, but after a 
while, if you look at these merry-makers, following them from end to end 
of the marble coffin, you doubt whether their gaj' movement is leading 
them to a happy close A youth has suddenly fallen m the dance, a char- 
iot IS oxertumed and broken, flinging the charioteer headlong to the 
ground, a maiden seems to have growm faint or weary and is drooping on 
the bosom of a friend Always some tragic incident is shadowed forth or 
thrust sidelong mto the spectacle, and w'hen once it has caught your eye 
you can look no more at the festal portions of the scene, except with ref- 
erence to this one slightly suggested doom and sorrow. 

As in its mirth, so in the darker characteristic here alluded to, there 
was -an analogy between the sculptured scene on the sarcophagus and the 
wild dance w'hich we have been describing In the midst of its madness 
and not Minam found herself suddenly confronted by a strange figure 
that shook its fantastic garments in the air, and pranced before her on 
its tip-toes, almost vying with the agility of Donatello himself It W'as the 
model 

A moment afterwards Donatello was aware that she had retired from 
the dance He hastened towards her, and flung himself on the grass be- 
side the stone bench on which IMiriam was sitting But a strange distance 
and unapproachableness had all at once enveloped her, and tliough he 
saw her within reach of his arm, yet the light of her eyes seemed as far off 
as that of a star, nor was there any warmth in the melancholy smile with 
which she regarded him 

“Come back' ” cried he ‘A\Tiy should this happy hour end so soon?” 

“It must end here, Donatello,” said she, in answer to his words and 
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outstretched hand, ‘‘and such hours, I believe, do not often repeat them- 
selves in a lifetime Let me go, my friend, let me vanish from you quietly 
among the shadows of these trees See, the companions of our pastime are 
vanishing already'” 

Whether it was that the harp-strings were broken, the violin out of 
tune, or the flautist out of breath, so it chanced that the music had ceased, 
and the dancers come abruptly to a pause All that motley throng of riot- 
ers was dissolved as suddenly as it had been drawn together In Miriam’s 
remembrance the scene had a character of fantasy It was as if a com- 
pany of satyrs, fauns, and nymphs, with Pan in the midst of them, had 
been disporting themselves in these venerable woods only a moment ago; 
and now in another moment, because some profane eye had looked at 
them too closely, or some intruder had cast a shadow on their mirth, the 
sylvan pageant had utterly disappeared If a few of the merry-makers 
lingered among the trees, they had hidden their racy peculiarities under 
the garb and aspect of ordinary people, and sheltered themselves in the 
weary commonplace of daily life Just an instant before it was Arcadia 
and the Golden Age The spell being broken, it was now only that old 
tract of pleasure-ground, close by the people’s gate of Rome, a tract 
where the crimes and calamities of ages, the many battles, blood reckless- 
ly poured out, and deaths of myriads, have corrupted all the soil, creat- 
ing an influence that makes the air deadly to human lungs 
“You must leave me,” said Miriam to Donatello, more imperatively 
than before, “have I not said it? Go, and look not behind you ” 

“Miriam,” whispered Donatello, grasping her hand forcibly, “who is il 
that stands in the shadow yonder, beckoning you to follow him'”’ 

“Hush, leave me' ” repeated Miriam “Your hour is past, his hour has 
come ” 

Donatello still gazed m the direction which he had indicated, and the 
expiession of his face was fearfully changed, being so disordered, perhaps 
with terror, at all events with anger and invincible repugnance, that 
Miriam hardly knew him His lips were drawn apart so as to disclose his 
set teeth, thus giving him a look of animal rage, which we seldom see ex- 
cept in persons of the simplest and rudest natures A shudder seemed to 
pass through his very bones 
“I hate him ' ” muttered he 
“Be satisfied, I hate him too' ” said Miriam 

She had no thought of making this avowal, but was irresistibly drawn 
to it by the sympathy of the dark emotion in her own breast with that so 
strongly expressed by Donatello Two drops of water or of blood do not 
more naturally flow into each other than did her hatred into his 

“Shall I 'dutch him by the throat whispered Donatello, with a sav- 
age scowl “Bid me do so, and we are rid of him forever ” 

“In Heaven’s name, no violence'” exclaimed Miriam, affrighted out of 
the scornful control which she had hitherto held over her companion, by 
the fierceness that he so suddenly developed “Oh, have pity on me, Dona- 
tello, if for nothing else, yet because in the midst of my wretchedness I let 
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myself be your playmate for this one wild hour’ Follow me no farther. 
Henceforth, leave me to my doom Dear friend, kind, simple, loving 
friend, make me not more wretched by the remembrance of having 
thrown fierce hates or loves into the wellspring of your happy life’ ” 
“Not follow you’” repeated Donatello, soothed from anger into sor- 
row, less by the purport of what she said, than by the melancholy sweet- 
ness of her voice, “not follow you ’ What other path have I?” 

“We will talk of it once again,” said Minam, still soothingly, “soon 
to-morrow when you will, only leave me now ” 


CHAPTER XI 

Fragmentary Sentences 

In the Borghese Grove, so recently uproarious with merriment and music, 
there remained only Miriam and her strange follower 
A solitude had suddenly spread itself around them It perhaps sym- 
bolized a peculiar character m the relation of these two, insulating them, 
and building up an insuperable bariier between their life-streams and 
other currents, which might seem to flow in close vicinity For it is one 
of the chief earthly mcommodities of some species of misfoitune, or of a 
great crime, that it makes the actoi in the one, or tlie sufferer of the other, 
an alien in the world, by interposing a wholly unsympathetic medium be- 
twixt himself and those whom he yearns to meet 
Owing, it may be, to this moial estrangement, this chill remoteness of 
their position, there have come to us but a few vague whisperings of 
what passed in Miriam’s interview that afternoon with the sinister per- 
sonage who had dogged her footsteps ever since the visit to the catacomb. 
In weaving these mystic utterances into a continuous scene, we undertake 
a task resembling in its perplexity that of gathering up and piecing to- 
gether the fragments of a letter which has been torn and scattered to the 
winds Many words of deep significance, many entire sentences, and 
those possibly the most important ones, have flown too far on the wunged 
breeze to be recovered If -we insert our own conjectural amendments, we 
perhaps give a purport utterly at variance with the true one Yet unless 
we attempt something in this way, there must remain an unsightly gap, 
and a lack of contmuousness and dependence in our narrative, so that 
it wmuld arrive at certain mevitable catastrophes without due warnmg of 
their imminence 

Of so much we are sure, that there seemed to be a sadly mysterious 
fascmation m the influence of this ill-omened person over Miriam, it was 
such as beasts and reptiles of subtle and evil nature sometimes exercise 
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upon their MCtims ]Mar\ellous it ^^as to see the hopelessness with \^hich 
being natiirall}' of so couiageous a spirit she resigned herself to the 
thraldom in \\hich he held her That iron chain, of ^^hlch some of the mas- 
si\e links ^^ere round hci feminine v.aist, and the others in his luthless 
hand, 01 i\hich, perhaps, bound the pan togethei b}”- a bond equally 
torturing to each, must lia\e been forged m some such unhallowed fur- 
nace as 15 onl} kindled by evil passions and fed by evil deeds 

Yet let us trust, there may have been no crime in IMiiiam, but only 
one of those fatalities ^^hlch are among the most insoluble riddles pro- 
pounded to mortal comprehension the fatal decree bj^ i\hich every crime 
IS made to be the agony of iiianj' innocent persons, as well as of the sin- 
gle guilty one 

It v.as, at an}'- rate, but a feeble and despairing kind of remonstiance 
^^hlch she had no\\ the energy to oppose against Ins persecution 

'‘You follow me too closely,” she said, in low, faltering accents, “you 
allow me too scanty room to draw my breath Do you know what will be 
tlieend of this’ ' 

‘‘I know w ell what must bo the end,” he replied 

“Tell me, then, ' said i^Iinam, “that I may compare your foreboding 
with my ow n. !Mine is a \ or}' dark one *’ 

“Theie can be but one result, and that soon, ' answered the model You 
must tlirow off } our present mask and assume another You must vanish 
out of the scene quit Rome w itli me, and lea\ e no trace whereby to fol- 
low } ou It is in my power, as you well know , to compel your acquiescence 
in my bidding You are aware of the penalty of a refusal ” 

“Not that penalty with which you would teirify me, ’ said IMiriam, 
“anothei tliere may be, but not so gric\ ous ’’ 

“Wliat IS that other’" he inquired 
“Death ’ simply death! ’’ she answeied 

“Death ” said her persecutor, “is not so simple and opportune a thing 
as you imagine You are strong and warm with life Sensitive and irritable 
as your spirit is, these many months of trouble, this latter thialdom in 
which I hold you, have scaicely made your cheek paler than I saw it m 
your girlhood IMiriam, for I forbear to speak another name, at which 
these leaves would shiver above our heads, Miriam, you cannot die ' ” 
“Might not a dagger find my heart?” said she, for the first time meet- 
ing his eyes “Would not poison make an end of me’ Will not the Tiber 
drown me?” 

“It might,” he answeied, “for I allow that you are mortal But, Mir- 
iam, believe me, it is not your fate to die while theie remains so mucli to 
be sinned and suffered m the world We have a destiny which we must 
needs fulfil together I, too, have struggled to escape it I was as anxious 
as yourself to break the tie between us, to buiy the past in a fathomless 
grave, to make it impossible that we should ever meet, until you con- 
front me at the bar of Judgment! You little can imagine what steps I took 
to render all this secuie, and what was the result? Our strange interview 
in the bowels of the earth convinced me of the futility of my design ” 
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“Ah, fatal chance'” cried Miriam, covering her face with her hands 
“Yes, your heart trembled with horror when you recognized me,” re- 
joined he, “but you did not guess that there was an equal horror in my 
own'” 

“Ydiy would not the -weight of earth above our heads have crumbled 
dovm upon us both, forcing us apart, but burying us equally?” cried Mir- 
iam, in a burst of vehement passion “Oh, that we could have wandered in 
those dismal passages till we both perished, taking opposite paths m the 
darkness, so that when we lay down to die our last breaths might not 
mingle'” 

“It were vain to wish it,” said the model “In all that labyrinth of mid- 
night paths, we should have found one another out to live or die together 
Our fates cross and are entangled The threads are twisted into a strong 
cord, which is dragging us to an evil doom Could the knots be severed, 
we might escape But neither can your slender fingers untie these knots, 
nor my masculine force break them We must submit ' ” 

“Play for rescue, as I have,” exclaimed Miriam “Pray for deliverance 
from me, since I am your evil genius, as you mine Dark as your life has 
been, I have known you to pray in times past' ” 

At these words of Miriam, a tremor and horror appeared to seize upon 
' er persecutor, insomuch that he shook and grew ashy pale before her 
eyes In this man’s memory, there was something that made it awful for 
liim to think of prayer, nor would any torture be more intolerable than to 
be reminded of such divine comfort and succor as await pious souls mere- 
'y for the asking This torment was perhaps the token of a native tem- 
perament deeply susceptible of religious impressions, but which had been 
Mronged, violated, and debased, until, at length, it was capable only of 
terror from the sources that were intended for our purest and loftiest 
consolation He looked so fearfully at her, and with such intense pain 
struggling in his eyes, that Miriam felt pity 
And, now, all at once, it struck her that he might be mad It was an 
idea that had never before seriously occurred to her mind, although, as 
soon as suggested, it fitted marvellously into many circumstances that 
lay vithin her knowledge But, alas' such was her evil fortune, that, 
whether mad or no, his power over her remained the same, and was likely 
to be used only the more tyrannously, if exercised by a lunatic 
“I would not give you pain,” she said, soothingly, “your faith allows 
J ou the consolations of penance and absolution Try what help there may 
be m these, and leave me to myself ” 

“Do not think it, Miriam,” said he, “we are bound together, and can 
never part again ” 

‘ Y hy should it seem so impossible?” she rejoined “Think how I had 
escaped from all the past' I had made for myself a new sphere, and found 
new friends, new occupations, new hopes and enj03mients My heart, me- 
thinks, was almost as unburdened as if there had been no miserable life 
behind me The human spirit does not perish of a single wound, nor ex- 
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hnust itself in a single Inal of life Let us but keep asundei, and all maj 
go^^ell for both ” 

“We fancied ourseKcs forc\cr «;undcrcd, he replied “Vet wc met once, 
in the bowels of the earth, and. were ^^c to part nou, our fates •\\ould 
fling us lonethcr airain in a desert, on a mountain-top. or in %\hatever spot 
'teemed safest You speak in vain, therefore ” 

“You mistake \our own mil for an iron necessity,’ said 2 \Iiriam 
“othen\ise. 3011 might ha\e suffered me to glide p.ist 30U lilcc a ghost, 
when we met among those ghnstc of ancient da3s E\cn now 3011 might 
bid me pass as freeh 

“Xe\er’" said he. with unmitmablc will. “3 our reappearance has dc- 
stro\cd the work of 3 car*; You know the power th.it 1 ha\c o\cr 3011 
Obe3* m3' biddmc: or, within a chort time, it .'^hall be exercised nor will 
I cease to haunt 3 on till the moment comes ” 

“Then ” ':aid Min.im. more calnih'. “I foresee the end, and ha\e al- 
read3’' warned 3 ou of it 1 1 w ill be death ! ” 

“Your own death, Miriam, or mine?’’ he .I'^kcd, looking fixedh at 
her. 

“Do 3'ou imagine me a murderess’” said she, shuddering, ‘ 3'ou, at 
least. ha\c no right to think me so’’’ 

“Yet,* rejoined he, with a glance of dark meaning, “men h.i\e said that 
this white hand had once a crimson stain ’’ He took hci hand as he spoke, 
and held it in his own, in «:pitc of the repugnance, amounting to nothing 
short of 020113', with which she struggled to regain it Holding it up to the 
fadinc light (for there was alread3^ dimness among the trees), he ap- 
peared to examine it 010=013% as if to discover the im.aginar}' blood-stain 
w ith which he taunted her lie smiled as lie let it go “It looks vor3' white,’’ 
said he, “but I ha\e known hands as white, which all the water in the 
oce<in would not h.ive washed clean ” 

“It had no stain,” retorted Miriam, bittcrh', “until you grasped it'in 
your own ” 

The w'lnd has blow 11 aw 33^ w hatever else ^103^^ ma3’’ lia ve spoken 
They went together towards the town, and, on their wa3’’, continued to 
malce reference, no doubt, to some strange and dreadful histor3^ of their 
former life, belonging equ<all3^ to this dark man and to the fair and youth- 
ful w'oman wdiom he persecuted In their words, or m the breath that ut- 
tered them, there seemed to be an odor of guilt, and a scent of blood Yet, 
how can w'e imagine that a stain of ensanguined crime should attach to 
Miriam' Or howg on the other hand, should spotless innocence be sub- 
jected to a thraldom like that w'hich she endured from the spectre, wdiom 
she herself had evoked out of the darkness! Be this as it might, jMiriam, 
we have reason to believe, still continued to beseech him, humbly, pas- 
sionately, wuldly, only to go his xvay, and leave her free to follow her own 
sad path 

Thus they strayed onw'ard through the green wilderness of the Boig- 
hese grounds, and soon came near the city wall, where, had Miriam raised 
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her eyes, she might have seen Hilda and the sculptor leaning on the para- 
pet But she walked m a mist of trouble, and could distinguish little be- 
yond its limits As they came within public observation, her persecutor 
fell behind, throwing off the imperious manner which he had assumed 
during their solitary interview The Porta del Popolo swarmed with life 
The merry-makers, who had spent the feast-day outside the walls, were 
now thronging in, a party of horsemen were entering beneath the arch, 
a travelling-carnage had been diawn up just within the verge, and was 
passing thiough the villanous ordeal of the papal custom-house In the 
broad piazza, too, there was a motley crowd 

But the stream of Miriam’s trouble kept its way through this flood of 
human life, and neither mingled with it nor was turned aside With a sad 
kind of feminine ingenuity, she found a way to kneel before her tyrant 
undetected, though in full sight of all the people, still beseeching him for 
freedom, and m vain 


CHAPTER XII 

A Stroll on the Pincian 

Hilda, after giving the last touches to the picture of Beatrice Cenci, had 
flown down from her dove-cote, late m the afternoon, and gone to the 
Pincian Hill, in the hope of hearing a strain or two of exhilarating music 
There, as it happened, she met the sculptor, for, to say the truth, Kenyon 
had well noted the fair artist’s ordinary way of life, and was accustomed 
to shape his own movements, so as to bring him often within her sphere 
The Pincian Hill is the favorite promenade of the Roman aristocracy 
At the present day, however, like most other Roman possessions, it be- 
longs less to the native inhabitants than to the barbarians from Gaul, 
Great Britain, and beyond the sea, who have established a peaceful usur- 
pation over whatever is enjoyable or memorable in the Eternal City 
These foreign guests are indeed ungrateful, if they do not breathe a 
prayer for Pope Clement, or whatever Holy Father it may have been, who 
levelled the summit of the mount so skilfully, and bounded it with the 
parapet of the city wall , who laid out those broad walks and drives, and 
overhung them with the deepening shade of many kinds of tiee, who 
scattered the flowers of all seasons, and of every clime, abundantly over 
those green, central lawns, who scooped out hollows, in fit places, and, 
setting great basins of marble m them, caused ever-gushmg fountains to 
fill them to the brim, who reared up the immemorial obelisk out of the 
soil that had long hidden it, who placed pedestals along the borders of 
*he avenues, and crowned them with busts of that multitude of worthies 
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statesmen, heroes, artists, men of letters and of song whom the whole 
woild claims as its chief ornaments, though Italy produced them all In a 
word, the Pincian garden is one of the things that reconcile the stranger 
(since he fully appreciates the enjojinent, and feels nothing of the cost) 
to the rule of an irresponsible d3masty of Holy Fathers, who seem to 
ha\e aimed at malang life as agreeable an affair as it can well be 

In this pleasant spot, the red-trousered Fiench soldiers are always to 
be seen, bearded and grizzled veterans, perhaps with medals of Algiers 
or the Crimea on their breasts To them is assigned the peaceful duty of 
seeing that children do not trample on the flo\\er-beds, noi any 3^outhful 
lover rifle them of their fragrant blossoms to stick in tlie beloved one’s 
hair Here sits (diooping upon some marble bench, in the treacherous 
sunshine) the consumptive girl, whose friends have bi ought hei, for cure, 
to a climate that instils poison into its very puiest breath Here, all da3'-, 
come nurser3Mnaids, burdened with rosy English babies, or guiding the 
footsteps of little travellers from the far Western world Here, in the sun- 
n3’’ afternoons, roll and rumble all kinds of equipages, from the cardinal’s 
old-fashioned and gorgeous purple carriage to the gay barouche of mod- 
ern date Here horsemen gallop on thoroughbied steeds Here, m short, all 
the transitory population of Rome, the world’s great watering-place, 
rides, drives, or piomenades' Heie are beautiful sunsets, and here, which- 
ever %vay you turn 3’’our eyes, are scenes as well worth gazing at, both in 
themselves and for their historic interest, as any that the sun ever lose 
and set upon Here, too, on certain afternoons of the week, a French mili- 
tary band flings out rich music over the pool old city, floating her witli 
strains as loud as those of her own echoless triumphs 

Hilda and the sculptor (by the contrivance of the latter, who loved 
best to be alone ^vlth his young country-woman) had wandered beyond 
the throng of promenaders, whom they left in a dense cluster around the 
music They strayed, indeed, to the farthest point of the Pincian Hill, and 
leaned over the parapet, looking down upon the Muro Torto, a massive 
fragment of the oldest Roman wall, which juts over, as if ready to tumble 
down by its own weight, yet seems still the most indestructible piece of 
work that men’s hands ever piled togethei In the blue distance rose 
Soracte, and other heights, which have gleamed afar, to our imaginations, 
but look scarcely real to oui bodily eyes, because, being dreamed about so 
much, they have taken the aerial tints which belong only to a dream 
These, nevertheless, are the solid frame-work of hills that shut in Rome, 
and its wide surrounding Campagna, no land of di earns, but the broadest 
page of history, crowded so full with memorable events that one obliter- 
ates another, as if Time had crossed and recrossed his own records till 
they grew illegible 

But, not to meddle with history, with which our narrative is no 
otherwise concerned, than that the very dust of Rome is historic, and in- 
evitably settles on our page and mingles with our ink, we will return to 
our two friends, who were still leaning over the wall Beneath them lay 
the broad sweep of the Borghese grounds, covered with trees, amid which 
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appeared the white gleam of pillars and statues, and the flash of an up- 
springing fountain, all to be overshadowed at a later period of the year by 
the thicker growth of foliage 

The advance of vegetation, m this softer climate, is less abrupt than the 
inhabitant of the cold North is accustomed to obseive Beginning earlier, 
even m February, Spring is not compelled to burst into Summer with 
such headlong haste, there is time to dwell upon each opening beauty, 
and to enjoy the budding leaf, the tender green, the sweet youth and 
freshness of the year, it gives us its maiden charm, befoie settling into 
the married Summer, which, again, does not so soon sober itself into 
matronly Autumn In our own country, the virgin Spring hastens to its 
bridal too abruptly But, here, after a month 01 two of kindly growth, 
the leaves of the young trees, which cover that portion of the Borghese 
grounds nearest the city wall, weie still m their tender half-development 
In the remoter depths, among the old groves of ile\'-trees, Hilda and 
Kenyon heard the faint sound of music, laughter, and mingling voices It 
was piobably the uproar spreading even so far as the walls of Rome, 
and growing faded and melancholy m its passage of that wild sylvan 
merriment, which we have already attempted to describe By and by, it 
ceased, although the two listeners still tried to distinguish it between the 
bursts of nearer music from the military band But there was no renewal 
of that distant mirth Soon afterwards, they saw a solitary figure advanc- 
ing along one of the paths that lead from the obscurer part of the ground 
towards the gateway 
“Look' IS it not Donatello'^” said Hilda 

“He it IS, beyond a doubt,” replied the sculptor. “But how gravely he 
walks, and with what long looks behind him I He seems either very weary, 
or very sad I should not hesitate to call it sadness, if Donatello were a 
creature capable of the sm and folly of low spirits In all these hundred 
paces, while we have been watching him, he has not made one of those 
little caprioles in the air which are characteristic of his natural gait I be- 
gin to doubt whether he is a veritable Faun ” 

“Then,” said Hilda, with perfect simplicity, “you have thought him 
and do think him one of that strange, wild, happy race of creatures, that 
used to laugh and sport in the woods, in the old, old times? So do I, in- 
deed' But I never quite believed, till now, that fauns existed anywhere 
but m poetry ” 

The sculptor at first merely smiled Then, as tlie idea took further 
possession of his mind, he laughed outright, and wished fiom the bottom 
of his heart (being in love with Hilda, though he had never told her so) 
that he could have rewarded or punished her for its pretty absurdity with 
a kiss 

“O Hilda, what a treasure of sweet faith and pure imagination you hide 
under that little straw hat ' ” cried he, at length “A Faun ' a Faun ' Great 
Pan IS not dead, then, after all! The whole tribe of m 5 d;hical creatures yet 
iive in the moonlit seclusion of a young girl’s fancy, and find it a lovelier 
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abode and play-place, I doubt not, than their Arcadian haunts of yore 
What bliss, if a man of marble, like myself, could stray thither, too' ’’ 

‘AMiy do 3mu laugh so^ ’ asked Hilda, reddening, for she was a little 
disturbed at Kenyon’s ridicule, hov\ever kindly expressed “What can I 
have said, that you think so very foolish?” 

“Well, not foolish, then,” rejoined tlie sculptor, “but wiser, it may be, 
than I can fathom Really, however, the idea does strike one as delight- 
fullj’’ fresh, when we consider Donatello’s position and external environ- 
ment ^^^ly, my dear Hilda, he is a Tuscan born, of an old noble race in 
that part of Italy, and lie has a moss-grown tover among the Apennines, 
vhere he and his forefathers have dvelt, under tlieir own vines and fig- 
trees. from an unknown antiquity. His bo3nsh passion for IMiriam has 
introduced him famiharl3^ to our little circle, and our republican and 
artistic simplicit3'’ of intercourse has included this young Italian, on the 
same terms as one of ourselves But, if we paid due respect to rank and 
title, we should bend reverentiall3'^ to Donatello, and salute him as his 
Excellency the Count di Monte Beni ” 

“That is a droll idea, much droller than his being a Faun'” saio 
Hilda, laughmg in her turn “This does not quite satisfy me, however, 
especially as you yourself recognized and acknowledged his wonderful re 
semblance to the statue ” 

“Except as regards tlie pointed ears,” said Kenyon, ’adding, aside, “and 
one other little peculiarity, generally observable in the statues of fauns ” 

“As for his Excellency the Count di Monte Beni’s ears,” replied Hilda, 
smiling again at the dignity with which this title invested their playful 
friend, “you know we could never see their shape, on account of his 
clustering curls Nay, I remember, he once started back, as shyly as a 
wild deer, when Miriam made a pretense of examining them How do you 
explam that?” 

“Oh, I certainly shall not contend against such a weight of evidence, 
the fact of his faunship being otherwise so probable,” answered the 
sculptor, still hardly retaining his gravity “Faun or not, Donatello or 
the Count di Monte Beni is a singularly wild creature, and, as I have 
remarked on other occasions, though very gentle, does not love to be 
touched Speaking in no harsh sense, there is a great deal of animal na- 
ture in him, as if he had been born m the woods, and had run wild all his 
childhood, and were as yet but imperfectly domesticated Life, even in our 
day, IS very simple and unsophisticated in some of the shaggy nooks of the 
Apennmes.” 

“It annoys me very much,” said Hilda, “this inclination, which most 
people have, to explain away the wonder and the mystery out of every- 
thing Why could not you allow me and yourself, too the satisfaction 
of thinking him a Faun?” 

“Pray keep your belief, dear Hilda, if it makes you any happier,” said 
the sculptor, “and I shall do my best to become a convert Donatello has 
asked me to spend the summer with him, in his ancestral tower, where J 
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purpose investigating the pedigree of these sylvan counts, his forefatners, 
and if their shadows beckon me into dreamland, I shall willingly follow 
By the by, speaking of Donatello, there is a point on which I should like 
to be enlightened ” 

‘‘Can I help you, then?” said Hilda, in answer to his look 
“Is there the slightest chance of his winning Miriam’s affections?” 
suggested Kenyon 

“Miriam ' she, so accomplished and gifted 1 ” exclaimed Hilda , “and he, 
a rude, uncultivated boy i No, no, no > ” . 

“It would seem impossible,” said the sculptor. “But, on the other 
hand, a gifted woman flings away her affections so unaccountably, some- 
times' Miriam, of late, has been very morbid and miserable, as we both 
know Young as she is, the morning light seems already to have faded out 
of her life, and now comes Donatello, with natural sunshine enough for 
himself and her, and offers her the opportunity of making her heart and 
life all new and cheery again People of high intellectual endowments do 
not require similar ones in those they love They are just the persons to 
appreciate the wholesome gush of natural feeling, the honest affection, 
the simple joy, the fulness of contentment with what he loves, which Mir- 
iam sees in Donatello True, she may call him a simpleton It is a neces- 
sity of the case, for a man loses the capacity for this kind of affection, in 
proportion as he cultivates and refines himself ” 

“Dear me ' ” said Hilda, drawing imperceptibly away from her com- 
panion “Is this the penalty of refinement? Pardon me , I do not believe 
It It IS because you are a sculptor, that you think nothing can be finely 
wrought except it be cold and hard, like the marble in which your ideas 
take shape I am a painter, and know that the most delicate beauty may 
be softened and warmed throughout ” 

“I said a foolish thing, indeed,” answered the sculptor “It surprises 
me, for I might have drawn a wiser knowledge out of my own experience. 
It IS the surest test of genuine love, that it brings back oui early sim- 
plicity to the worldliest of us ” 

Thus talking, they loitered slowly along beside the parapet which 
borders the level summit of the Pincian with its irregular sweep At inter- 
vals they looked through the lattice-work of their thoughts at the varied 
piospects that lay before and beneath them 

From the terrace where they now stood there is an abrupt descent to- 
wards the Piazza del Popolo, and looking down into its broad space they 
beheld the tall palatial edifices, the church-domes, and the ornamented 
gateway, which grew and were consolidated out of the thought of Michael 
Angelo. They saw, too, the red granite obelisk, oldest of things, even in 
Rome, which rises m the centre of the piazza, with a fourfold fountain at 
its base All Roman works and rums (whether of the empire, the far-off 
republic, or the still more distant kings) assume a transient, visionary 
and impalpable character when we think that this indestructible monu 
ment supplied one of the recollections which Moses and the Israelites 
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bore from Egjpt into the desert. Peichance, on beholding the cloudy pil- 
lar and the fiery column, they ^\hlspcIcd awe-strickcn to one another, ‘‘In 
Its shape it is like that old obelisk 'which we and our fathers ha\ e so often 
seen on the borders of the Nile ’ And now that very obelisk, Avith hardl}^ 
a trace of decay upon it. is the fust thing that the modem traveller sees 
after enteiing the Flaminian Gate! 

Liftin'! their e\es, Hilda and hei companion ga^ed westward, and saw 
be3ond the iinisible Tiber the Castle of St .Vngelo, that immense tomb 
of a pagan emperor, w ith the archangel at its summit 

Still faither off appeared a might} pile of buildings, surmounted by the 
vast dome, which all of us have ‘shaped and swelled outv.aid. like a huge 
bubble, to tlie utmost ccope of our imaginations, long bcfoic we sec it 
floating over the worship of the city It may be most v\orthiIy seen fiom 
preciselv the point wliere our two friends were now standing .At any 
nearer view the grandeur of St Peters hides itself behind the immensity 
of Its separate parts, so that v^e see only the front, only the sides, only the 
pillared length and loftiness of the portico, and not the mighty whole. 
But at this distance the entire outline of the world s cathedral, as *well as 
that of the palace of the world’s chief priest, is taken in at once In such 
remoteness, moreover, the imagination is not debarred fiom lending its 
assistance, even while we hav'e the reality before our eyes, and helping the 
weakness of human sense to do justice to so grand an object It requires 
botli faith and fancy to enable us to feel, what is nev ertheless so tiue, that 
yonder, in front of the purple outline of hills, is tlie grandest edifice ever 
built by man, painted against God’s lov'chest sky 

After contemplating a little while a scene which their long residence m 
Rome had made familiar to them, Kenyon and Hilda again let their 
glances fall into the piaz/a at their feet They theie beheld Aliriam, who 
had just entered the Porta del Popolo, and was standing by the obelisk 
and fountain ^’ibth a gestuie that impressed Kenyon as at once suppliant 
and imperious, she seemed to intimate to a figure which had attended her 
thus far, that it was now her desire to be left alone The pertinacious 
model, howev'er, remained immov'able 

And the sculptor here noted a circumstance, which, according to the 
interpretation he might put upon it, W'as either too tiivual to be men- 
tioned, or else so mysteriously significant that he found it difficult to be- 
lieve his eyes Miriam knelt down on the steps of tlie fountain, so far 
there could be no question of the fact To other observ^ers, if any there 
W'ere, she piobably appeared to take tins attitude merely foi the con- 
venience of dipping her fingers into the gush of w'ater from the mouth of 
one of the stone lions But as she clasped her hands together after thus 
bathing them, and glanced upward at the model, an idea took strong 
possession of Kenyon’s mind that Miriam was kneeling to this dark fol- 
lower there in the world’s face' 

“Do you see it^” he said to Hilda 

“See what?” asked she, surprised at the emotion of his tone “I see 
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Miriam, who has just bathed her hands in that delightfully cool water I 
often dip my fingers into a Roman fountain, and think of the brook that 
used to be one of my playmates m my New England village ” 

“I fancied I saw something else,’' said Kenyon, “but it was doubtless 
a mistake ” 

But, allowing that he had caught a tiue glimpse into the hidden sig- 
nificance of Miriam’s gesture, what a terrible thraldom did it suggest! 
Free as she seemed to be, beggar as he looked, the nameless vagrant 
must then be dragging the beautiful Miriam through the streets of Rome, 
fettered and shackled more cruelly than any captive queen of yore fol- 
lowing m an emperor’s triumph And was it conceivable that she would 
have been thus enthralled unless some great error how great Kenyon 
dared not think or some fatal weakness had given this dark adversary a 
vantage-ground? 

“Hilda,” said he, abruptly, “who and what is Miriam^ Pardon me, but 
are you sure of hei 

“Sure of her'” repeated Hilda, with an angrj^ blush, for her friend’s 
salce “I am sure that she is kind, good, and generous, a true and faithful 
friend, whom I love deaily, and who loves me as well' ^Vhat more than 
this need I be sure of?” 

“And your delicate instincts say all this m hei favor^ nothing against 
her^” continued the sculptor, without heeding the irritation of Hilda’s 
tone “These are my own impressions, too But she is such a mystery' We 
do not even know whether she is a countrywoman of ours, or an English- 
woman, or a German There is Anglo-Saxon blood m hei veins, one would 
say, and a right English accent on her tongue, but much that is not Eng- 
lish breeding, nor American Nowhere else but m Rome, and as an artist, 
could she hold a place in society without giving some clew to her past 
life ” 

“I love her dearly,” said Hilda, still with displeasure in her tone, “and 
trust her most entirely ” 

“My heart trusts her at least, whatever my head may do,” replied 
Kenyon, “and Rome is not like one of our New England villages, where 
we need the permission of each individual neighbor for every act that we 
do, every word that we utter, and every friend that we make or keep In 
these particulars the papal despotism allows us freer breath than our na- 
tive air , and if we like to talre generous views of our associates, we can do 
so, to a leasonable extent, without ruining ourselves ” 

“The music has ceased,” said Hilda, “I am going now ” 

There are three streets that, beginning close beside each other, diverge 
from the Piazza del Popolo towards the heart of Rome on the left, the 
Via del Babumo, on the right, the Via della Ripetta, and between these 
two that world-famous avenue, the Corso It appeared that Miriam and 
her strange companion were passing up the first-mentioned of these three, 
and were soon hidden from Hilda and the sculptor 

The two latter left the Pincian by the broad and stately walk that 
skirts along its brow Beneath them, from ihe base of the abrupt descent. 
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the city spread wide away m a close contiguity of red-earthen roofs, above 
which rose eminent the domes of a hundred churches, beside here and 
there a tower, and the upper windows of some taller or higher situated 
palace, looking down on a multitude of palatial abodes At a distance, 
ascendmg out of the central mass of edifices, they could see the top of the 
Antomne column, and near it the circular roof of the Pantheon looking 
heavenward with its ever-open eye 

Except these two objects, almost everything that they beheld was 
mediaeval, though built, indeed, of the massive old stones and indestruc- 
tible bricks of imperial Rome , for the rums of the Coliseum, the Golden 
House, and innumerable temples of Roman gods, and mansions of Caesars 
and senators, had supplied the material for all those gigantic hovels, and 
their walls were cemented with mortar of inestimable cost, being made of 
precious antique statues, burnt long ago for this petty purpose 

Rome, as it now exists, has grown up under the Popes, and seems like 
nothing but a heap of broken rubbish, thrown into the great chasm be- 
tween our own days and the Empire, merely to fill it up , and, for the bet- 
ter part of two thousand years, its annals of obscure policies, and wars, 
and continually recurring misfortunes, seem also but broken rubbish, as 
compared with its classic history 

If we consider the present city as at all connected with the famous one 
of old, it IS only because we find it built over its grave A depth of thirty 
feet of soil has covered up the Rome of ancient days, so that it lies lilie 
the dead corpse of a giant, decaying for centuries, with no survivor mighty 
enough even to bury it, until the dust of all those years has gathered 
slowly over its recumbent form and made a casual sepulchre 
We know not how to characterize, in any accordant and compatible 
terms, the Rome that lies before us, its sunless alleys, and streets of pal- 
aces, its churches, lined with the gorgeous marbles that were originally 
polished for the adornment of pagan temples , its thousands of evil smells, 
mixed up with fragrance of rich incense, diffused from as many censers, 
its little life, deriving feeble nutriment from what has long been dead 
Everywhere, some fragment of rum suggesting the magnificence of a 
former epoch , everjw^rhere, moreover, a Cross, and nastiness at the foot 
of it As the sum of all, there are recollections that kindle the soul, and a 
gloom and languor that depress it beyond any depth of melancholic senti- 
ment that can be elsewhere known 

Yet how is it possible to say an unkind or irreverential word of Rome? 
The city of all time, and of all the world' The spot for which man’s great 
life and deeds have done so much, and for which decay has done whatever 
glory and dominion could not do ' At this moment, the evening sunshine is 
flinging its golden mantle over it, making all that we thought mean mag- 
nificent, the bells of all the churches suddenly ring out, as if it were a 
peal of triumph because Rome is still imperial 

“I sometimes fancy,” said Hilda, on whose susceptibility the scene al- 
ways made a strong impression, “that Rome mere Rome will crowd 
everything else out of my heart ” 
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‘‘Heaven forbid' ” ejaculated the sculptor 

They had now reached the grand stairs that ascend from the Piazza di 
Spagna to the hither brow of the Pincian Hill Old Beppo, the millionnaire 
of his ragged fraternity, it is a wonder that no artist paints him as the 
cripple whom St Peter heals at the Beautiful Gate of the Temple, was 
just mounting his donkey to depart, laden with the rich spoil of the day’s 
beggaiy 

Up the stairs, drawing his tatteied cloak about his face, came the 
model, at whom Beppo looked askance, jealous of an encroacher on his 
rightful domain The figure passed away, however, up the Via Sistina In 
the piazza below, near the foot of the magnificent steps, stood Miriam, 
with her eyes bent on the ground, as if she were counting those little, 
square, uncomfortable paving-stones, that make it a penitential pilgrim- 
age to walk in Rome She kept this attitude for several minutes, and 
when, at last, the importunities of a beggar disturbed her from it, she 
seemed bewildered and piessed hei hand upon hei brow 

“She has been in some sad dream or other, poor tiling! ” said Kenyon, 
sympathizingly , “and even now, she is imprisoned there in a kind of cage, 
the iron bars of which are made of her own thoughts ” 

“I feai she is not well,” said Hilda “I am going dovm the stairs, and 
will join Miriam ” 

“Farewell, then,” said the sculptor “Dear Hilda, this is a perplexed 
and troubled world' It soothes me inexpressibly to think of you m your 
tower, with white doves and white thoughts for your companions, so high 
above us all, and with the Virgin for your household friend You know 
not how far it throws its light, that lamp which you keep burning at her 
shrine' I passed beneath the tower last night, and the ray cheered me, 
because you lighted it ” 

“It has for me a religious significance,” replied Hilda, quiethq “and yet 
I am no Catholic ” 

They parted, and Kenyon made haste along the Via Sistina, in tlie hope 
of overtaking the model, whose haunts and character he was anxious to 
investigate, for Miriam’s sake He fancied that he saw him a long way 
in advance, but before he reached the Fountain of the Triton, the dusky 
figure had vanished 


CHAPTER XIII 

A Sculptor’s Studio 

About this period, Miriam seems to have been goaded by a weary rest- 
lessness that drove her abroad on any errand or none She went one morn- 
ing to visit Kenyon in his studio, whither he had invited her to see a 
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new statue, on which he had staked many hopes, and which was now al- 
most completed m the clay Next to Hilda, the peison for whom Miriam 
felt most affection and confidence was Kenyon , and in all the difficulties 
that beset her life, it was her impulse to diaw neai Hilda foi feminine 
sympathy, and the sculptor for brotherly counsel 

Yet it was to little purpose that she approached the edge of the voice- 
less gulf between heiself and them Standing on the utmost verge of that 
dark chasm, she might stietch out hei hand, and never clasp a hand of 
theiis, she might strive to call out, “Help, friends' help'” but, as with 
dreamers when they shout, her voice would perish inaudibly m the re- 
moteness that seemed such a little way This perception of an infinite, 
shivering solitude, amid which we cannot come close enough to human be- 
ings to be warmed by them, and where they turn to cold, chilly shapes of 
mist, is one of the most forlorn results of any accident, misfortune, crime, 
or peculiarity of character, that puts an individual ajar with the world 
Very often, as in Miriam’s case, there is an insatiable instinct that de- 
mands friendship, love, and intimate communion, but is forced to pine m 
empty forms, a hunger of the heart, which finds only shadows to feed 
upon 

Kenyon’s studio was in a cross-street, or, rather, an ugly and dirty lit 
tie lane, between the Coiso and the Via della Ripetta, and though chilly 
nariow, gloomy, and bordered with tall and shabby structures, the lane 
was not a whit more disagreeable than nine tenths of the Roman streets 
Over the door of one of the houses was a marble tablet, bearing an in- 
scription, to the purport that the sculpture-rooms within had formerly 
been occupied by the illustiious artist Canova In these precincts (which 
Canova’s genius was not quite of a chaiacter to render sacred, though it 
ceitainly made them interesting) the young American sculptor had now 
established himself 

The studio of a sculptor is generally but a lough and dreary-looking 
place, with a good deal the aspect, indeed, of a stone-mason’s workshop 
Bare floors of brick or plank, and plastered walls, an old chair or two, or 
perhaps onl}’’ a block of marble (containing, howe\er, the possibility of 
ideal grace within it) to sit down upon, some hastily scrawled sketches 
of nude figures on tlie whitewash of the wall These last are probabN the 
sculptor’s earliest glimpses of ideas that may hereafter be solidified into 
imperishable stone, or perhaps may remain as impalpable as a dream 
Next there aie a few very loughly modelled little figures m cla}'- or plaster, 
exhibiting the second stage of the idea as it advances towards a marble 
immortalit}'^, and then is seen the exquisitely designed shape of clay, 
more interesting than even tlie final marble, as being the intimate pro- 
duction of the sculptor himself, moulded tliroughout with his loving 
hands, and nearest to his imagination and heart In the plaster-cast, from 
this clay model, the beauty of the statue strangely disappears, to shine 
forth again with pure white radiance, in the precious marble of Carrara 
Works in all these stages of advancement, and some vith the final touch 
upon them, might be found in Kenyon's studio 
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Here might be witnessed the process of actually chiselling the marble, 
with which (as it is not quite satisfactory to think) a sculptor m these 
days has very little to do In Italy, there is a class of men whose merely 
mechanical skill is perhaps more exquisite than was possessed by the 
ancient artificers, who wrought out the designs of Praxiteles, or, very 
possibly, by Praxiteles himself Whatever of illusive representation can 
be effected in marble, they are capable of achieving, if the object be be- 
fore their eyes The sculptor has but to present these men with a plaster- 
cast of his design, and a sufficient block of marble, and tell them that the 
figure IS imbedded in the stone, and must be freed from its encumbering 
superfluities, and, in due time, without the necessity of his touching the 
work with his own finger, he will see before him the statue that is to make 
him renowned His creative power has wrought it with a word 

In no other art, surely, does genius find such effective instruments, and 
so happily relieve itself of the drudgery of actual performance, doing 
wonderfully nice things by the hands of other people, when it may be sus- 
pected they could not always be done by the sculptor’s owm And how 
much of the admiration which our artists get for their buttons and button- 
holes, their shoe-ties, their neck-cloths, and these, at our present epoch 
of taste, make a large share of the renowm, would be abated, if we w’ere 
generally aware that the sculptor can claim no credit for such pretty per- 
formances, as immoitalized in marble' They are not his work, but that of 
bome nameless machine m human shape 

Miriam stopped an instant m an antechamber, to look at a half-fin- 
ished bust, the features of w'hich seemed to be struggling out of the stone, 
and, as it were, scattering and dissolving its hard substance by the glow 
of feeling and intelligence As the skilful workman gave stroke after 
stroke of the chisel with apparent carelessness, but sure effect, it was im- 
possible not to think that the outer marble w'as merely an extraneous en- 
vironment, the human countenance within its embrace must have existed 
there since the limestone ledges of Carrara w^ere first made Another bust 
was nearly completed, though still one of Kenyon’s most trustworthy 
assistants was at work, giving delicate touches, shaving off an impalpable 
something, and leaving little heaps of marble-dust to attest it 

“As these busts in the block of marble,” thought Miriam, “so does our 
individual fate exist m the limestone of time We fancy that w^e carve it 
out, but its ultimate shape is prior to all our action ” 

Kenyon was in the inner room, but, hearing a step in the antechamber, 
he threw a veil over what he was at work upon, and came out to receive 
his visitor He was dressed in a gray blouse, with a little cap on the top of 
his head, a costume which became him better than the formal garments 
which he wore, whenever he passed out of his own domains The sculptor 
had a face which, when time had done a little more for it, would offer a 
worthy subject for as good an artist as himself features finely cut, as if 
already marble, an ideal forehead, deeply set eyes, and a mouth much 
hidden in a light-brown beard, but apparently sensitive and delicate 
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“I Will not offer you my hand,” said he, “it is grimy with Cleopatra's 
clay.” 

“No, I will not touch clay, it is earthy and human,” answered Miriam 
“I have come to try whether there is any calm and coolness among your 
marbles My own art is too nervous, too passionate, too full of agitation, 
for me to work at it whole days together, without intervals of repose So, 
what have you to show me?” 

“Pray look at everything here,” said Kenyon “I love to have painters 
see my work Their judgment is unprejudiced, and more valuable than 
that of the world generally, from the light which their own art throws on 
imne hlore valuable, too, than that of my brother sculptors, who never 
judge me fairly, nor I them, perhaps ” 

To gratify him, Miriam looked round at the specimens m marble or 
plaster, of which there were several m the room, comprising originals or 
casts of most of the designs that Kenyon had thus far produced He was 
still too young to have accumulated a large galleiy of such things What 
he had to show were chiefly the attempts and experiments, m various di- 
rections, of a beginner m art, acting as a stern tutor to himself, and profit- 
ing more by his failures than by any successes of which he was yet cap- 
able Some of them, however, had great merit, and in the pure, fine glow 
of the new marble, it may be, they dazzled the judgment into awarding 
them higher praise than they deserved Miriam admired the statue of a 
beautiful youth, a pearl-fisher, who had got entangled in the weeds at the 
bottom of the sea, and lay dead among the pearl-oysters, the rich shells, 
and the sea-weeds, all of like value to him now 

“The poor young man has perished among the prizes that he sought,” 
remarked she “But what a strange efficacy there is in death’ If we can- 
not all win pearls, it causes an empty shell to satisfy us just as well I 
like this statue, though it is too cold and stern in its moral lesson, and, 
physically, the form has not settled itself into sufficient repose ” 

In another style, there was a grand, calm head of Milton, not copied 
from any one bust or picture, yet more authentic than any of them, be- 
cause all known representations of the poet had been profoundly studied, 
and solved m the artist’s mind The bust over the tomb in Grey Friars 
Church, the original miniatures and pictures, wherever to be found, had 
mingled each its special truth in this one work, wherein, likewise, by long 
perusal and deep love of the “Paradise Lost,” the “Comus,” the “Ly- 
cidas,” and “L’Allegro,” the sculptor had succeeded, even better than he 
knew, in spiritualizing his marble with the poet’s mighty genius And this 
was a great thing to have achieved, such a length of time after the dry 
bones and dust of Milton were like those of any other dead man 

There were also several portrait-busts, comprising those of two or 
three of the illustrious men of our own country, whom Kenyon, before 
he left America, had asked permission to model He had done so, because 
he sincerely believed that, whether he wrought the busts in marble or 
bronze, the one would corrode and the other crumble m the long lapse of 
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time, beneath these great men’s immortality Possibly, however, the 
young artist may have under-estimated the durability of his material 
Other faces there were, too, of men who (if the brevity of their remem- 
brance, after death, can be augured from their little value in life) should 
have been represented in snow rather than marble Posterity will be puz- 
zled what to do with busts like these, the concretions and petrifactions 
of a vain self-estimate, but will find, no doubt, that they serve to build 
into stone-walls, or bum into quick-lime, as well as if the marble had 
nevei been blocked into the guise of human heads 

But it IS an awful thing, indeed, this endless endurance, this almost in- 
destructibility, of a marble bust! Whether m our own case, or that of 
other men, it bids us sadly measure the little, little time during which our 
lineaments are likely to be of interest to any human being It is especially 
singular that Americans should care about perpetuating themselves in 
this mode The brief duiation of our families, as a hereditary household, 
renders it next to a certainty that the great-grandchildren w'lll not know’ 
their father’s grandfather, and that half a century hence at furthest, the 
hammer of the auctioneei wall thump its knock-dow’n blow’ against his 
blockhead, sold at so much for the pound of stone’ And it ought to make 
us shiver, the idea of leaving our features to be a dusty-white ghost 
among strangers of another generation, who will take our nose between 
their thumb and fingers (as w^e have seen men do by Caesar’s), and in- 
fallibly break it off if they can do so w’lthout detection 1 
‘'Yes,” said Miriam, who had been revolving some such thoughts as 
the above, "it is a good state of mind for mortal man, w'hen he is content 
to leave no more definite memorial than the grass, w’hich w'lll sprout 
kmdly and speedily over his grave, if w’e do not make the spot barren w'lth 
marble Methinks, too, it wall be a fresher and better world, w’hen it 
flings off this great burden of stony memories, W’hich tlie ages have 
deemed it a piety to heap upon its back ” 

“What you say,” remarked Kenyon, "goes against my whole art Sculp- 
ture, and the delight which men naturally take in it, appear to me a proof 
that it IS good to work with all time before our view ” 

"Well, well,” answered Miriam, "I must not quarrel w’lth you for 
fhnging your heavy stones at poor Posterity, and, to say the truth, I 
think you are as likely to hit the mark as anybody These busts, now, 
much as I seem to scorn them, make me feel as if you w’ere a magician 
You turn feverish men into cool, quiet marble "V^Tiat a blessed change for 
them ' Would you could do as much for me ' ” 

Oh, gladly' ” cried Kenyon, who had long wished to model that beau- 
tiful and most expressive face "When will you begin to sit?” 

Poh' that was not what I meant,” said Miriam “Come, show me 
something else ” 

"Do you recognize this?” asked the sculptor 

He took out of his desk a little old-fashioned ivory coffer, yellow with 
age, ^ was richly carved with antique figures and foliage, and had Ken- 
yon thought fit to say that Benvenuto Cellini wrought this precious box. 
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the skill and elaborate fancy of the work would by no means have dis- 
credited his word, nor the old artist’s fame At least, it was evidently a 
production of Benvenuto’s school and century, and might once have been 
the jewel-case of some grand lady at the court of the De’ IMedici 
Lifting the Iid, however, no blaze of diamonds was disclosed, but only, 
lapped m fleecy cotton, a small, beautifully shaped hand, most delicately 
sculptured m marble Such lovmg care and nicest art had been lavished 
here, that the palm really seemed to have a tenderness m its very sub- 
stance Touching those lovely fingers, had the jealous sculptor allowed 
you to touch, you could hardly believe that a virgin warmth would not 
steal from them into your heart 

“Ah, this IS very beautiful ' ” exclaimed Miriam, with a genial smile 
“It IS as good m its way as Loulie’s hand with its baby-dimples, which 
Powers showed me at Florence, evidently valuing it as much as if he had 
wrought it out of a piece of his great heart As good as Harriet Hosmer’s 
clasped hands of Browning and his wife, symbolizing the individuality 
and heroic union of two high, poetic lives* Nay, I do not question that it 
is better than either of those, because you must have wrought it passion- 
ately, m spite of its maiden palm and dainty finger-tips ” 

“Then you do recognize it?” asked Kenyon 

“There is but one right hand on earth that could have supplied the 
model,” answered Miriam, “so small and slender, so perfectly symmetri- 
cal, and yet with a character of delicate energy I have watched it a hun- 
dred times at its work, but I did not dream that you had won Hilda so 
far * How have you persuaded that shy maiden to let you take her hand 
in marble?” 

“Never* She never knew it'” hastily replied Kenyon, anxious to vin- 
dicate his mistress’s maidenly reserve “I stole it from her The hand is a 
reminiscence After gazing at it so often, and even holding it once for an 
instant, when Hilda was not thinking of me, I should be a bungler indeed, 
if I could not now reproduce it to something like the life ” 

“May you win the original one day * ” said Miriam, kindly 
“I have little ground to hope it,” answered the sculptor, despondmgly, 
“Hilda does not dwell in our mortal atmosphere, and gentle and soft as 
she appears, it will be as difficult to win her heart as to entice down a 
white bird from its sunny freedom m the sky It is strange, with all her 
delicacy and fragility, the impression she makes of being utterly sufficient 
to herself No , I shall never win. her She is abundantly capable of sym- 
pathy, and delights to receive it, but she has no need of love ” 

“I partly agree with you,” said Miriam “It is a mistaken idea, which 
men generally entertain, that nature has made women especially prone to 
throw their whole being into what is technically called love We have, to 
say the least, no more necessity for it than yourselves, only we have 
nothing else to do with our hearts When women have other objects m life, 
they are not apt to fall m love I can think of many women distinguished 
in art, literature, and science, and multitudes whose hearts and minds 
find good employment m less ostentatious ways, who lead high, lonely 
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lives, and are conscious of no sacrifice so far as your sex is concerned ” 
“And Hilda will be one of these'” said Kenyon, sadly, “the thought 
makes me shiver for myself, and and for her, too ” 

“Well,” said Miriam, smiling, “perhaps she may sprain the delicate 
wrist which you have sculptured to such perfection In that case you may 
hope These old masters to whom she has vowed herself, and whom her 
slender hand and woman’s heart serve so faithfully, are your onty rivals ” 
The sculptor sighed as he put away the treasure of Hilda’s marble hand 
into the ivory coffer, and thought how slight was the possibility that he 
should ever feel responsive to his own the tender clasp of the original He 
dared not even kiss the image that he himself had made it had assumed 
its share of Hilda’s remote and shy divinity 

“And now,” said Miriam, “show me the new statue which you asked 
me hither to see ” 


CHAPTER XIV 

Cleopatra 

“My new statue'” said Kenyon, who had positively forgotten it m the 
thought of Hilda, “here it is, under this veil ” 

“Not a nude figure, I hope,” observed Miriam “Every young sculptor 
seems to think that he must give the world some specimen of indecorous 
womanhood, and call it Eve, Venus, a Nymph, or any name that may 
apologize for a lack of decent clothing I am weary, even more than I am 
ashamed, of seeing such things Nowadays people are as good as born in 
their clothes, and there is practically not a nude human being in existence 
An artist, therefore, as you must candidly confess, cannot sculpture 
nudity with a pure heart, if only because he is compelled to steal guilty 
glimpses at hired models The marble inevitably loses its chastity under 
such circumstances An old Greek sculptor, no doubt, found his models 
in the open sunshine, and among pure and princely maidens, and thus 
the nude statues of antiquity are as modest as violets, and sufficiently 
draped in their own beauty But as for Mr Gibson’s colored Venuses 
(stained, I believe, with tobacco-juice), and all other nudities of to-day, 
I leally do not understand what they have to say to this generation, and 
vould be glad to see as many heaps of quicklime in their stead ” 

‘\ou are severe upon the professors of my art,” said Kenyon, half 
smiling, half seriously, “not that you are wholly wrong, either We are 
bound to accept drapery of some kind, and make the best of it But what 
are we to do? jMust we adopt the costume of to-day, and carve, for ex- 
ample, a Venus in a hoop-petticoat?” 
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“That would be a bowlder, indeed! ” rejoined Miriam, laughing “But 
the difficulty goes to confirm me m my belief that, except for portrait- 
busts, sculpture has no longer a right to claim any place among livmg 
arts It has wrought itself out, and come fairly to an end There is never 
a new group nowadays, never even so much as a new attitude Greenough 
(I take my examples among men of merit) imagined nothing new, nor 
Crawford either, except in the tailoring line There are not, as you will 
own, more than half a dozen positively original statues or groups m the 
world, and these few are of immemorial antiquity A person familiar with 
the Vatican, the Uffizzi Gallery, the Naples Gallery, and the Louvre, will 
at once refer any modern production to its antique prototype, which, 
moreover, had begun to get out of fashion, even in old Roman days ” 

“Pray stop, Miriam,” cried Kenyon, “or I shall fling away the chisel 
forever'” 

“Fairly own to me, then, my friend,” rejoined Miriam, whose disturbed 
mind found a certain relief m this declamation, “that you sculptors are, 
of necessity, the greatest plagiarists m the world ” 

“I do not own it,” said Kenyon, “yet cannot utterly contradict you, as 
regards the actual state of the art But as long as the Carrara quarries 
still yield pure blocks, and while my own country has marble mountains, 
probably as fine m quality, I shall steadfastly believe that future sculp- 
tors will revive this noblest of the beautiful arts, and people the world 
with new shapes of delicate grace and massive grandeur Perhaps,” he 
added, smiling, “mankind will consent to wear a more manageable cos- 
tume, or, at worst, we sculptors shall get the skill to make broadcloth 
transparent, and render a majestic human character visible through the 
coats and trousers of the present day ” 

“Be it so ' ” said Miriam , “you are past my counsel Show me the veiled 
figure, which I am afraid, I have criticised beforehand To make amends, 
I am m the mood to praise it now ” 

But, as Kenyon was about to take the cloth off the clay model, she 
laid her hand on his arm 

“Tell me first what is the subject,” said she, “for I have sometimes in- 
curred great displeasure from members of your brotherhood by being too 
obtuse to puzzle out the purport of their productions It is so difficult, you 
know, to compress and define a character or story, and make it patent at 
a glance, within the narrow scope attainable by sculpture > Indeed I fancy 
it IS still the ordinary habit with sculptors, first to finish their group of 
statuary, m such development as the particular block of marble will 
allow, and then to choose the subject, as John of Bologna did with his 
‘Rape of the Sabines ’ Have you followed that good example?” 

“No, my statue is intended for Cleopatra,” replied Kenyon, a little 
disturbed by Miriam’s raillery “The special epoch of her history you 
must make out for yourself ” 

He drew away the cloth that had served to keep the moisture of the 
clay model from being exhaled The sitting figure of a woman was seen 
She was draped from head to foot in a costume minutely and scrupuously 
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Studied from that of ancient Egypt, as revealed by the strange sculpture 
of that country, its coins, drawings, painted mummy-cases, and what- 
.ever other tokens have been dug out of its pyramids, graves, and cata- 
-combs Even the stiff Egyptian head-dress was adhered to, but had been 
softened into a rich feminine adornment, without losing a particle of its 
truth Difficulties that might well have seemed insurmountable had been 
courageously encountered and made flexible to purposes of grace and 
•dignity, so that Cleopatra sat attired m a garb proper to her historic and 
queenly state, as a daughter of the Ptolemies, and yet such as the beau- 
tiful woman would have put on as best adapted to heighten the magnifi- 
cence of her charms, and kindle a tropic fire in the cold eyes of Octavius 
A marvellous repose that rare merit in statuary, except it be the 
lumpish repose native to the block of stone was diffused throughout the 
figure The spectator felt that Cleopatra had sunk down out of the fever 
and tuimoil of her life, and for one instant as it were, between two 
pulse-throbs had relinquished all activity, and was resting throughout 
every vein and muscle It was the repose of despair, indeed , for Octavius 
had seen her, and remained insensible to her enchantments But still 
there was a great smouldering furnace deep down in the woman’s heart 
The repose, no doubt, was as complete as if she were never to stir hand 
or foot again , and yet, such was the creature’s latent energy and fierce- 
ness, she might spring upon you like a tigress, and stop the very breath 
that you were now drawing midway in your throat 
The face was a miraculous success The sculptor had not shunned to 
give the full Nubian lips, and other characteristics of the Egyptian phys- 
iognomy His courage and integrity had been abundantly rewarded, for 
Cleopatra’s beauty shone out richer, warmer, more triumphantly beyond 
comparison, than if, shrinking timidly from the truth, he had chosen the 
tame Grecian type The expression was of profound, gloomy, heavily re- 
volving thought, a glance into her past life and present emergencies, 
while her spirit gathered itself up for some new struggle, or was getting 
sternly reconciled to impending doom In one view, there was a certain 
softness and tenderness, how breathed into the statue, among so many 
strong and passionate elements, it is impossible to say Catching another 
glimpse, you beheld her as implacable as a stone and cruel as fire ’ 

In a word, all Cleopatra fierce, voluptuous, passionate, tender, 
wicked, terrible, and full of poisonous and rapturous enchantment was 
kneaded into what, only a week or two before, had been a lump of wet 
clay from the Tiber Soon, apotheosized in an indestructible material, she 
would be one of the images that men keep forever, finding a heat in them 
which does not cool down, throughout the centuries 

“WTiat a woman is this'” exclaimed Miriam, after a long pause “Tell 
me, did she ever try, even while you were creating her, to overcome you 
with her fury or her love? Were you not afraid to touch her, as she grew 
more and more towards hot life beneath your hand? My dear friend, it is 
a great work' How have you learned to do it?” 

“It is the concretion of a good deal of thought, emotion, and toil of 
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brain and hand,” said Kenyon, not without a perception that his work 
was good , ‘‘but I know not how it came about at last I kindled a great 
fire within my mind, and threw in the material, as Aaron threw the gold 
of the Israelites into the furnace, and in the midmost heat uprose Cleo- 
patra, as you see her ” 

“\^niat I most marvel at,” said Miriam, “is the womanhood that you 
have so thoroughly mixed up with all those seemingly discordant ele- 
ments Where did you get that secret? You never found it in your gentle 
Hilda, yet I recognize its truth ” 

“No, surely, it was not in Hilda,” said Kenyon “Her womanhood is of 
the ethereal type, and incompatible with any shadow of darkness or evil ” 
“You are right,” rejoined Miriam, “there are women of that ethereal 
type as you term it, and Hilda is one of them She would die of her first 
wrong-doing, supposing for a moment that she could be capable of do- 
ing wrong Of sorrow, slender as she seems, Hilda might bear a great bur- 
den, of sm, not a feather’s weight Methmks now, were it my doom, I 
could bear either, or both at once , but my conscience is still as white as 
Hilda’s Do you question it?” 

“Heaven forbid, Miriam' ” exclaimed the sculptor 
He was startled at the strange turn which she had so suddenly given to 
the conversation Her voice, too, so much emotion was stifled rather 
than expressed m it, sounded unnatural 

“Oh, my friend,” cried she, with sudden passion, “will you be my friend 
mdeed^ I am lonely, lonely, lonely' There is a secret m my heart that 
burns me, that tortures me' Sometimes I fear to go mad of it, some- 
times I hope to die of it, but neither of the two happens Ah, if I could 
but whisper it to only one human soul' And you you see far into wo- 
manhood, you receive it widely into your large view Perhaps perhaps, 
but Heaven only knows, you might understand me' Oh, let me speak' ” 
“Miriam, dear friend,” replied the sculptor, “if I can help you, speak 
freely, as to a brother ” 

“Help me^ No' ” said Miriam 

Kenyon’s respose had been perfectly frank and kind, and yet the sub- 
tlety of Miriam’s emotion detected a certain reserve and alarm in his 
warmly expressed readiness to hear her story In his secret soul, to say 
the truth, the sculptor doubted whether it were well for this poor, suffer- 
ing girl to speak what she so yearned to say, or for him to listen If there 
were any active duty of friendship to be performed, then, indeed, he 
would joyfully have come forward to do his best But if it were only a 
pent-up heart that sought an outlet? m that case it was by no means so 
certain that a confession would do good The more her secret struggled 
and fought to be told, the more certain would it be to change all former 
relations that had subsisted between herself and the friend to whom she 
might reveal it Unless he could give her all the sympathy, and just the 
kind of sympathy that the occasion required, Miriam would hate him by 
and by, and herself still more, if he let her speak 

This was what Kenvon said to himself, but his reluctance, after all 
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and whether he were conscious of it or no, resulted from a suspicion that 
had crept into his heart and lay there in a dark corner Obscure as it was, 
when Miriam looked into his eyes, she detected it at once 

“Ah, I shall hate you'” cried she, echoing the thought w^hich he had 
not spoken, she was half choked with the gush of passion that was thus 
turned bade upon her “You are as cold and pitiless as your own marble ” 
“No , but full of sympathy, God knows ' ” replied he 
In truth his suspicions, however warranted by the mystery in which 
Miriam was enveloped, had vanished m the earnestness of his kindly 
and sorrowful emotion He was now ready to receive her trust 

“Keep your sympathy, then, for sorrows that admit of such solace,” 
said she, making a strong effort to compose herself “As for my griefs, I 
know how to manage them It was all a mistake you can do nothing for 
me, unless you petrify me into a marble companion for your Cleopatra 
there, and I am not of her sisterhood, I do assure you Forget this foolish 
scene, my friend, and never let me see a reference to it m your eyes when 
they meet mine hereafter ” 

“Since you desire it, all shall be forgotten,” answered the sculptor, 
pressing her hand as she departed, “or, if ever I can serve you, let my 
readiness to do so be remembered Meanwhile, dear Miriam, let us meet 
in the same clear, friendly light as heretofore ” 

“You are less sincere than I thought you,” said Miriam, “if you try to 
make me think that there will be no change ” 

As he attended her through the antechamber, she pointed to the statue 
of the pearl-diver 

“My secret is not a pearl,” said she, “yet a man might drown himself 
in plunging after it ” 

After Kenyon had closed the door, she went wearily dowm the stair- 
case, but paused midway, as if debating with herself whether to return 
“The mischief was done,” thought she, “and I might as well have had 
the solace that ought to come with it I have lost, by staggering a little 
way beyond the mark, in the blindness of my distress, I have lost, as 
we shall hereafter find, the genuine friendship of this clear-minded, hon- 
orable, true-hearted young man, and all for nothing What if I should go 
back this moment and compel him to listen?” 

She ascended two or three of the stairs, but again paused, murmured to 
herself, and shook her head 

“No, no, no,” she thought, “and I wonder how I ever came to dream 
of it Unless I had his heart for my own, and that is Hilda’s, nor would 
I steal it from her, it should never be the treasure-place of my secret 
It is no precious pearl, as I just now told him, but my dark-red car- 
buncle red as blood is too rich a gem to put into a stranger’s casket ” 
She went down the stairs, and found her Shadow waiting for her in the 
str^t. 
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CHAPTER XV 

An Esthetic Company 

On the evening after Miriam’s visit to Kenyon’s studio, there was an 
assemblage composed almost entirely of Anglo-Saxons, and chiefly of 
American artists, with a sprinkling of their English brethren , and some 
few of the tourists who still lingered m Rome, now that Holy Week was 
past Miriam, Hilda, and the sculptor were all three present, and, with 
them, Donatello, whose life was so far turned from its natural bent, that, 
like a pet spaniel, he followed his beloved mistress wherever he could gam 
admittance 

The place of meeting was in the palatial, but somewhat faded and 
gloomy apartment of an eminent member of the sesthetic body It was no 
more formal an occasion than one of those weekly receptions, common 
among the foreign residents of Rome, at which pleasant people or dis- 
agreeable ones, as the case may be encounter one another with little 
ceremony 

If anywise interested in art, a man must be difficult to please who can- 
not find fit companionship among a crowd of persons, whose ideas and 
pursuits all tend towards the general purpose of enlarging the world’s 
stock of beautiful productions 

One of the chief causes that make Rome the favorite residence of art- 
ists their ideal home which they sigh for in advance, and are so loath to 
migrate from, after once breathing its enchanted an is, doubtless, that 
they there find themselves m force, and are numerous enough to create a 
congenial atmosphere In every other clime they are isolated strangers, in 
this land of art, they are free citizens 

Not that, individually, or in the mass, there appears to be any large 
stock of mutual affection among the brethren of the chisel and the pen- 
cil On the contrary, it will impress the shrewd observer that the jeal- 
ousies and petty animosities, which the poets of our day have flung aside, 
still irritate and gnaw into the hearts of this kindred class of imagina- 
tive men It is not difficult to suggest reasons why this should be the fact 
The public, in whose good graces lie the sculptor’s or the painter’s pros- 
pects of success, is infinitely smaller than the public to which literary men 
make their appeal It is composed of a very limited body of wealthy pat- 
rons , and these, as the artist well knows, are but blind judges in matters 
that require the utmost delicacy of perception. Thus, success m art is 
apt to become partly an affair of intrigue, and it is almost inevitable that 
even a gifted artist should look askance at his gifted brother’s fame, and 
be chary of the good word that might help him to sell still another statue 
or picture You seldom hear a painter heap generous praise on anything 
in his special line of art, a sculptor never has a favorable eye for any 
marble but his own 
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Nevertheless, in spite of all these professional grudges, artists are con- 
scious of a social warmth from each other’s presence and contiguity 
They shiver at the remembrance of their lonely studios in the unsym- 
pathizmg cities of their native land For tiie sake of such brotherhood as 
they can find, more than for any good that they get from galleries, they 
linger year after year in Italy, while their originality dies out of them, or 
is polished away as a barbarism 

The company this evening included several men and women whom the 
world has heard of, and many others, beyond all question, whom it ought 
to know It would be a pleasure to introduce them upon our humble 
pages, name by name, and had we confidence enough in our own taste 
to crown each well-deserving brow according to its deserts The op- 
portunity IS tempting, but not easily manageable, and far too perilous, 
both in respect to those individuals whom w'C might bring forward, and 
the far greater number that must needs be left in the shade Ink, more- 
over, is apt to have a corrosive quality, and might chance to raise a blis- 
ter, instead of any more agreeable titillation, on skins so sensitive as 
those of artists We must therefore forego the delight of illuminating this 
chapter w'lth personal allusions to men w’hose renown glows richly on 
canvas, or gleams in the w'hite moonlight of marble 
Otherwise we might point to an artist who has studied Nature with 
such tender love that she takes him to her intimacy, enabling him to re- 
produce her m landscapes that seem the reality of a better earth, and yet 
are but the truth of the very scenes around us, observed by the painter’s 
insight and interpreted for us by his skill By Ins magic, the moon throws 
her light far out of the picture, and the crimson of the summer night abso- 
lutely glimmers on the beholder’s face Or wre might indicate a poet- 
painter, whose song has the vividness of picture, and wdiose canvas is 
peopled with angels, fairies, and w^ater-spntes, done to the ethereal life, 
because he saw them face to face in his poetic mood Or we might bow 
before an artist, who has wroug it too sincerely, too religiously, w ith too 
earnest a feeling, and too dehr ile a touch, for the world at once to recog- 
nize how much toil and thoi ^at are compressed into the stately brow' of 
Prospero, and Miranda’s maiden loveliness, or from what a depth within 
this painter’s heart the Angel is leading forth St Peter 

Thus it would be easy to go on, perpetrating a score of little epigram- 
matical allusions, like the above, all kindly meant, but none of tliem quite 
hitting the mark, and often striking wdiere they w^ere not aimed It may 
be allowable to say, however, that American art is much better represent- 
ed at Rome in the pictorial than in tlie sculpturesque department Yet 
the men of marble appear to have more weight with the public than the 
men of canvas, perhaps on account of the greater destiny and solid sub- 
stance of the material in which they work, and the sort of physical ad- 
vantage which their labors thu^ acquire over the illusive unreality of 
color To be a sculptor seems a distinction in itself, whereas a painter is 
nothing, unless individually eminent 

One sculptor there was, an Englishman, endowed with a beautiful 
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fancy, and possessing at his fingers’ ends the capability of doing beauti- 
ful things He was a quiet, simple, elderly personage, \Mth eyes brown 
and bright, under a slightly impending bron , and a Grecian profile, such 
as he might have cut with his o\\*n chisel He had spent his life, for forty 
years, in making Venuses, Cupids, Bacchuses, and a vast deal of other 
marble progeny of dream-vork, or rather frost-vork it was all a vapory 
exhalation out of the Grecian mythology, cr3'stalli7ing on the dull win- 
dow-panes of to-day Gifted iMth a more delicate pover than any other 
man alive, he had foregone to be a Christian reality, and perverted him- 
self into a Pagan idealist, whose business or efficacy, in our present world, 
it \\ould be exceedingly difficult to define And, loving and reveiencmg 
the pure material in which he wrought, as siirelj^ this admirable sculptor 
did, he had nevertheless robbed the marble of its chastity, by giving it an 
artificial warmth of hue Thus it became a sin and shame to look at his 
nude goddesses Thej' had revealed themsehes to his imagination, no 
doubt, with all their deity about them, but, bedaubed with buff-color, 
they stood forth to the eyes of tlie profane in the guise of naked women. 
But, whatever criticism ma}’- be ventured on his style, it w’as good to 
meet a man so modest and 3^et imbued with such thorough and simple 
conviction of his owm right principles and practice, and so quietly satis- 
fied that his kind of antique achievement was all that sculpture could 
effect for modern life 

This eminent person’s weight and authoritj’’ among his artistic breth- 
ren were very evident, for beginning unobtrusively to utter himself on a 
topic of art, he W'as soon the centre of a little crow’d of younger sculptors 
They drank in his wasdom, as if it would serve all the purposes of orig- 
inal inspiration, he, meanwhile, discoursing wath gentle calmness, as if 
there could possibly be no other side, and often ratifying, as it were, his 
ow^n conclusions by a mildly emphatic “Yes ” 

The veteran sculptor’s unsought audience w^as composed mostly of our 
own countrymen It is fair to say, that they w’ere a body of very dexter- 
ous and capable artists, each of whom had probably given the delighted 
public a nude statue, or had won credit for even highei skill by the nice 
carving of button-holes, shoe-ties, coat-seams, shirt-bosoms, and other 
such graceful peculiarities of modern costume Smart, practical men they 
doubtless were, and some of them far more than this, but, still, not pre- 
cisely what an uninitiated person looks for in a sculptor A sculptor, in- 
deed, to meet the demands which our preconceptions make upon him, 
should be even more indispensably a poet than those who deal in meas- 
ured verse and rhyme His material, or instrument, which serves him in 
the stead of shifting and transitory language, is a pure, white, undecaymg 
substance It insures immortality to whatever is wrought in it, and theie- 
fore makes it a religious obligation to commit no idea to its mighty guard- 
ianship, save such as may repay the marble for its faithful care, its in- 
corruptible fidelity, by warming it with an ethereal life Under this as- 
pect, marble assumes a sacred character, and no man should dare to 
touch it unless he feels within himself a certain consecration and a priest- 
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hood, the only evidence of which, for the public eye, will be the high 
treatment of heroic subjects, or the delicate evolution of spiritud, 
through material beauty 

No ideas such as the foregoing no misgivings suggested by them 
probably troubled the self-complacency of most of these clever sculptors. 
Marble, m their view, had no such sanctity as we impute to it It was 
merely a sort of white limestone from Carraia, cut into convenient blocks, 
and worth, m that state, about two or three dollars per pound, and it 
was susceptible of being wrought into certain shapes (by their own me- 
chanical ingenuity, or that of artisans in their employment) which would 
enable them to sell it again at a much higher figure Such men, on the 
strength of some small knack in handling clay, which might have been fit- 
ly employed in making wax-work, are bold to call themselves sculptors 
How terrible should be the thought, that the nude woman whom the mod- 
ern artist patches together, bit by bit, from a dozen heterogeneous models, 
meaning nothmg by her, shall last as long as the Venus of the Capitol' 
that his group of no matter what, since it has no moral or intellectual 
existence will not physically crumble any sooner than the immortal 
agony of the Laocoon' 

Yet we love the artists, in every kind , even these, whose merits we are 
not quite able to appreciate Sculptors, painters, crayon-sketchers, or 
whatever branch of aesthetics they adopted, were certainly pleasanter 
people, as we saw them that evening, than the average whom we meet in 
ordinary society They were not wholly confined within the sordid com- 
pass of practical life , they had a pursuit which, if followed faithfully out, 
would lead them to the beautiful, and always had a tendency thitherward, 
even if they lingered to gather up golden dross by the wayside Their ac- 
tual business (though they talked about it very much as other men talk 
of cotton, politics, flour-barrels, and sugar) necessarily illuminated their 
conversation with something akin to the ideal So, when the guests col- 
lected themselves in little groups, here and there in the wide saloon, a 
cheerful and airy gossip began to be heard The atmosphere ceased to be 
precisely that of common life , a faint, mellow tinge, such as we see in pic- 
tures, mingled itself with the lamplight 
This good effect was assisted by many curious little treasures of art, 
which the host had taken care to strew upon his tables They were prin- 
cipally such bits of antiquity as the soil of Rome and its neighborhood are 
still rich in, seals, gems, small figures of bronze, mediaeval carvings in 
ivory, things which had been obtained at little cost, yet might have borne 
no inconsiderable value m the museum of a virtuoso 
As interesting as any of these relics was a large portfolio of old draw- 
ings, some of which, in the opinion of their possessor, bore evidence on 
their faces of the touch of master-hands Very ragged and ill-conditioned 
they mostly were, yellow with time, and tattered with rough usage, and, 
in their best estate, the designs had been scratched rudely with pen and 
ink, on coarse paper, or, if drawn with charcoal or a pencil, were now half 
lubbeH out You would not anyhere see rougher and homelier things than 
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these But this hasty ludeness made the sketches only the more valuable , 
because the artist seemed to have bestirred himself at the pinch of the 
moment, snatching up whatever material was nearest, so as to seize the 
hist ghmpse of an idea that might vanish in the twinkling of an eye. 
Thus, by the spell of a creased, soiled, and discoloied scrap of paper, you 
were enabled to steal close to an old master, and watch him m the very 
effervescence of his genius 

According to the judgment of several connoisseurs, Raphael’s own 
hand had communicated its magnetism to one of these sketches , and, if 
genuine, it was evidently his first conception of a favorite Madonna, now 
hanging m the piivate apartment of the Grand Duke, at Florence An- 
other diawing was attributed to Leonardo da Vmci, and appeared to be a 
somewhat varied design for his picture of Modesty and Vanity, m the 
Sciarra Palace There were at least half a dozen others, to which the own- 
er assigned as high an origin It was delightful to believe m their authen- 
ticity, at all events , for these things make the spectator more vividly sen- 
sible of a gieat painter’s power, than the final glow and peifected art of 
the most consummate picture that may have been elaborated from them 
There is an effluence of divinity m the first sketch, and there, if any^vheie, 
you find the pure light of inspiration, which the subsequent toil of the ar- 
tist serves to bring out m stronger lustre, indeed, but likewise adulterates 
it with what belongs to an inferior mood The aroma and fragrance of new 
thought were perceptible m these designs, after three centuries of wear 
and tear The charm lay partly m their veiy imperfection, for this is sug- 
gestive, and sets the imagination at work, whereas, the finished picture, 
if a good one, leaves the spectator nothing to do, and, if bad, confuses 
stupefies, disenchants, and disheartens him 

Hilda was greatly interested m this rich portfolio She lingered so long 
over one particular sketch, that Miriam asked her what discovery she had 
made 

“Look at it carefully,” replied Hilda, putting the sketch into her hands 
“If you take pains to disentangle the design from those pencil-marks that 
seem to have been scrawled over it, I think you will see something very 
curious ” 

“It is a hopeless affair, I am afraid,” said Miriam “I have’neither your 
faith, dear Hilda, nor your perceptive faculty Fie! what a blurred scrawl 
it is indeed’” 

The drawing had originally been very slight, and had suffered more 
from time and hard usage than almost any other in the collection, it ap- 
peared, too, that there had been an attempt (perhaps by the veiy hand 
that drew it) to obliterate the design By Hilda’s help, however, Miriam 
pretty distinctly made out a winged figure with a drawn sword, and a 
dragon, or a demon, prostrate at his feet 

“I am convinced,” said Hilda, in a low, reverential tone, “that Guido’s 
own touches are on that ancient scrap of paper’ If so, it must be his orig- 
inal sketch for the picture of the Archangel Michael setting his foot upon 
the demon, in the Church of the Cappuccim The composition and gen- 
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eral arrangement of the sketch are the same with those of the picture, the 
only diffeience being, that the demon has a more upturned face, and 
scowls vindictively at the Archangel, who turns away his eyes in painful 
disgust ” 

“No wonder’ ” responded Miriam “The expression suits the daintiness 
of Michael’s character, as Guido represents him He never could have 
looked the demon m the face! ” 

“Miriam'” exclaimed her friend, reproachfully, “you grieve me, and 
you know it, by pretending to speak contemptuously of the most beauti- 
ful and the divinest figure that mortal painter ever drew ” 

“Forgive me, Hilda'” said Miriam “You take these matters more re- 
ligiously than I can, for my life Guido’s Archangel is a fine picture, of 
course, but it never impressed me as it does you ” 

“Well, we will not talk of that,” answered Hilda “Yliat I anted you 
to notice, in this sketch, is the face of the demon It is entirely unlike the 
demon of the finished picture Guido, you know, ah^ays affirmed that the 
resemblance to Cardinal Pamfih w^as either casual or imaginary Now, 
here is the face as he first conceived it.” 

“And a more energetic demon, altogether, than that of the finished pic- 
ture,” said Kenyon, taking the sketch into his hand “What a spirit is con- 
veyed into the ugliness of this strong, \vrithing, squirming dragon, under 
the Archangel’s foot' Neither is the face an impossible one Upon my 
word, I have seen it somew'here, and on the shoulders of a living man ' ” 

“And so have I,” said Hilda “It w'as w’hat struck me from the first ” 

“Donatello, look at this face! ” cried Kenyon 

The young Italian, as may be supposed, took little interest in matters 
of art, and seldom or never ventured an opinion respecting them After 
holding the sketch a single instant m his hand, he flung it from him with a 
shudder of disgust and repugnance, and a frown that had all the bitter- 
ness of hatred 

“I know the face well ' ” whispered he “It is Miriam’s model ! ” 

It was acknowledged both by Kenyon and Hilda that they had de- 
tected, or fancied, the resemblance which Donatello so strongly affirmed, 
and it added not a little to the grotesque and weird character w'hich, half 
playfully, half seriously, they assigned to Miriam’s attendant, to think of 
him as personating the demon’s part in a picture of more than two cen- 
turies ago Had Guido, m his effort to imagine the utmost of sm and mis- 
ery, which his pencil could represent, hit ideally upon just this face? Or 
was it an actual portrait of somebody, that haunted the old master, as 
Miriam was haunted now^ Did the ominous shadow follow him through 
all the sunshine of his earlier career, and into the gloom that gathered 
about its close'^ And when Guido died, did the spectre betake himself to 
those ancient sepulchres, there aw^aiting a new victim, till it w'as Miriam’s 
ill-hap to encounter him? 

“I do not acknowledge the resemblance at all,” said Miriam, looking 
mrrowly at the sketch, “and, as I have drawn the face twenty times, I 
think you will own that I am the best judge ” 
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A discussion here arose, in reference to Guido’s Archangel, and it was 
agreed that these four friends should visit the Church of the Cappuccini 
the next morning, and critically examine the picture in question, the simi- 
larity between it and the sketch being, at all events, a very curious cir- 
cumstance 

It was now a little past ten o’clock, when some of the company, who 
had been standing in a balcony, declared the moonlight to be resplendent. 
They proposed a ramble through the streets, taking m their way some of 
those scenes of rum which produced their best effects under the splendor 
of the Italian moon. 


CHAPTER XVI 

A Moonlight Ramble 

Tkh proposal for a moonlight ramble was received with acclamation by 
all the younger portion of the company They immediately set forth and 
descended from story to story, dimly lighting their^ay by waxen tapers, 
which are a necessary equipment to those whose thoroughfare, in the 
night-time, lies up and down a Roman staircase Emerging from the court- 
yard of the edifice, they looked upward and saw the sky full of light, 
which seemed to have a delicate purple or crimson lustre, or, at least, 
some richer tinge than the cold, white moonshine of other skies It 
gleamed over the front of the opposite palace, showing the architectural 
ornaments of its cornice and pillared portal, as well as the iron-barred 
basement-windows, that gave such a pnson-like aspect to the structure, 
and the shabbmess and squalor that lay along its base A cobbler was just 
shutting up his little shop, in the basement of the palace, a cigar-vender’s 
lantern flared in the blast that came through the archway, a French sen- 
tinel paced to and fro before the portal , a homeless dog, that haunted 
thereabouts, barked as obstreperously at the party as if he were the do- 
mestic guardian of the precmcb 

The air was quietly full of the noise of falling water, the cause of which 
was nowhere visible, though apparently near at hand This pleasant, nat- 
ural sound, not unlike that of a distant cascade in the forest, may be 
heard in many of the Roman streets and piazzas, when the tumult of the 
city IS hushed, for consuls, emperors, and popes, the great men of every 
age, have found no better way of immortalizing their memories, than by 
the shifting, indestructible, ever new, yet unchanging, upgush and down- 
fall of water They have written their names m that unstable element, and 
proved it a more durable record than brass or marble 

“Donatello, you had better take one of those gay, boyish artists for 
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your companion,” said Miriam, when she found the Italian youth at her 
side “I am not now m a merry mood, as when n e set all the world a-danc- 
mg the other afternoon, m the Borghese grounds ” 

“I never wish to dance any more,” answeied Donatello 
“What a melancholy was in that tone!” exclaimed hliiiam “You are 
getting spoilt in this dreaiy Rome, and will be as wise and as wretched as 
all the rest of mankind, unless you go back soon to your Tuscan vine- 
yards Well, give me your arm then* But take care that no fnskiness 
comes over you We must walk evenly and heavily to-night! ” 

The party arranged itself according to its natural affinities or casual 
likings, a sculptoi generally choosing a painter, and a painter a sculptor, 
for his companion, in preference to brethren of their oivn art Kenyon 
would gladly have taken Hilda to himself, and have drawn her a little 
aside from the throng of merry wayfarers But she kept near Miriam, and 
seemed, in her gentle and quiet way, to decline a separate alliance either 
with him or any other of her acquaintances 
So they set forth, and had gone but a little way, w’hen the narrow street 
emerged into a piazza, on one side of W'hich glistening, and dimpling in 
the moonlight, w^as the most famous fountain in Rome Its murmur not 
to say its uproar had been m the ears of the company, ever since they 
came into the open air It was the Fountain of Trcvi, which draws its piec- 
lous water from a source far beyond the w^alls, whence it flows hitherward 
through old subterranean aqueducts, and sparkles forth as pure as the vir- 
gin who first led Agrippa to its well-spring, by her father’s door 

“I shall sip as much of this water as the hollow of my hand will hold,” 
said Miriam “I am leaving Rome in a few' days, and the tradition goes, 
that a parting draught at the Fountain of Trevi insures the traveller’s re- 
turn, whatever obstacles and improbabilities may seem to beset him. Will 
you drink, Donatello?” 

“Signorina, what you drink, I drink,” said the youth 
They and the rest of the party descended some steps to the winter’s 
brim and, after a sip or two, stood gazing at the absurd design of the 
fountain, where some sculptor of Bernini’s school had gone absolutely 
mad in marble It was a great palace-front, wuth niches and many bas-re- 
liefs, out of which looked Agiippa’s legendary virgin, and several of the 
allegoric sisterhood, while, at the base, appeared Neptune, with his floun- 
dering steeds, and Tritons blowing their horns about him, and tw'enty 
other artificial fantasies, which the calm moonlight soothed into better 
taste than was native to them 

And, aftei all, it was as magnificent a piece of work as ever human skill 
contrived At the foot of the palatial fagade was strown, wuth caieful art 
and ordered irregularity, a broad and broken heap of massive rock, look- 
ing as if it might have lam there since the deluge Over a central precipice 
fell the water, in a semicircular cascade, and from a hundred crevices, on 
all sides, snowy jets gushed up, and streams spouted out of the mouths 
and nostrils of stone monsters, and fell in glistening drops, wdiile other 
rivulets, that had run wild, came leaping from one rude step to another 
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over stones that were mossy, slimy, and green with sedge, because, in a 
century of their wild play. Nature had adopted the Fountain of Trevi, 
with all its elaborate devices, for her own Finally, the water, tumbling, 
sparkling, and dashing, with joyous haste and never-ceasing murmur 
' poured itself into a great marble-brimmed reservoir, and filled it with a 
quivering tide, on which was seen, continually, a snowy semicircle of mo 
mentary foam from the principal cascade, as well as a multitude of snow- 
points from smaller jets The basin occupied the whole breadth of the 
piazza, whence flights of steps descended to its border A boat might float, 
and make voyages from one shore to another m this mimic lake 

In the daytime, there is hardly a livelier scene m Rome than the neigh- 
borhood of the Fountain of Trevi , for the piazza is then filled with the 
stalls of vegetable and fruit-dealers, chestnut-roasters, cigar-venders, and 
other people, whose petty and wandering traffic is transacted m the open 
air It is likewise thronged with idlers, lounging over the iron railing, and 
with Forestieri, who came hither to see the famous fountain Here, also, 
are seen men with buckets, urchins with cans, and maidens (a picture as 
old as the patriarchal times) bearing their pitchers upon their heads For 
the water of Trevi is m request, far and wide, as the most refreshing 
draught for feverish lips, the pleasantest to mingle with wine, and the 
wholesomest to drink, m its native purity, that can anywhere be found 
But now, at early midnight, the piazza was a solitude , and it was a de- 
light to behold this untamable water, sporting by itself m the moonshine, 
and compelling all the elaborate trivialities of art to assume a natural as- 
pect, in accordance with its own powerful simplicity 

“\Afliat would be done with this water-power,” suggested an artist, “if 
we had it m one of our American cities? Would they employ it to turn the 
machinery of a cotton-mill, I wonder?” 

“The good people would pull down those rampant marble deities,” said 
Kenyon, “and, possibly, they would give me a commission to carve the 
one-and-thirty (is that the number?) sister States, each pouring a silver 
stream from a separate can into one vast basin, which should represent 
the grand reservoir of national prosperity ” 

“Or, if they wanted a bit of satire,” remarked an English artist, “you 
could set those same one-and-thirty States to cleansing the national flag 
of any stains that it may have incurred The Roman washer-women at the 
lavatory yonder, plying their labor in the open air, would serve admirably 
as models ” 

“I have often intended to visit this fountain by moonlight,” said Mir- 
iam, “because it was here that the interview took place between Connne 
and Lord Neville, after their separation and temporary estrangement 
Pray come behind me, one of you, and let me try whether the face can be 
recognized in the water ” 

Leaning over the stone brim of the basin, she heard footsteps stealing 
behind her, and knew that somebody was looking over her shoulder The 
moonshine fell directly behind Miriam, illuminating the palace-front and 
the whole scene of statues and rocks, and filling the basin, as it "were, with 
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tremulous and palpable light Cormne, it will be remembered, knew Lord 
Neville by the reflection of his face m the water In Miriam’s case, how- 
ever (owing to the agitation of the water, its transparency, and the angle 
at which she was compelled to lean over), no reflected image appeared, 
nor, from the same causes, would it have been possible for the recognition 
between Cormne and her lover to take place The moon, indeed, flung 
Miriam’s shadow at the bottom of the basin, as well as two more shadows 
of persons who had followed her, on either side 

“Three shadows'” exclaimed Miriam “Three separate shadows, all so 
black and heavy that they sink m the water 1 There they he on the bot- 
tom, as if all three were drowned together This shadow on my right is 
Donatello, I know him by his curls, and the turn of his head My left- 
hand companion puzzles me, a shapeless mass, as indistinct as the pre- 
monition of calamity ' Which of you can it be? Ah ' ” 

She had turned round, while speaking, and saw beside her the strange 
creature, whose attendance on her was already familiar, as a marvel and 
a jest, to the whole company of artists A general burst of laughter fol- 
lowed the recognition, while the model leaned towards Miriam, as she 
shrank from him, and muttered something that was inaudible to those 
who witnessed the scene By his gestures, however, they concluded that 
he was inviting her to bathe her hands 
“He cannot be an Italian, at least not a Roman,” observed an artist. 
“I never knew one of them to care about ablution See him now' It is as if 
he were trying to wash off the time-stams and earthly soil of a thousand 
years'” 

Dipping his hands into the capacious washbowl before him, the model 
rubbed them together with the utmost vehemence Ever and anon, too, he 
peeped into the water, as if expecting to see the whole Fountain of Trevi 
turbid with the results of his ablution Miriam looked at him, some little 
time, with an aspect of real tenor, and even imitated him by leaning over 
to peep into the basin Recovering herself, she took up some of the water 
in the hollow of her hand, and practised an old form of exorcism by fling- 
mg it in her persecutor’s face 

“In the name of all the Saints,” cried she, “vanish, Demon, and let me 
be free of you now and forever' ” 

“It will not suffice,” said some of the mirthful party, “unless the Foun- 
tain of Trevi gushes with holy water ” 

In fact, the exorcism was quite ineffectual upon the pertinacious demon^ 
or whatever the apparition might be Still he v/ashed his brown, bony ta- 
lons, still he peered into the vast basin, as if all the water of that gieat 
drmking-cup of Rome must needs be stained black or sanguine, and still 
he gesticulated to Miriam to follow his example The spectators laughed 
loudly, but yet with a kind of constraint, for the creature’s aspect was 
strangely repulsive and hideous 

Miriam felt her arm seized violently by Donatello She looked at him, 
and beheld a tiger-like fury gleaming from his wild eyes 
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“Bid me drown him' ” whispered he, shuddering between rage and hor- 
rible disgust “You shall hear his death-gurgle in another instant' ” 

“Peace, peace, Donatello'” said Miriam, soothingly, for this naturally 
gentle and sportive being seemed all aflame with animal rage “Do him no 
mischief ' He is mad , and we are as mad as he, if w^e suffer ourselves to be 
disquieted by his antics Let us leave him to bathe his hands till the foun- 
tam run dry, if he find solace and pastime m it What is it to you or me, 
Donatello^ There, there' Be quiet, foolish boy ' ” 

Her tone and gesture were such as she might have used in taming dow'n 
the wrath of a faithful hound, that had taken upon himself to avenge 
some supposed affront to his mistress She smoothed the young man’s 
curls (for his fierce and sudden fury seemed to bristle among his hair), 
and touched his cheek wuth her soft palm, till his angry mood was a little 
assuaged 

“Signorma, do I look as when you first knew me?” asked he, with a 
heavy, tremulous sigh, as they went onward, somew'hat apart from their 
companions “Methinks there has been a change upon me, these many 
months, and more and more, these last few days The joy is gone out of 
my life , all gone ' all gone ' Feel my hand ' Is it not very hot^ Ah , and my 
heart burns hotter still ' ” 

“My poor Donatello, you are ill'” said Miriam, with deep sympathy 
and pity “This melancholy and sickly Rome is stealing away the rich, 
j'oyous life that belongs to you Go back, my dear friend, to your home 
among the hills, where (as I gather from w'hat you have told me) your 
days were filled with simple and blameless delights Have you found 
aught in the w^orld that is worth what you there enjoyed^ Tell me truly, 
Donatello 1” 

“Yes ' ” replied the young man 

“And what, in Heaven’s name^” asked she 

“This burning pain m my heart,” said Donatello, “for you are in the 
midst of it ” 

By this time, they had left the Fountain of Trevi considerably behind 
them Little further allusion was made to the scene at its margin , for the 
party regarded Miriam’s persecutor as diseased m his wits, and were 
hardly to be surprised by an eccentricity in his deportment 

Threading several narrow steets, they passed though the Piazza of the 
Holy Apostles, and soon came to Trajan’s Forum All over the surface of 
what once was Rome, it seems to be the effort of Time to bury up the an- 
cient city, as if it were a corpse, and he the sexton , so that, in eighteen 
centuries, the soil over its grave has grown very deep, by the slow scatter- 
ing of dust, and the accumulation of more modern decay upon older rum. 

This was the fate, also, of Trajan’s Forum, until some papal antiquary, 
a few hundred years ago, began to hollow it out again, and disclosed the 
full height of the gigantic column wreathed round with bas-reliefs of the 
old emperor’s warlike deeds In the area before it stands a grove of stone, 
consisting of the broken and unequal shafts of a vanished temple, still 
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keeping a majestic order, and apparently incapable of further demolition 
The modern edifices of the piazza (wholly built, no doubt, out of the spoil 
of its old magnificence) look down into the hollow space whence these pil- 
lars rise 

One of the immense gray granite shafts lay .in the piazza, on the verge 
of the area It was a great, solid fact of the Past, making old Rome ac- 
tually sensible to the touch and eye, and no study of history, nor force of 
thought, nor magic of song, could so vitally assure us that Rome once 
existed, as this sturdy specimen of what its rulers and people wrought 
“And see' ” said Kenyon, laying his hand upon it, “there is still a polish 
remaining on the hard substance of the pillar, and even now, late as it is, 
I can feel very sensibly the warmth of the noonday sun, which did its best 
to heat It through This shaft will endure forever The polish of eighteen 
centuries ago, as yet but half rubbed off, and the heat of to-day’s sun- 
shine, lingering into the night, seem almost equally ephemeral m relation 
to it ” 

“There is comfort to be found m the pillar,” remarked Miriam, “hard 
and heavy as it is L3ang here forever, as it will, it makes all human 
trouble appear but a momentary annoyance ” 

“And human happiness as evanescent too,” observed Hilda, sighing, 
“and beautiful art hardly less so’ I do not love to think that this dull 
stone, merely by its massiveness, will last infinitely longer than any pic- 
ture, m spite of the spiritual life that ought to give it immortality’ ” 

“My poor little Hilda,” said Miriam, kissing her compassionately, 
“would you sacrifice this greatest mortal consolation, which we derive 
from the transitonness of all things, from the right of saying, in every 
conjecture, ‘This, too, will pass away,’ would you give up this unspeak- 
able boon, for the sake of making a picture eternal 

Their moralizing strain was interrupted by a demonstration from the 
rest of the party, who, after tallying and laughing together, suddenly 
joined their voices, and shouted at full pitch, 

“Trajan’ Trajan’” 

“Why do you deafen us with such an uproar^” inquired Miriam 
In truth, the whole piazza had been filled with their idle vociferation 
the echoes from the surrounding houses reverberating the cry of “Tra- 
jan,” on all sides , as if there was a great search for that imperial person- 
age, and not so much as a handful of his ashes to be found 

“Why, it was a good opportunity to air our voices in this resounding 
piazza,” replied one of the artists “Besides, we had really some hopes of 
summoning Trajan to look at his column, which, you know, he never saw 
in his lifetime Here is your model (who, they say, lived and sinned before 
Trajan’s death) still wandering about Rome, and why not the Emperor 
Trajan?” 

“Dead emperors have very little delight in their columns, I am afraid,” 
observed Kenyon “All that rich sculpture of Trajan’s bloody warfare, 
twining from the base of the pillar to its capital, may be but an ugly spec- 
tacle for his ghostly eyes, if he considers that this huge, storied shaft must 
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be laid before the judgment-seat, as a piece of the evidence of what he did 
in the flesh If ever I am employed to sculpture a hero’s monument, I shall 
think of this, as I put m the bas-reliefs of the pedestal > ” 

“There are sermons in stones,” said Hilda, thoughtfully, smiling at 
Kenjmn’s morality, “and especially in the stones of Rome ” 

The party moved on, but deviated a little from the straight way, in or- 
der to glance at the ponderous remains of the temple of Mars Ultor, with- 
in which a convent of nuns is now established, a dove-cote, m the wai- 
god’s mansion At only a little distance, they passed the portico of a Tem- 
ple of Minerva, most rich and beautiful in architecture, but wofully 
gnawed by time and shattered by violence, besides being buried midway 
in the accumulation of soil, that rises over dead Rome like a flood-tide 
Within this edifice of antique sanctity, a baker’s shop was now estab- 
lished, with an entrance on one side, for, everywhere, the remnants of old 
grandeur and divinity have been made available for the meanest neces- 
sities of to-day 

“The baker is just drawing his loaves out of the oven,” remarked Ken- 
yon “Do you smell how sour they are? I should fancy that Mmeiva (in 
revenge for the desecration of her temple) had slyly poured vinegar into 
the batch, if I did not know that the modern Romans prefer their bread 
m the acetous fermentation ” 

They turned into the Via Alessandria, and thus gamed the rear of the 
Temple of Peace, and, passing beneath its great arches, pursued their way 
along a hedge-bordered lane In all piobabihty, a stately Roman street 
lay buried beneath that rustic-looking pathway, for they had now 
emerged from the close and narrow avenues of the modern city, and were 
treading on a soil where the seeds of antique grandeur had not yet pro- 
duced the squalid crop that elsewhere sprouts from them Grassy as the 
lane was, it skirted along heaps of shapeless rum, and the bare site of the 
vast temple that Hadrian planned and built It terminated on the edge of 
a somewhat abrupt descent, at the foot of which, with a muddy ditch be- 
tween, rose, in the bright moonlight, the great curving wall and multi- 
tudinous arches of the Coliseum. 


CHAPTER XVII 

Miriam’s Trouble 

As usual of a moonlight evening, several carriages stood at the entrance 
of this famous rum, and the precincts and interior were anything but a 
solitude The French sentinel on duty beneath the principal archway eyed 
our party curiously, but offered no obstacle to their admission Within, 
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the moonlight filled and flooded the great empty space, it glowed upon 
tier above tier of ruined, grass-grown arches, and made them even too dis- 
tinctly visible The splendoi of the revelation took away that inestimable 
effect of dimness and mystery by which the imagination might be assisted 
to build a grander structure than the Coliseum, and to shatter it with a 
more picturesque decay Byron’s celebrated description is better than the 
reality He beheld the scene in his mind’s eye, through the witchery of 
many intervening years, and faintly illuminated it as if with starlight in- 
stead of this broad glow of moonshine 

The party of our friends sat down, three 01 four of them on a prostrate 
column, another on a shapeless lump of marble, once a Roman altar, oth- 
ers on the steps of one of the Christian shrines Goths and barbarians 
though they were, they chatted as gayly together as if they belonged to 
the gentle and pleasant race of people who now inhabit Italy There was 
much pastime and gayety ]ust then m the area of the Coliseum, where so 
many gladiators and wild beasts had fought and died, and where so much 
blood of Christian martyrs had been lapped up by that fiercest of wild 
beasts, the Roman populace of yore Some youths and maidens were run- 
ning merry races across the open space, and playing at hide-and-seek a 
little way within the duskiness of the ground-tier of arches, whence now 
and then you could hear the half-shriek, half-laugh of a frolicsome girl, 
whom the shadow had betrayed into a young man’s arms Elder groups 
were seated on the fragments of pillars and blocks of marble that lay 
round the verge of the arena, talking m the quick, short ripple of the Ital- 
ian tongue On the steps of the great black cross m the centre of the Colis- 
eum sat a party singing scraps of songs, with much laughter and merri- 
ment between the stanzas 

It was a strange place for song and mirth That black cross marks one 
of the special blood-spots of the earth where, thousands of times over, the 
trying gladiator fell, and more of human agony has been endured for the 
mere pastime of the multitude than on the breadth of many battle-fields 
From all this crime and suffering, however, the spot has derived a more 
than common sanctity An inscription promises seven years’ indulgence, 
seven years of remission from the pains of purgatory, and earlier enjoy- 
ment of heavenly bliss, for each separate kiss imprinted on the black 
cross What better use could be made of life, after middle-age, when the 
accumulated sins are many and the remaining temptations few, than to 
spend it all m kissing the black cross of the Coliseum ' 

Besides its central consecration, the whole area has been made sacred 
by a range of shrines, which are erected round the circle, each commem- 
orating some scene or circumstance of the Saviour’s passion and suffering 
In accordance with an oidmary custom a pilgrim was making his progress 
from shrine to shrine upon his knees, and saying a penitential prayer at 
each Light-footed girls ran across the path along which he crept, or sport- 
ed with their friends close by the shrines where he was kneeling The pil- 
grim took no heed, and the girls meant no irreverence, for in Italy religion 
jostles along side by side with business and sport, after a fashion of its 



THE MARBLE FAXJN 679 

own, and people are accustomed to kneel down and pray, or see others 
praying, between two fits of merriment, or between two sms 

To make an end of our description, a red twinkle of light was visible 
amid the breadth of shadow that fell across the upper part of the Coli- 
seum Now it glimmered through a line of arches, or threw a broader 
gleam as it rose out of some profound abyss of rum, now it was muffled 
by a heap of shrubbery which had adventurously clambered to that dizzy 
height, and so the red light kept ascending to loftier and loftier ranges of 
the structure, until it stood like a star where the blue sky rested against 
the Coliseum’s topmost wall It indicated a party of English or Americans 
paying the inevitable visit by moonlight, and exalting themselves with 
raptures that were B3n:on’s, not their own 

Our company of artists sat on the fallen column, the pagan altar, and 
the steps of the Christian shrine, enjoying the moonlight and shadow, the 
present gayety and the gloomy reminiscences of the scene, m almost equal 
share Artists, indeed, are lifted by the ideality of their pursuits a little 
'way off the earth, and are therefore able to catch the evanescent fragrance 
that floats in the atmosphere of life above the heads of the ordinary crowd 
Even if they seem endowed with little imagination individually, yet there 
is a property, a gift, a talisman, common to their class, entitling them to 
partake somewhat more bountifully than other people in the thin delights 
of moonshine and romance 

‘‘How delightful this is>” said Hilda, and she sighed for very pleasuie 
“Yes,” said Kenyon, who sat on the column, at her side “The Coliseum 
is far more delightful, as we enjoy it now, than when eighty thousand per- 
sons sat squeezed together, row above row, to see their fellow-creatures 
torn by lions and tigers limb from limb What a strange thought that the 
Coliseum was really built for us, and has not come to its best uses till al- 
most two thousand years after it was finished ' ” 

“The Emperor Vespasian scarcely had us m his mind,” said Hilda, 
smiling , “but I thank him none the less for building it ” 

“He gets small thanks, I fear, from the people whose bloody instincts 
he pampered,” rejoined Kenyon “Fancy a nightly assemblage of eight}'- 
thousand melancholy and remorseful ghosts, looking down from those 
tiers of broken arches, striving to repent of the savage pleasures which 
they once enjoyed, but still longing to enjoy them over again ” 

“You bring a Gothic horror into this peaceful moonlight scene,” said 
Hilda 

“Nay, I have good authority for peopling the Coliseum with phan- 
toms,” replied the sculptor “Do you remember that veritable scene m 
Benvenuto Cellini’s autobiography, in which a necromancer of his ac- 
quaintance draws a magic circle just where the black cross stands now, I 
suppose and raises myriads of demons^ Benvenuto saw them with his 
own eyes, giants, pygmies, and other creatures of frightful aspect, 
capering and dancing on yonder walls Those spectres must have been 
Romans, in their lifetime, and frequenters of this bloody amphitheatre ” 
“I see a spectre, now'” said Hilda, with a little dirill of uneasiness 
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“Have you watched that pilgrim, who is going round the whole circle of 
shrines, on his knees, and praying with such fervency at every one? Now 
that he has revolved so far in his orbit, and has the moonshine on his face 
as he turns towards us, methmks I lecognize him ' ” 

“And so do I,” said Kenyon “Poor Miriam! Do you think she sees 
him?” 

They looked round, and perceived that Miriam had risen from the 
steps of the shrine and disappeared She had shrunk back, in fact, into the 
deep obscurity of an arch that opened just behind them 

Donatello, whose faithful watch was no more to be eluded than that of 
a hound, had stolen after her, and became the innocent witness of a spec- 
tacle that had its own kind of horror Unav are of his presence, and fancy- 
ing herself wholly unseen, the beautiful jMiriam began to gesticulate ex- 
travagantly, gnashing her teeth, flinging her arms wildly abroad, stamp- 
ing with her foot It was as if she had stepped aside for an instant, solely 
to snatch the relief of a brief fit of madness Persons in acute trouble, or 
laboring under strong excitement, with a necessity for concealing it, are 
prone to relieve their nerves m this wild w’ay, although, when practicable, 
they find a more effectual solace m shrieking aloud 
Thus, as soon as she threw off her self-control, under the dusky arches 
of the Coliseum, we may consider Miriam as a mad woman, concentrating 
the elements of a long insanity into that instant 
“Signorma' signorina' have pity on me’ ” cried Donatello, approaching 
her, “this is too terrible' ” 

“How dare you look at me ' ” exclaimed Miriam, with a start , tlien, 
whispering below her breath, “men have been struck dead for a less of- 
fence!” 

“If you desire it, or need it,” said Donatello, humbly, “I shall not be 
loath to die ” 

“Donatello,” said Miriam, coming close to the young man, and speak- 
ing low, but still the almost insanity of the moment vibrating in her voice, 
“if you love yourself , if you desire those earthly blessings, such as you, of 
all men, were made for, if you would come to a good old age among your 
olive-orchards and your Tuscan vines, as your forefathers did, if you 
would leave children to enjoy the same peaceful, happy, innocent life, 
then flee from me Look not behind you ' Get you gone without another 
word ” He gazed sadly at her, but did not stir “I tell you,” Miriam w'ent 
on, “there is a great evil hanging over me' I know it, I see it in the sky, I 
feel it m the air ' It will overwhelm me as utterly as if this arch should 
crumble down upon our heads ' It will crush you, too, if you stand at my 
side' Depart, then, and make the sign of the cross, as your faith bids you, 
when an evil spirit is nigh Cast me off, or you are lost forever ” 

A higher sentiment brightened upon Donatello’s face than had hitherto 
seemed to belong to^its simple expression and sensuous beauty 
'T will never quit you,” he said, “you cannot drive me from you ” 

“Poor Donatello'” said Miriam, m a changed tone, and rather to her- 
self than him “Is there no o*^her that seeks me out, follows me, is ob- 
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stinate to share my affliction and my doom, but only you ' They call me 
beautiful , and I used to fancy that, at my need, I could bring tlie whole 
world to my feet And lo > here is my utmost need , and my beauty and my 
gifts have brought me only this poor, simple boy Half-witted, they call 
him, and surely fit for nothing but to be happy And I accept his aid> To- 
morrow, to-morrow, I will tell him all! Ah' what a sin to stain his joyous 
nature with the blackness of a woe like mine ' ” 

She held out her hand to him, and smiled sadlj'’ as Donatello pressed it 
to his lips They were now about to emerge from tlie depth of the arch , 
but, just then, the kneeling pilgrim, in his revolution round the orbit of 
the shrines, had reached the one on the steps of which Miriam had been 
sitting There, as at the other shrines, he prayed, or seemed to pi ay It 
struck Kenyon, however, vho sat close by, and saw his face distinctly, 

that the suppliant was merely performing an enjoined penance, and 
without the penitence that ought to have given it effectual life Even as 
he knelt, his eyes wandered, and Miriam soon felt that he had detected 
her, half hidden as she was within the obscurity of the arch 

“He is evidently a good Catholic, however,” whispered one of the party 
“After all, I fear we cannot identify him with the ancient pagan who 
haunts the catacombs ” 

“The doctors of the Propaganda may have converted him,” said an- 
other, “they have had fifteen hundred years to perform the task ” 

The company now deemed it time to contmue their ramble Emerging 
from a side entrance of the Coliseum, they had on their left' the Arch of 
Constantine, and, above it, the shapeless rums of the Palace of the Caes- 
ars , portions of which have taken shape anew, in mediaeval convents and 
modem villas They turned their faces cityward, and, treading over the 
broad flagstones of the old Roman pavement, passed through the Arch of 
Titus The moon shone brightly enough within it, to show the seven- 
branched Jewish candlestick, cut m the marble of the interior The orig- 
inal of that awful trophy lies buried, at this moment, in the yellow mud of 
the Tiber, and, could its gold of Ophir again be brought to light, it would 
be the most precious relic of past ages, m the estimation of both Jew and 
Gentile 

Standing amid so much ancient dust, it is difficult to spare the reader 
the commonplaces of enthusiasm, on which hundreds of tourists have al- 
ready insisted Over this half-worn pavement, and beneath this Arch of 
Titus, the Roman armies had trodden in their outward march, to fight 
battles, a world’s width away Returning victorious, with royal captives 
and inestimable spoil, a Roman triumph, that most gorgeous pageant of 
earthly pride, had streamed and flaunted in hundred-fold succession over 
these same flagstones, and through this yet stalwart archway It is politic, 
however, to make few allusions to such a past, nor, if we would create an 
interest m the characters of our story, is it wise to suggest how Cicero’s 
foot may have stepped on yonder stone, or how Horace was wont to stroll 
near by, makmg his footsteps chime with the measure of the ode that was 
rmging in his mind The very ghosts of that massive and stately epoch 
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have so much density that the actual people of to-day seem the thinner of 
the two, and stand more ghostlike by the arches and columns, letting the 
rich sculpture be discerned through their ill-compacted substance 

The party kept onward, often meeting pairs and groups of midnight 
strollers like themselves On such a moonlight night as this, Rome keeps 
Itself awalce and stirring, and is full of song and pastime, the noi'^c of 
which mingles with your dreams, if you have gone betimes to bed But it 
is better to be abroad, and take our ovn share of tlie enjoyable time, for 
the languor what weighs so heavily in the Roman atmosphere by day is 
lightened beneath the moon and stais 

They had now i cached the precincts of the Forum 


CHAPTLR xvm 

On the Edge or a Precipice 

^Tet us settle it,” said Kenyon, stamping his foot firmly down, “that this 
is precisely the spot w’here the chasm opened, into which Curtius precipi- 
tated his good^steed and himself Imagine the great, dusky gap, impene- 
trably deep, and with half-shaped monsters and hideous faces looming up- 
ward out of it, to the vast affright of the good citirens w'ho peeped over 
the brim' There, now, is a subject, hitherto iinthought of, for a grim and 
ghastly story, and, methinks, wath a moral as deep as the gulf itself With- 
in it, beyond a question, there were prophetic visions, intimations of all 
the future calamities of Rome, shades of Goths, and Gauls, and even of 
the French soldiers of to-day It w’as a pity to close it up so soon ' I would 
give much for a peep into such a chasm ” 

“I fancy,” remarked Miriam, “that every person takes a peep into it in 
moments of gloom and despondency, that is to say, in his moments of 
deepest insight ” 

“\Wiere is it, then?” asked Hilda “I never'peeped into it ” 

“Wait, and it will open for you,” replied her friend “The chasm was 
merely one of the orifices of that pit of blackness that lies beneath us, 
everywhere The firmest substance of human happiness is but a thin crust 
spread over it, with just reality enough to bear up the illusive stage-scen- 
ery amid which we tread It needs no earthquake to open the chasm A 
footstep, a little heavier than ordinary, will serve, and we must step very 
daintily, not to break through the crust at any moment By and by, w'e in- 
evitably sink ' It was a foolish piece of heroism in Curtius to precipitate 
himself there, in advance, for ^1 Rome, you see, has been sw^allowed up 
in that gulf, in spite of him The Palace of the Caesars has gone down 
thither, with a hollow, rumbling sound of its fragments' All the temples 



THE MARBLE FAUN 


683 

have tumbled into it, and thousands of statues have been thrown after' 
All the armies and the triumphs have inarched into the great chasm, with 
their martial music playing, as thej^ stepped over the brink All the heroes, 
the statesmen, and the poets' All piled upon poor Curtius, who thought to 
have saved tliem all ' I am loath to smile at the self-conceit of that gallant 
horseman, but cannot well avoid it ” 

“It grieves me to hear 5mu speak thus, Miriam,” said Hilda, whose nat- 
ural and cheerful piety w’as shocked hy her friend’s gloomy view of hu- 
man destinies “It seems to me that there is no chasm, nor any hideous 
emptiness under our feet, except w^hat the evil wnthm us digs If there be 
such a chasm, let us bridge it over with good thoughts and deeds, and we 
shall tread safely to the other side It w^as the guilt of Rome, no doubt, 
that caused this gulf to open, and Curtius filled it up with his heroic self- 
sacrifice and patriotism, w’hich w'as the best virtue that the old Romans 
knew Every w'rong thing makes the gulf deeper, every right one helps to 
fill it up As the evil of Rome w^as far more than its good, the w'hole com- 
monwealth finally sank into it, indeed, but of no original necessity ” 

“Well, Hilda, it came to the same thing at last,” answ^ered Miriam, 
despondingly 

“Doubtless, too,” resumed the sculptor (for his imagination w'as great- 
ly excited by the idea of this w'ondrous chasm) , “all the blood that the Ro- 
mans shed, whether on battle-fields, or in the Coliseum, or on the cross, 
m whatever public or private murder, ran into this fatal gulf, and 
formed a mighty subterranean lake of gore, right beneath our feet The 
blood from the thirty wounds in Caesar’s breast flowed hitherward, and 
that pure little rivulet from Virginia’s bosom, too' Virginia, beyond all 
question, w^as stabbed by her father, piecisely where we are standing ” 
“Then the spot is hallow'ed forever' ” said Hilda 
“Is there such blessed potency m bloodshed?” asked Miriam “Nay, 
Hilda, do not protest' I take your meaning rightly ” 

They again moved forward And still, fiom the Forum and the Via Sa- 
cra, from beneath the arches of the Temple of Peace on one side, and the 
acclivity of the Palace of the Caesars on the other, there arose singing 
voices of parties that were strolling through the moonlight Thus, the air 
was full of kindred melodies that encountered one another, and twined 
themselves into a broad, vague music, out of which no single strain could 
be disentangled These good examples, as well as the harmonious influ- 
ences of the hour, incited our artist-friends to make proof of tlieir own vo- 
cal powers With what skill and breath they had, they set up a choral 
strain, “Hail, Columbia'” we believe, which those old Roman echoes 
must have found it exceeding difficult to repeat aright Even Hilda poured 
the slender sweetness of her note into her country’s song Miriam was at 
first silent, being perhaps unfamiliar with the air and burden But, sud- 
denly, she threw out such a swell and gush of sound, that it seemed to per- 
vade the whole choir of other voices, and then to rise above them all, and 
become audible in what would else have been the silence of an upper re- 
gion That volume of melodious voice was one of the tokens of a great 


684 THE V/ORKS OF HAWTHORNE 

trouble There had long been an impulse upon her amounting, at last, to 
a necessity to shriek aloud, but she had stniggled against it, till the 
thunderous anthem gave hei an opportunity to relieve her heart by a 
great ciy 

They passed the solitary Column of Phocas, and looked down into the 
excavated space, where a confusion of pillars, arches, pavements, and 
shattered blocks and shafts the crumbs of various rum dropped from 
the devouring maw of Time stand, or he, at the base of the Capitohne 
Hill That renowned hillock (for it is little more) now arose abruptly 
above them The ponderous masonry, with which the hill-side is built up, 
is as old as Rome itself, and looks likely to endure while the world retains 
any substance or permanence It once sustained the Capitol, and now 
bears up the great pile which the mediaeval builders raised on the antique 
foundation, and that still loftier tower, which looks abioad upon a larger 
page of deeper historic interest than any other scene can show On the 
same pedestal of Roman masonry, other structures will doubtless rise, 
and vanish like ephemeral things 

To a spectator on the spot, it is remarkable that the events of Roman 
history, and Roman life itself, appear not so distant as the Gothic ages 
which succeeded them We stand in the Forum, or on the height of the 
Capitol, and seem to see the Roman epoch close at hand \^'e forget that 
a chasm extends between it and ourselves, in which he all those dark, 
lude, unlettered centuries, around the birth-time of Christianity, as well 
as the age of chivalry and romance, the feudal system, and the infancy of 
a bettei civilization than that of Rome Or, if w'e remember these mediai- 
val times, they look further off than the Augustan age The reason may 
be, that the old Roman liteiature survives, and creates for us an intimacy 
with the classic ages, which w'e have no means of forming w’ltli the sub- 
sequent ones 

The Italian climate, moreover, lobs age of its reverence and makes it 
look newer than it is Not the Coliseum, nor tlie tombs of the Appian 
Way, nor the oldest pillar in the Foium, nor any other Roman luin, lie it 
as dilapidated as it maj’-, ever give the impression of venerable antiquity 
which we gather, along with the ivy, from the gray walls of an English 
abbey or castle And yet every brick or stone, which w'e pick up among 
the former, had fallen ages before the foundation of the latter w'as be- 
gun This IS owing to the kindliness wuth which Nature takes an English 
rum to her heart, covering it with ivy, as tenderly as Robin Redbreast 
covered the dead babes with forest leaves She strives to make it a pai t 
of herself, gradually obliterating the handwork of man, and supplanting 
it with her own mosses and trailing verdure, till she has wmn tlie whole 
structure back But, in Italy, whenever man has once hewm a stone. Na- 
ture forthwith relmquishes her right to it, and never la3^s her finger on it 
again Age after age finds it bare and naked, in the barren sunshine, and 
leaves it so Besides this natural disadvantage, too, each succeeding cen- 
tury, in Rome, has done its best to rum the very rums, so far as their 
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piclurc'quc cficcl IS conccrnrf], by stCMlinn: av.ny the marble and }tcv.p 
stone and leaxine onl> \clio\\ bncKs. vdiicli inner can look %enerablc 
1 he part}, ascended the nindmc v..iy that lead'' imm the Forum to the 
Piaaaar of llic Campid(»nbo on the •summit of the Capitolme Ildl T he\ 
stood av.hdc to contemplate' the bron/e e que^-tnan etatue of Marcus \urc- 
hu« The moonimhl gli'-tenrd eipon trace'; oi the ttildmu v,hich h.ifi once 
co\ creel both rider and ‘•tied, these ncre almost none, but the aspect of 
dicmt\ vas still pertcct clnthine the fimne as it nere v. ith an imt>crial 
robe of bebt It is the most matcstir representation of the Knn:l\ charac- 
tci that e\er the world has sun \ smht of the old heatlun emperor is 
cnoimh to create an ecaneseem s/’niimenl of lo\a1t\ c\en in a democratic 
bosom, so auirust rloes he look so fit to rule, so worth) of m.in's prn- 
foundest homairc and eibedicncc. so iiuMtabh nttractice of his love lit 
stretcher forth his hand with an air of nrand beneficence and unlimited 
aulhorit). as if iittcnm: a decree from which no appeal vas permissible, 
but in which the obedient sniiject would find Ins hi»:besi interests con- 
sulted a command that w.is in itself a benediction 

* The sculptor of this statue knew what a hint: should be, ’ obseived 
Keinon. “and knew, lil owisc. the heart of mankind, and how it craves a 
true rukr under whatever title, as a child its father ” 

‘ Oh if there were but one such man ns tins'” t'clnnncd Miriam “One 
stich man in an age anel one m all (he world, then how sj)ecdily would 
(he strife wickedness and sorrow of us poor creiturcs be relieved \\c 
would come to Inm w ith our jirncfs. whatev er thev nntdil be. cv en a poor, 
frail woman burdened with her heavy heart and lay them at his feet, 
and never need to lake them up artain The richtfid kmc; would see to .ill ’’ 
“\\'ha( an idea of the rc".il office and duty' sokI Kenvon, with a 
smile It IS a womans idea of the whole matter to perfection It is 
Hilda s. too no doubt? 

“Xo,’ answered the quiet Hilda, “I should never look for such assist- 
ance from an earthly kin" ’ 

“Hilda, my religious Hilda, whispered Miriam, suddenly drawinj? the 
girl close to her, “do you know how it is with me^ I would give all I have 
or hope my life, oh liovv freely foi one instant of j'our trust in God' 
You little guess my need of it You really thinl , then, that He sees and 
cares for us’” 

“Miriam, vmu frighten me ” 

“Hush, hush! do not let them hcai you' ’ whispeied Miriam “I 
frighten 3 mu, you sa}^ for Heavens sake, how? Am T strange’ is there 
anything wild in my behavior?” 

“Only foi that moment,” replied Hilda, “because you seemed to doubt 
God’s providence ” 

“We will talk of that another time,” said her friend “Just now it is 
veiy dark to me ” 

On the left of the Piazza of the Campidoglio, as you face citywaid, and 
at the head of the long and stately flight of steps descending fiom the 
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Capitolme Hill to the level of lower Rome, there is a narrow lane or pass- 
age Into this the party of our friends now turned The path ascended a 
little, and ran along under the walls of a palace, but soon passed through 
a gateway, and terminated m a small paved court-yard It was bordered 
by a low parapet 

The spot, for some reason or other, impressed them as exceedingly lone- 
ly On one side was the great height of the palace, with the moonshine 
falling over it, and showing all the windows barred and shuttered Not a 
human eye could look down into the little courtyard, even if the seem- 
ingly deserted palace had a tenant On all other sides of its narrow com- 
pass there was nothing but the parapet, which as it now appeared was 
built right on the edge of a steep precipice Gazing from its imminent 
brow, the party beheld a crowded confusion of roofs spreading over the 
whole space between them and the line of hills that lay beyond the Tiber 
A long, misty wreath, just dense enough to catch a little of the moonshine, 
floated above the houses, midway towards the hilly line, and sho\\ed the 
course of the unseen river Far away on the right, the moon gleamed on 
the dome of St Peter’s as well as on many lesser and nearer domes 

“What a beautiful view of the city'” exclaimed Hilda, ‘‘and I never 
saw Rome from this point before ” 

“It ought to afford a good prospect,” said the sculptor, “for it was 
fiom this point at least we are at liberty to think so, if we choose that 
many a famous Roman caught his last glimpse of his native city, and of 
all other earthly things This is one of the sides of the Tarpeian Rock 
Look over the parapet, and see what a sheer tumble there might still be 
for a traitor, m spite of the thirty feet of soil that have accumulated at 
the foot of the precipice ” 

They all bent over, and saw that the cliff fell perpendicularly dovm- 
ward to about the depth, or rather more, at which the tall palace rose in 
height above their heads Not that it was still the natural, shaggy front of 
the original precipice, for it appeared to be cased m ancient stone-work, 
through which the primeval rock showed its face here and there grimly 
and doubtfully Mosses giew on the slight projections, and little shrubs 
sprouted out of the crevices, but could not much soften the stern aspect 
of the cliff Brightly as the Italian moonlight fell a-down the height, it 
scarcely showed what portion of it was man’s work, and what was na- 
ture’s, but left it all in very much the same kind of ambiguity and half- 
knowledge in which antiquarians generally leave the identity of Roman 
remains 

The roofs of some poor-looking houses, which had been built against 
the base and sides of the cliff, rose nearly midway to the top, but from 
an angle of the parapet there was a precipitous plunge straight downward 
into a stone-paved court 

“I prefer this to any other site as having been veritably the Traitor’s 
Leap,” said Kenyon, “because it was so convenient to the Capitol It was 
an admirable idea of those stern old fellows to fling their political crim- 
inals down from the very summit On which stood the Senate House and 
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Jove’s Temple, emblems of the institutions vliich they sought to violate 
It sjmibolizes how sudden \\as the fall in those daj^s from the utmost 
height of ambition to its profoundest rum ” 

“Come, come, it is midnight,” cried another artist, “too late to be 
moralizing here We are literall}’- dreaming on the edge of a precipice Let 
us go home ” 

“It IS time, indeed,” said Hilda 

The sculptor vas not without hopes that he might be fa\ored ^Ylth the 
sweet charge of escorting Hilda to the foot of her tower Accoidingly, 
when the part)^ prepared to turn back, he oflered her his arm Hilda at 
first accepted it, but when they had partly threaded the passage between 
tlie little court-3'ard and the Piazza del Campidogho, she discovered that 
Miriam had remained behind 

“I must go back,” said she, withdrawing her arm from Kenyon’s, “but 
pray do not come with me Several times this evening I have had a fancj' 
that IMiriam had something on her mind, some sorrow' or perplexity 
which, perhaps, it would relieve her to tell me about No, no, do not turn 
back! Donatello wall be a sufficient guardian for hliriam and me ” 

The sculptor was a good deal mortified, and perhaps a little angry, but 
he knew' Hilda's mood of gentle decision and independence too w'ell not 
to obey her He therefore suffered the fearless maiden to return alone 
Meanwhile IMiriam had not noticed the departure of the rest of the 
company, she remained on the edge of the precipice and Donatello along 
w'lth her 

“It w'ould be a fatal fall, still,” she said to herself, looking over the 
parapet, and shuddering as her eye measured the depth “Yes, surely yes’ 
Even without the weight of an o\erburdened heart, a human body w'ould 
fall heaMly enough upon those stones to shake all its joints asunder 
How soon it would be over ' ” 

Donatello, of whose presence she was possibly not aw'are, now' pressed 
closer to her side, and he, too, like Miriam, bent over the low parapet 
and trembled violentlj' Yet he seemed to feel that perilous fascination 
w'hicli haunts the brow of precipices, tempting the unw'ary one to fling 
himself ovei for the very horror of the thing, for, after draw'ing hastily 
back, he again looked dow'n, thrusting himself out farther than before 
He then stood silent a biief space, struggling, perhaps, to malce himself 
conscious of the historic associations of the scene 

“YTiat are you thinking of, Donatello?” asked Miriam 
“Who are they,” said he, looking earnestly in her face, “who have been 
flung over here in days gone by?” 

“Men that cumbered the world,” she replied “Men whose lives were 
the bane of their fellow-creatures Men w'ho poisoned the air, which is the 
common breath of all, for their own selfish purposes There was short 
work with such men in old Roman times Just m the moment of their tri- 
umph, a hand, as of an avenging giant, clutched them, and dashed the 
wretches down this precipice ” 

“Was it well done?” asked the young man 
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“It was well done,” answered Miriam, “innocent persons were saved 
by the destruction of a guilty one, who deserved his doom ” 

While this brief conversation passed, Donatello had once or twice 
glanced aside with a watchful air, just as a hound may often be seen to 
take sidelong note of some suspicious object, while he gives his more 
direct attention to something nearer at hand Minam seemed now first to 
become aware of the silence that had followed upon the cheerful talk and 
laughter of a few moments before 

Looking round, she perceived that all her company of merry friends 
had retired, and Hilda, too, m whose soft and quiet presence she had 
always an indescribable feeling of secuiity All gone, and only herself 
and Donatello left hanging over the brow of the ominous precipice 

Not so, however, not entirely alone' In the basement wall of the pal- 
ace, shaded from the moon, there was a deep, empty niche, that had 
probably once contained a statue, not empty, either, for a figure now 
came forth from it and approached Miriam She must have had cause to 
dread some unspeakable evil from this strange persecutor, and to know 
that this was the very crisis of her calamity, for, as he drew near, such a 
cold, sick despair ciept over her, that it impeded her breath, and be- 
numbed her natural promptitude of thought Miriam seemed dreamily to 
remember falling on her knees, but, in her whole recollection of that 
wild moment, she beheld herself as m a dim show, and could not well dis- 
tinguish w'hat was done and suffered, no, not even -whethei she were real- 
ly an actor and sufferer in the scene 

Hilda, meanwhile, had separated herself from the sculptor, and turned 
back to rejom her friend At a distance, she still heard the mirth of her 
late companions, who were going down the cityward descent of the Cap- 
itoline Hill, they had set up a new stave of melody, in ivhicli her own soft 
voice, as well as the powerful sweetness of Miriam’s, was sadly missed. 

The door of the little court-yard had swung upon its hinges, and partly 
closed itself Hilda (whose native gentleness pervaded all her move- 
ments) was quietly opening it, when she was startled, midnay, by tlie 
noise of a struggle within, beginning and ending all in one breathless in- 
stant Along with it, or closely succeeding it, was a loud, fearful cry, 
which quivered upward through the air, and sank quivering downward to 
the earth Then, a silence' Poor Hilda had looked into the court-yard, and 
saw the whole quick passage of a deed, which took but that little time to 
grave itself in the eternal adamant 
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CHAPTER XIX 

The Faun’s Transformation 

The door of the court-yard swoing slowly, and closed itself of its own ac- 
cord Miriam and Donatello were now alone there She clasped her hands, 
and looked wildly at the young man, whose form seemed to have dilated, 
and whose eyes blazed with the fierce energy that had suddenly inspired 
him It had kindled him into a man, it had developed within him an in- 
telligence which was no native characteristic of the Donatello -whom we 
have heretofore known But that simple and joyous creature was gone 
forever 

“WTiat have you done?” said Miriam, in a horror-stricken whisper 

The glow of rage was still lurid on Donatello’s face, and now flashed 
out again from his eyes 

“I did what ought to be done to a traitor i ” he replied “I did what your 
eyes bade me do, when I asked them with mine, as I held the wretch over 
the precipice’” 

These last words struck Miriam like a bullet Could it be so? Had her 
eyes provoked or assented to this deed? She had not known it But, alas’ 
looking back into the frenzy and turmoil of the scene just acted, she 
could not deny she was not sure whether it might be so, or no that a 
wild joy had flamed up in her heart, when she beheld her persecutor in 
his mortal peril Was it horror? or ecstasy? or both in one? Be the 
emotion what it might, it had blazed up more, madly, when Donatello 
flung his victim off the cliff, and more and more, while his shriek went 
quivering downward With the dead thump upon the stones 'below, had 
come an unutterable horror 

“And my eyes bade you do itl ” repeated she 

They both leaned over the parapet, and gazed downward as earnestly 
as if some inestimable treasure had fallen over, and were yet recoverable 
On the pavement, below, was a dark mass, lying m a heap, with little or 
nothing human m its appearance, except that the hands were stretched 
out, as if they might have clutched, for a moment, at the small square 
stones But there was no motion in them now Miriam watched the heap 
of mortality while she could count a hundred, which she took pains to do 
No stir , not a finger moved ’ 

“You have killed him, Donatello! He is quite dead!” said she “Stone 
dead ’ Would I were so, too ’ ” 

“Did you not mean that he should die?” sternly asked Donatello, still 
in the glow of that intelligence which passion had developed in him 
“There was short time to weigh the matter, but he had his trial m that 
breath or two while I held him over the cliff, and his sentence in that one 
glance, when your eyes responded to mine’ Say that I have slam him 
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against your will, say that he died without your whole consent, and, 
m another bieath, you shall see me lying beside him ” 

“Oh, never'” cried Miriam “My one, own friend! Never, never, 
never'” 

She turned to him, the guilty, blood-stained, lonely woman, she 
turned to her fellow-criminal, the youth, so lately innocent, whom she 
had drawn mto her doom She pressed him close, close to her bosom, with 
a clinging embrace that brought their two hearts together, till the horror 
and agony of each was combined into one emotion, and that a kind of 
rapture 

“Yes, Donatello, you speak the truth'” said she, “my heait consented 
to what you did We two slew yonder wretch The deed knots us to- 
gether, for time and eternity, like tlie coil of a serpent! ” 

They threw one other glance at the heap of death below, to assure 
themselves that it was there , so like a dream was the whole thing Then 
they turned from that fatal precipice, and came out of the court-yard, 
arm m arm, heart m heart Instinctively, they were heedful not to sever 
themselves so much as a pace or two from one another, for fear of the ter- 
ror and deadly chill that would thenceforth wait for them in solitude 
Their deed the crime which Donatello wrought, and IMiriam accepted 
on the instant had wreathed itself, as she said, like a serpent, m inextric- 
able links about both their souls, and drew them mto one, by its terrible 
contractile power It was closer than a mariiage-bond So intimate, in 
those first moments, was the union, that it seemed as if their new sym- 
pathy annihilated all other ties, and that they were released from the 
chain of humanity, a new sphere, a special law, had been created for 
them alone The world could not come near them, they were safe' 

When they reached the flight of steps leading downward from the Cap- 
itol, there was a far-off noise of singing and laughter Swift, indeed, had 
been the rush of the crisis that was come and gone' This was still the 
merriment of the party that had so recently been their companions They 
recognized the voices which, a little while ago, had accorded and sung in 
cadence with their own But they were familiar voices no more, they 
sounded strangely, and, as it were, out of the depths of space, so remote 
was all that pertained to the past life of these guilty ones, m the moral 
seclusion that had suddenly extended itself around them But how close, 
and ever closer, did the breath of the immeasurable waste, that lay be- 
tween them and all brotherhood or sisterhood, now press them one within 
the other' 

“O friend' ” cried Miriam, so putting her soul mto the word that it took 
a heavy richness of meaning, and seemed never to have been spoken be- 
fore, “0 friend, are you conscious, as I am, of this companionship that 
knits our heart-strings, together?” 

T feel it, Miriam,” said Donatello “We draw one breath we live one 
life'” ’ 

Only yesterday,” continued Miriam, “nay, only a short half-hour 
ago, I shivered m an icy solitude No friendship, no sisterhood, could 
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come near enough to keep the warmth within my heart In an instant, all 
IS changed' There can be no more loneliness! ” 

“None, Miriam'” said Donatello 

“None, my beautiful one!” responded Miriam, gazing in his face, 
which had taken a higher, almost an heroic aspect, from the strength of 
passion “None, my innocent one' Surely, it is no crime that we have 
committed One wretched and worthless life has been sacrificed to cement 
two other lives for evermore ” 

“For evermore, Miriam'” said Donatello, “cemented with his blood' ” 

The young man started at the word which he had himself spoken, it 
may be that it brought home, to the simplicity of his imagination, what 
he had not before dreamed of, the ever-mcreasing loathsomeness of a 
union that consists in guilt Cemented with blood, which would corrupt 
and grow more noisome forever and forever, but bind them none the less 
strictly for that 

“Forget it' Cast it all behind you'” said Miriam, detecting, by hei 
S 3 mipathy, the pang that was in his heart “The deed has done its office, 
and has no existence any more ” 

They flung the past behind them, as she counselled, or else distilled 
from it a fiery intoxication, which sufficed to carry them triumphantly 
through those first moments of their doom For, guilt has its moment of 
rapture too The foremost result of a broken law is ever an ecstatic sense 
of freedom And thus there exhaled upward (out of their dark sympathy, 
at the base of which lay a human corpse) a bliss, or an insanity, which 
the unhappy pair imagined to be well worth the sleepy innocence that 
was forever lost to them 

As their spirits rose to the solemn madness of the occasion, they went 
onward, not stealthily, not fearfully, but with a stately gait and as- 
pect Passion lent them (as it does to meaner shapes) its brief nobility of 
carriage They trod through the streets of Rome, as if they, too, were 
among the majestic and guilty shadows, that, from ages long gone by, 
have haunted the blood-stained city And, at Miriam’s suggestion, they 
turned aside, for the sake of treadmg loftily past the old site of Pompe37’s 
Forum 

“For there was a great deed done here'” she said, “a deed of blood 
like ours ' Who knows, but we may meet the high and ever-sad fraternity 
of Csesar’s murderers, and exchange a salutation?” 

“Are they our brethren, now?” asked Donatello 

“Yes, all of them,” said Miriam, “and many another, whom the woild 
little dreams of, has been made our brother or our sistei, by what we have 
done within this hour ' ” 

And, at the thought, she shivered Where, then, was the seclusion, the 
remoteness, the strange, lonesome Paradise, into which she and hei one 
companion had been transported by their crime ^ Was there, indeed, no 
such refuge, but only a crowded thoroughfare and jostling throng of 
criminals? And was it true, that whatever hand had a blood-stain on it, 
or had poured out poison, or strangled a babe at its birth, or clutched 
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a grandsire’s throat, he sleeping, and robbed him of his few last breaths. 

had now the right to offer itself m fellowship v,*ith their tv. o hands’ Too 
certainly, that nght existed It is a terrible thought, that an individual 
wrong-domg melts mto the great mass of human crime, and makes us, 
who dreamed only of our ow n little separate sin, makes us guilt}-^ of the 
whole And thus Mmiam and her lover were not an insulated pair, but 
members of an innumerable confraternity of guilty ones, all shuddering 
at each other 

“But not now, not yet,” she murmured to herself “To-night, at least, 
there shall be no remorse' ” 

Wandenng without a purpose, it so chanced that they turned into a 
street, at one extremity of which stood Hilda s tower. There vi as a light in 
her high chamber a light too, at the Virgm s shrine and the glimmer of 
these two was the loftiest light beneath the stars ^Miriam drew Dona- 
tellos arm, to make him stop, and while they stood at some distance 
looking at Hilda s wmdow, the}" beheld her approach and throw it open. 
She leaned far forth, and extended her clasped hands towards thersky. 

“The good, pure child' She is prajnng, Donatello, ’ said Alinam, with 
a kind of simple joy at witnessing the de\ outness of her fnend Then her 
own sm rushed upon her and she shouted, with the rich strength of her 
voice, “Pray for us, Hilda, we need it’ ’ 

I\^ether Hilda heard and recognized the \oice v.e cannot tell The 
window was immediately closed, and her form disappeared from behind 
the snowy curtain iiliriam felt this to be a token that the cr}’ of her con- 
demned spirit was shut out of heaven 


CMAPTER XX 

Thf Burial Chant 

Thh Church of the Capuchins (where, as the reader may remember, some 
of our acquamtances had made an engagement to meet) stands a little 
aside from the Piazza Barbenm Thither, at the hour agreed upon, on 
the mommg after the scenes last described, IMiriam and Donatello direct- 
ed their steps At no time are people so sedulousl}'’ careful to keep their 
trifling appomtments, attend to their ordinary occupations, and thus put 
a commonplace aspect on hfe, as when conscious of some secret that if 
suspected would make them look monstrous m the general eye 

Yet how tame and wearisome is the impression of all ordinar}?' thmgs in 
the contrast with such a fact’ How sick and tremulous, the next mom- 
ing, IS the spint that has dared so much only the night before ’ How ic}’^ 
cold is the heart, when the fervor, the wild ecstasy of passion, has faded 



THE MARBLE FAUN 


693 

away, and sunk down among the dead ashes of the fire that blazed so 
fiercely, and was fed by the very substance of its life ' How faintly does 
the criminal stagger onward, lackmg the impulse of that strong madness 
that hurried him into guilt, and treacherously deserts him in the midst of 
it I 

\^^en Miriam and Donatello drew near the church, they found only 
Kenyon awaiting them on the steps Hilda had likewise promised to be of 
the party, but had not yet appeared Meeting the sculptor, Miriam put a 
force upon herself and succeeded m creating an artificial flow of spirits, 
which, to any but the nicest observation, was quite as effective as a nat- 
ural one She spoke sympathizmgly to the sculptor on the subject of 
Hilda’s absence, and somewhat annoyed him by alluding in Donatello’s 
hearmg to an attachment which had never been openly avowed, though 
perhaps plainly enough betrayed He fancied that Miriam did not quite 
recognize the limits of the strictest delicacy, he even went so far as to 
generalize, and conclude witliin himself, that this deficiency is a more 
general failing in woman than in man, the highest refinement being a 
masculine attribute 

But the idea was unjust to the sex at large, and especially so to this poor 
Miriam, who was hardly responsible for her frantic efforts to be gay. 
Possibly, moreover, the nice action of the mind is set ajar by any violent 
shock, as of great misfortune or great crime, so that the finer perceptions 
may be blurred thenceforth, and the effect be traceable m all the minut- 
est conduct of life 

“Did you see anything of the dear child after you left us?” asked Mir- 
iam, still keeping Hilda as her topic of conversation “I missed her sadly 
on my way homeward, for nothing insures me such delightful and inno- 
cent dreams (I have expenenced it twenty times) as a talk late m the 
evening with Hilda ” 

“So I should imagine,” said the sculptor, gravely, “but it is an advan- 
tage that I have little or no opportunity of enjoying I laiow not what 
became of Hilda after my parting from you She was not especially my 
companion in any part of our walk The last I saw of her she was hasten- 
ing back to rejoin you m the court-yard of the Palazzo Caffarelli ” 

“Impossible'” cried Miriam, startmg 

“Then did you not see her again'”’ inquired Kenyon, m some alarm 

“Not there,” answered Miriam, quietly, “indeed, I followed pretty 
closely on the heels of the rest of the party But do not be alarmed on 
Hilda’s account, the Virgin is bound to watch over the good child, for 
the sake of the piety with which she keeps the lamp alight at her shrine 
And, besides, I have always felt that Hilda is just as safe in these evil 
streets of Rome as her white doves when they fly downwards from the 
tower-top, and run to and fro among the horses’ feet There is certainly a 
providence on purpose for Hilda, if for no other human creature ” 

“I religiously believe it,” rejoined the sculptor, “and yet my mind 
would be the easier, if I knew that she had returned safely to her tower ”■ 

“Then make yourself quite easy,” answered Miriam “I saw her (andl 



60 - THE W OEHS OF HATS'THOEXE 

h is the lest sweet sisht thst I renembsr'J lesrwg from her window mid- 

LT b e cv'i eea earth ? r d shy ! ' 

Kenyon now locked at Donatello 

'Kcu seem out of snirits m}* dear inend. he observed. ' This lorgind 
Roman atmosphere is not ±e "'n- wine that yoj were accustoms to 
breathe at home. I have not forgotten yonr hospitable invitation to meet 
von this snmnier at your castle '•mong the Apernines. It is hsed pnr- 
Dose to come. I assure yoa We sh-’h both be the better for some deep 
draughts of the ntoant'-m-breeres." 

"It mav be. said Donatello, with imwonted sombreness- the old 
ho'dse seemed ioyoas v.hen I i'-asa chdd. B-at as I remember it now it »\as 
a gran place too 

"Xhe scdntor looked more attentively at the yoimg man and \^as sur- 
prised and alarmed to ooserv'e how entirel}- the hne, fre^h glow of an^'mal 
^Ints had depaned o'jt of hi? face. Hitherto, moreover, even whde he 
smndmg perfecti}' stnl there had been a kmd of possible gambol in- 
d-cated m his aspect. It v.viS quite gone now. All hi? 3 -oiithful ga\-en'. and 
with it hi? sbnpkcity of — er. was edipsed if not utterly entinct. 

- A’o o. are surely ni my dear fellow, end -im ed Kenyon. 

".Am I? Perhaps so ' said Donatello indmerently: '1 never have been 
ni and k- Qw not Lat it m?.y b e. 

"Do not m-ke the poor lad irrcj'-sick,' whi?pered hKnam, pnH'ng the 
sculptors sleeve "He -Is of a narare to lie dc-.n a-d die at once if he 
h-ds hia-i?eif draw-mg such mel^-ichoh* breath? as we ord np-^* people 
are enforced to b-arden o-ar lungs withal But we m-ust get him. a iv ay from 
t~*? old. dreamy, p-d dreary Rome. v.here nobody but him?elf ever 
thought of being ga\*. Its i-nnences are too heav\* to sustain the life of 
snch a creamre.' 


h-''g 5 before *=11 chii.ch-dQors in It^lv. 

n-';: forgotten her appolntiuenu" she observed, ‘or pl?e her 
m-’.den slithers are very sound this morning. We vrtii vidit for her nc 
ioager ' 

Tney entered tne nave. The interior of the church ^sas of moderate 
comp-?? b'at or good ^^jth a vaulted roof over the nave, and 

a.rcw m di'?ky chapels on either side of it in?tead of the customar\" slde- 
ahles. Each chapel -'-d its s^^-^tly ?hnr:e^ hung ro’und \ilth ohetimrs: its 
p.cmre aooye the altar, although closeiy veiled, if 03* anj* p^'nter of re- 
nc,._i ann its h'^iioy.cd tapers burning continually, to set alight the de- 
^ oaon of tne \iOmhippers. The pave-'eni of the npve nas r"iedv of mar- 
ble^ -rd locke^d ola and broken, and was shabbily natched here and there 
with the? 0: brick: it y,cs inlaid, moreover, with tombstones of the 
mecn'e\-al taste on which \,cre ou=i-~<tiv scoiDtured borders, nnures. and 
Pn 

tXic 

puchin mo-k?; ruQ as usually happe-'? when a reverend brothethoc-d 
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have such an edifice in charge, the floor seemed never to have been 
scrubbed or swept, and had as little the aspect of sanctity as a kennel, 
whereas, in all churches of nunneries, the maiden sisterhood invariably 
show the purity of their own hearts by the virgin cleanlmess and visible 
consecration of the walls and pavement. 

As our friends entered the church, their eyes rested at once on a re- 
markable object in the centre of the nave It was either the actual body, 
or, as might rather have been supposed at first glance, the cunningly 
wrought waxen face and suitably draped figure of a dead monk This im- 
age of wax or clay-cold reality, whichever it might be, lay on a slightly 
elevated bier, with three tall candles burning on each side, another tall 
candle at the head, and another at the foot There was music, too, in har- 
mony with so funereal a spectacle From beneath the pavement of the 
church came the deep, lugubrious strain of a De Piojtmdis, which sound- 
ed like an utterance of the tomb itself, so dismally did it rumble through 
the burial vaults, and ooze up among the flat gravestones and sad epi- 
taphs, filling the church as with a gloomy mist 

“I must look more closely at that dead monk before we leave the 
church,” remarked the sculptor “In the study of my ait, I have gamed 
many a hint from the dead, which the living could never have given me ” 

“I can well imagine it,” answered Miriam “One clay image is leadily 
copied from another But let us first see Guido’s picture The light is 
favorable now ” 

Accordingly, they turned into the first chapel on the right hand, as you 
enter the nave , and there they beheld, not the picture, indeed, but a 
closely drawn curtain The churchmen of Italy make no scruple of sacri- 
ficing the very purpose for which a work of sacred art has been created , > 
that of opening the way for religious sentiment through the quiclv me- 
dium of sight, by brmgmg angels, saints, and martyrs down visibly upon 
earth, of sacrificing this high purpose, and, for aught they know, the wel- 
fare of many souls along with it, to the hope of a paltiy fee Every work 
by an artist of celebrity is hidden behind a veil, and seldom levealed, ex- 
cept to Protestants, who scorn it as an object of devotion, and value it 
only for its artistic merit 

The sacristan was quickly found, however, and lost no time m disclos- 
ing the youthful Archangel, setting his divine foot on the head of his fal- 
len adversary It was an image of that greatest of future events, which we 
hope for so ardently, at least, while we are young, but find so very 
long m coming, the triumph of goodness over the evil prmciple 

“Where can Hilda be^” exclaimed Kenyon “It is not her custom evei 
to fail in an engagement, and the present one was made entirely on her 
account Except herself, you know, we were all agreed m our recollection 
of the picture ” 

“But we were wong, and Hilda right, as you perceive,” said Miriam, 
directing his attention to the point on which their dispute of the night be- 
fore had arisen “It is not easy to detect her astray as regards any picture 
on which those clear, soft eyes of hers have ever rested.” 
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“And she has studied and admired few pictures so much as this,” ob- 
served the sculptor “No wonder, for there is hardly anothei so beautiful 
m the world What an expression of heavenly seventy in the Archangel’s 
face’ There is a degree of pain, trouble, and disgust at being brought in 
contact with sm, even for the purpose of quelling and punishing it, and 
yet a celestial tranquillity pervades his whole being ” 

“I have never been able,” said Miriam, “to admire this picture nearly 
so much as Hilda does, in its moral and intellectual aspect If it cost her 
more trouble to be good, if her soul were less white and pure, she would be 
a more competent critic of this picture, and would estimate it not half so 
high I see its defects to-day more clearly than ever before ” 

“What are some of them?” ashed Kenyon 

“That Archangel, now,” Miriam continued, “how fair he looks, with 
his unruffled wings, with his unhacked sword, 'and clad m his bright ar- 
mor, and that exquisitely fitting sky-blue tunic, cut m the latest Paradis- 
iacal mode' What a dainty air of the first celestial society' With what 
half-scornful delicacy he sets his prettily sandalled foot on the head of 
his prostrate foe' But, is it thus that virtue looks the moment after its 
death-struggle with evil? No, no, I could have told Guido better. A full 
third of the Archangel’s feathers should have been torn from his wings, 
the rest all ruffled, till they looked like Satan’s own' His swoid should be 
streaming with blood, and perhaps broken half-wviy to the hilt, his armor 
crushed, his robes rent, his breast gory, a bleeding gash on his brow', cut- 
ting right across the stern scow’l of battle' He should press his foot hard 
down upon the old serpent, as if his very soul depended upon it, feeling 
him squirm mightily, and doubting whether the fight w^ere half over yet, 
and how the victory might turn ' And, with all this fierceness, this grim- 
ness, this unutterable horror, there should still be something high, tender, 
and holy in Michael’s eyes, and around his mouth But the battle never 
was such child’s play as Guido’s dapper Archangel seems to have found 
it ” 

“For Heaven’s sake, Miriam,” cried Kenyon, astonished at the wuld 
energy of her talk, “paint the picture of man’s struggle against sin ac- 
cordmg to your own idea' I think it will be a masterpiece ” 

“The picture would have its share of truth, I assure you,” she an- 
swered , “but I am sadly afraid the victory w^ould fall on the wrong side 
Just fancy a smoke-blackened, fiery-eyed demon, bestriding that nice 
young angel, clutching his white throat with one of his hinder claw^s , and 
giving a triumphant whisk of his scaly tail, with a poisonous dart at the 
end of it ' That is what they risk, poor souls, who do battle with Michael’s 
enemy ” 

It now, perhaps, struck Miriam that her mental disquietude was im- 
pelling her to an undue vivacity, for she paused, and turned away from 
the picture, without saying a word more about it All this while, more- 
over, Donatello had been very ill at ease, casting awe-stricken and inquir- 
mg glances at the dead monk, as if he could look nowhere but at that 
ghastly object, merely because it shocked him Death has probably a pe- 
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culiar horror and ugliness, when forced upon the contemplation of a per- 
son so naturally joyous as Donatello, who lived with completeness m the 
present moment, and was able to form but vague images of the future 

“What IS the matter, Donatello?” whispered Miriam, soothingly “You 
are quite m a tremble, my poor friend’ What is it?” 

“This awful chant from beneath the church,” answered Donatello , “it 
oppresses me, the air is so heavy with it that I can scarcely draw my 
breath And yonder dead monk’ I feel as if he were lying right across my 
heart ” 

“Take courage’” whispered she again, “come, we will approach close 
to the dead monk The only way, in such cases, is to stare the ugly horror 
right in the face, never a sidelong glance, nor half-look, for those are 
what show a frightful thing in its frightfullest aspect Lean on me, dear- 
est friend’ My heart is very strong for both of us Be brave, and all is 
well ” 

Donatello hung back for a moment, but then pressed close to Miriam’s 
side, and suffered her to lead him up to the bier. The sculptor followed 
A number of persons, chiefly women, with several children among them, 
were standing about the corpse, and as our three friends drew nigh, a 
mother knelt down, and caused her little boy to kneel, both kissing the 
beads and crucifix that hung from the monk’s girdle Possibly he had died 
in the odor of sanctity, or, at all events, death and his brown frock and 
cowl made a sacred image of this reverend father. 


CHAPTER XXI 

\ 

The Dead Capuchin 

The dead monk was clad, as when alive, in the brown woollen frock of 
the Capuchins, with the hood drawn over his head, but so as to leave the 
features and a portion of the beard uncovered His rosary and cross hung 
at his side, his hands were folded over his breast, his feet (he was of a 
barefooted order m his lifetime, and continued so in death) protruded 
from beneath his habit, stiff and stark, with a more waxen look than even 
his face They were tied together at the ankles with a black ribbon 
The countenance, as we have already said, was fully displayed It had 
a purplish hue upon it, unlike the paleness of an ordinary corpse, but as 
little resembling the flush of natural life The eyehds were but partially 
drawn down, and showed the eyeballs beneath, as if the deceased friar 
were stealing a glimpse at the by-standers, to watch whether they were 
duly impressed with the solemnity of his obsequies The shaggy eyebrows 
gave sternness to the look 
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Miriam passed between two of the lighted candles, and stood close be- 
side the bier. 

“My God! ” murmured she “What is this?” 

She grasped Donatello’s hand, and, at the same instant, felt him give a 
convulsive shudder, which she knew to have been caused by a sudden and 
teriible throb of the heart His hand, by an instantaneous change, beoime 
like ice within hers, which likewise grew so icy, that their insensible fin- 
gers might have rattled, one against the other No vender that their 
blood curdled, no wonder that their hearts leaped and paused' The dead 
face of the monk, gazing at them beneath its half-closed eyelids, was the 
same visage that had glared upon their naked souls, the past midnight, as 
Donatello flung him over the precipice 

The sculptor was standing at die foot of the bier, and had not yet seen 
the monk’s features 

“Those naked feet'” said he. “I know not why, but they affect me 
strangely They have walked to and fro over the hard pavements of 
Rome, and through a hundred other rough ways of tins life, where the 
monk went begging for his brotherhood, along the cloisters and drearj’’ 
corridors of his convent, too, from his youth upw’ard' It is a suggestive 
idea, to track those w'orn feet backw'ard through all the paths they have 
trodden, ever since tliey were the tender and rosy little feet of a baby, and 
(cold as they now are) were kept w’arm in his mother’s hand ” 

As his companions, w'hom the sculptor supposed to be close by him, 
made no response to his fanciful musing, he looked up, and saw them at 
the head of the bier He advanced tliither himself 

“Ha' ” exclaimed he 

He cast a horror-stricken and bewildered glance at IMiriam, but with- 
drew it immediately Not that he had any definite suspicion, or, it may 
be, even a remote idea, that she could be held responsible, in the least de- 
gree, for this man’s sudden death In truth, it seemed too wild a thought 
to connect, in reality, Miriam’s persecutor of many past months and the 
vagabond of the preceding night, with the dead Capuchin of to-day It re- 
sembled one of those unaccountable changes and interminglings of iden- 
tity, w'hich so often occur among the personages of a dream But Kenyon, 
as befitted the professor of an imaginative art, w'as endowed with an ex- 
ceedingly quick sensibility, which was apt to give him intimations of the 
true state of matters that lay beyond his actual vision There was a whis- 
per m his ear, it said, “Hush' ” Without asking himself wherefore, he re- 
solved to be silent as regarded the mysterious discovery which he had 
made, and to leave any remark or exclamation to be voluntarily offered 
by Miriam If she never spoke, then let the riddle be unsoKed 

And now occurred a circumstance that would seem too fantastic to be 
told, if It had not actually happened, precisely as we set it down As the 
three friends stood by the, bier, they saw that a little stream of blood had 
begun to ooze from die dead monk’s nostrils , it crept slowly towards the 
thicket of his beard, where, m the course of a moment or twm, it hid itself. 

“How strange'” ejaculated Kenyon “The monk died of apoplexy, I 
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suppose, or by some sudden accident, and the blood has not yet con- 
gealed ” 

“Do you consider that a sufficient explanation^” asked Miriam, with a 
smile from which the sculptor involuntarily turned away his eyes “Does 
it satisfy 3mu^” 

“And why not^” he inquired 

“Of course, you know tlie old superstition about this phenomenon of 
blood flomng from a dead body,” she rejoined “How can we tell but that 
the murderer of this monk (or, possibly, it may be only that privileged 
murderer, his physician) may have just entered the church?” 

“I cannot jest about it,” said Kenjmn “It is an ugly sight' ” 

“True, true, horrible to see, or dream ofl” she replied, with one of 
those long, tremulous sighs, -nhich so often betray a sick heart by escap- 
mg unexpectedljx “We will not look at it any more Come away, Dona- 
tello Let us escape from this dismal church. The sunshine will do 3^ou 
good ” 

When had ever a woman such a trial to sustain as this > By no possible 
supposition could IMiriam explain Oie identity of the dead Capuchin, 
quietly and decorously laid out in the nave of his convent church, with 
that of her murdered persecutor, flung heedlessly at the foot of the preci- 
pice The effect upon her imagination was as if a strange and unknowm 
corpse had miraculously, while she was gazing at it, assumed the likeness 
of that face, so terrible henceforth m her remembrance It was a symbol, 
perhaps, of the deadly iteration wnth whicli she w^as doomed to behold the 
image of her crime reflected back upon her in a thousand ways, and con- 
verting the great, calm face of Nature, m the whole, and m its mnumer- 
able details, into a manifold reminiscence of that one dead visage 

No sooner had Miriam turned away from the bier, and gone a few 
steps, than she fancied the likeness altogether an illusion, which w^ould 
vanish at a closer and colder view' She must look at it again, therefore, 
and at once, or else the grave w'ould close ovei the face, and leave the 
awful fantasy that had connected itself therewith fixed ineffaceably in her 
bram 

“Wait for me, one moment'” she said to her companions “Only a 
moment'” 

So she w'ent back, and gazed once more at tlie corpse Yes, these were 
the features that IMiriam had Icnowii so well , this was the visage that she 
remembered from a far longer date than the most intimate of her friends 
suspected, this form of clay had held the evil spirit which blasted her 
sweet youth, and compelled her, as it were, to stain her womanhood with 
crime But, whether it were the maj’esty of death, or something originally 
noble and lofty in the character of the dead, which the soul had stamped 
upon the features, as it left them, so it was that Miriam now quailed and 
shook, not for the vulgar horror of the spectacle, but for the severe, re- 
proachful glance that seemed to come from between those half-closed lids. 
True, there had been nothing, in his lifetime, viler than this man She 
knew it, there was no other fact within her consciousness that she felt to 
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be so certain, and yet, because her peisecutor found himself safe and 
irrefutable in death, he frowned upon his victim, and threw back the 
blame on her! 

‘‘Is it thou, indeed?” she mui mured, under her bieath “Then thou 
hast no right to scowl upon me sol But art thou leal, or a \ ision?” 

She bent down over the dead monk, till one of her rich cm Is brushed 
against his forehead She touched one of his folded hands vith her finger 
“It IS he,” said Miriam “There is the scar, that I knov so •well, on his 
brow And it is no vision, he is palpable to my touch! I will question the 
fact no longer, but deal with it as I best can.” 

It was wonderful to see how the crisis developed in hliiiam its own 
proper stiength, and the faculty of sustaining tlie demands which it made 
upon her fortitude She ceased to tremble, the beautiful woman gazed 
sternly at her dead enemy, endeavoring to meet and quell the look of ac- 
cusation that he threw from betw'een his half-closed eyelids 

“No, thou shalt not scowd me down*” said she “Neither now, nor 
when we stand togetlier at the judgment-seat I fear not to meet thee 
there Farewell, till that next encounter! ” 

Haughtily waving her hand, Miriam rejoined her friends, who were 
awaiting her at the door of the church As they went out, the sacristan 
stopped them, and proposed to show tlie cemetery of the convent, where 
the deceased members of the fraternity are laid to rest m sacred earth, 
brought long ago from Jerusalem 

“And will yonder monk be buried there?” she asked 
“Brother Antonio?” exclaimed the sacristan “Surely, our good brother 
will be put to bed there! His grave is already dug, and the last occupant 
has made room for him Will you look at it, signonna?” 

“I will ' ” said Miriam 

“Then excuse me,” observed Kenyon, “for I shall leave you One dead 
monk has more than sufficed me, and I am not bold enough to face the 
whole mortality of the convent ” 

It was easy to see, by Donatello’s looks, that he, as well as the sculp- 
tor, would gladly have escaped a visit to the famous cemetery of the Cap- 
puccini But Miriam’s nerves were strained to such a pitch, that she an- 
ticipated a certain solace and absolute relief in passing from one ghastly 
spectacle to another of long-accumulated ugliness, and there Avas, be- 
sides, a singular sense of duty which impelled her to look at the final 
restmg-place of the being whose fate had been so disastrously involv^ed 
■with her own She therefore follow^ed the sacristan’s guidance, and drew' 
her companion along with her, whispering encouragement as they w'ent 
The cemetery is beneath the church, but entirely above ground, and 
lighted by a row of iron-grated windows without glass A corridor runs 
along beside these windows, and gives access to three or four vaulted re- 
cesses, or chapels, of considerable breadth and height, the floor of Avhich 
consists of the consecrated earth of Jerusalem It is smoothed decorously 
over the deceased brethren of the convent, and is kept quite free from 
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grass or weeds, such as would grow even in these gloomy recesses, if pains 
were not bestowed to root them up But, as the cemetery is small, and it 
is a precious privilege to sleep in holy ground, the brotherhood are im- 
memonally accustomed, when one of their number dies, to take the long- 
est-buried skeleton out of the oldest grave, and lay the new slumberer 
there instead Thus, each of the good friars, in his turn, enjoys the luxury 
of a consecrated bed, attended with the slight drawback of being forced 
to get up long before daybreak, as it were, and make room for another 
lodger 

The arrangement of the unearthed skeletons is what makes the special 
interest of the cemetery. The arched and vaulted walls of the burial re- 
cesses are supported by massive pillars and pilasters made of thigh-bones 
and skulls, ^e whole material of the structure appears to be of a similar 
kind, and the knobs and embossed ornaments of this strange architecture 
are represented by the jomts of the spine, and the more delicate tracery 
by the smaller bones of the human frame The summits of the arches are 
adorned with entire skeletons, looking as if they were wrought most skil- 
fully in bas-relief There is no possibility of describing how ugly and 
grotesque is the effect, combined with a certain aitistic merit, nor how 
much perverted ingenuity has been shown in this queer way, nor what a 
multitude of dead monks, through how many hundred years, must have 
contributed their bony framework to build up these great arches of mor- 
tality On some of the skulls there are inscriptions, purporting that such 
a monk, who formerly made use of that particular headpiece, died on such 
a day and year, but vastly the greater number are piled up indistinguish- 
ably into the architectural design, like the many deaths that make up the 
one glory of a victory. 

In the side walls of the vaults are niches where skeleton monks sit or 
stand, clad in the brown habits that they wore in life, and labelled with 
their names and the dates of their decease Their skulls (some quite bare, 
and others still covered with yellow skin, and hair that has known the 
earth-damps) look out from beneath their hoods, grinning hideously re- 
pulsive One reverend father has his mouth wide open, as if he had died in 
the midst of a howl of terror and remorse, which perhaps is even now 
screechmg through eternity As a general thing, however, these frocked 
and hooded skeletons seem to take a more cheerful view of their position, 
and try with ghastly smiles to turn it into a jest But the cemetery of the 
Capuchins is no place to nourish celestial hopes the soul sinks forlorn 
and wretched under all this burden of dusty death, the holy earth from 
Jerusalem, so imbued is it with mortality, has grown as barren of the 
flowers of Paradise as it is of earthly weeds and grass Thank Heaven for 
its blue sky, it needs a long, upward gaze to give us back our faith Not 
here can we feel ourselves immortal, where the very altars in these chap- 
els of horrible consecration are heaps of human bones 

Yet let us give the cemetery the praise that it deserves There is no dis- 
agreeable scent, such as might have been expected from the decay of so 
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are green alleys, with long vistas overshadowed by ilex-trees, and at each 
intersection of the paths, the visitor finds seats of lichen-covered stone to 
repose upon, and marble statues that look forlornly at him, regretful of 
their lost noses In the more open portions of the garden, before the sculp- 
tured front of the villa, you see fountains and flower-beds, and, m their 
season, a profusion of roses, from which the genial sun of Italy distils a 
fragiance, to be scattered abroad by the no less genial breeze 

But Donatello drew no delight from these things He walked onward in 
silent apathy, and looked at Miriam with strangely half-awakened and 
bewildered eyes, when she sought to bring his mind into sympathy with 
hers, and so relieve his heart of the burden that lay lumpishly upon it 
She made him sit down on a stone bench, where two embowered alle5^s 
crossed each other, so that they could discern the approach of any casual 
intruder a long way down the path 

“My sv/eet friend,” she said, taking one of his passive hands in both of 
hers, “what can I say to comfort you^” 

“Nothing!” replied Donatello, with sombre reserve “Nothing will ever 
comfort me ” 

“I accept my own misery,” continued Miiiam, “my own guilt, if guilt it 
be, and, whether guilt or misery, I shall know how to deal with it But 
you, dearest friend, that were the larest creature in all this world, and 
seemed a being to whom sorrow could not cling, you, whom I half fan- 
cied to belong to a race that had vanished forever, you only surviving, to 
show manlund how genial and how joyous life used to be, in some long- 
gone age, what had you to do with grief or crime?” 

“They came to me as to other men,” said Donatello, broodmgly 
“Doubtless I was born to them ” 

“No, no, they came with me,” replied Miriam “Mine is the responsi- 
bility' Alas' wherefore was I born? Why did we ever meet^ Why did I 
not drive you from me, knowing, for my heart foreboded it that the 
cloud in which I walked would likewise envelop you ' ” 

Donatello stirred uneasily, with-the irritable impatience that is often 
combined with a mood of leaden despondency A brown lizaid with two 
tails a monster often engendered by the Roman sunshine ran across 
his foot, and made him start Then he sat silent awhile, and so did Mir- 
iam, trying to dissolve her whole heart into sympathy, and lavish it all 
upon him, were it only for a moment’s coidial 

The young man lifted his hand to his breast, and, unintentionally, as 
Miriam’s hand was within his, he lifted that along with it 
“I have a great weight here ' ” said he 

The fancy struck Miriam (but she drove it resolutely down) that Don- 
atello almost imperceptibly shuddered, while, in pressing his own hand 
against his heart, he pressed hers there too 

“Rest your heart on me, dearest one > ” she resumed “Let me bear all 
its weight, I am well able to bear it, for I am a woman, and I love you' I 
love you, Donatello' Is there no comfort for you m this avowaP Look at 
me' Heretofore, you have found me pleasant to your sight Gaze into my 
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e3^es' Gaze into my soul' Search as deeply as you may, you can never see 
half the tenderness and devotion that I henceforth cherish for j’-ou All 
that I ask is your acceptance of the utter self-sacrifice (but it shall be no 
sacrifice, to my great love) with which I seek to remedy the evil you have 
incurred for my sake' ” 

All this fervor on Miriam’s part, on Donatello’s, a heavy silence 
“Oh, speak to me' ” she exclaimed “Only promise me to be, by and by, 
a little happy' ” 

“Happy?” murmured Donatello “Ah, never again , never again' ” 
“Never? Ah, that is a terrible word to say to me'” answered iMiriam 
“A terrible word to let fall upon a w^oman’s heart, when she lo\ es you, and 
is" conscious of havmg caused your misery' If you love me, Donatello, 
speak it not again And surely you did love me?” 

“I did,” replied Donatello, gloomily and absently 
Miriam released the young man’s hand, but suffeied one of her own to 
he close to his, and waited a moment to see whether he would make any 
effort to retain it There was much depending upon that simple experi- 
ment 

With a deep sigh as when, sometimes, a slumberer turns over m a 
troubled dream Donatello changed his position, and clasped both his 
hands over his forehead The genial warmth of a Roman April kindling 
into May was in the atmosphere around them , but when Miriam saw that 
involuntary movement and heard that sigh of relief (for so she interpret- 
ed it) , a shiver ran through her frame, as if the iciest wand of the Apen- 
nmes were blowing over her 

“He has done himself a greater wiong than I dreamed of,” thought she, 
with unutterable compassion “Alas' it was a sad mistake' He might have 
had a kind of bliss in the consequences of this deed, had he been impelled 
to It by a love vital enough to survive the frenzy of that terrible moment, 
mighty enough to make its own law% and justify itself against the nat- 
ural remorse But to have perpetrated a dreadful murder (and such was 
his crime, unless love, annihilating moral distinctions, made it other- 
wise) on no better warrant than a boj’-’s idle fantasj’^' I pity him from the 
very depths of my soul' As for myself, I am past my owm or other’s pity*” 
She arose from the young man’s side, and stood before him with a sad, 
commiserating aspect, it was the look of a ruined soul, bewailing, in him, 
a grief less than what her profounder sympathies imposed upon herself 
“Donatello, we must part,” she said, with melancholy firmness “Yes, 
leave me' Go back to your old tower, which overlooks the green valley 
you have told me of among the Apennines Then, all that has passed will 
be recognized as but an ugly dream For, in dreams, the conscience sleeps, 
and we often stam ourselves with guilt of which we should be incapable in 
our waking moments The deed you seemed to do, last night, was no more 
than such a dream, there was as little substance m what you fancied your- 
self doing Go, and forget it all ' ” 

“Ah, that terrible face'” said Donatello, pressmg his hands over his 
eyes “Do you call that unreaP” 
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“Yes, for you beheld it with dreaming eyes,” replied Miriam “It was 
unreal, and, that you may feel it so, it is requisite that you see this face of 
mine no more Once, you may have thought it beautiful, now, it has lost 
its charm Yet it would still retain a miserable potency to bring back the 
past illusion, and, m its tram, the remorse and anguish that would dark- 
en all your life Leave me, tlierefore, and forget me ” 

“Forget you, Miriam’” said Donatello, roused somewhat from his 
apathy of despair “If I could remember you, and behold you, apart from 
that frightful visage which stares at me over your shoulder, that were a 
consolation, at least, if not a joy ” 

“But since that visage haunts you along with mine,” rejoined Miriam, 
glancing behind her, “we needs must part Farewell, then' But if ever - 
in distress, peril, shame, poverty, or whatever anguish is most poignant, 
whatever burden heaviest you should require a life to be given wholly, 
only to make your own a little easier, then summon me ' As the case now 
stands between us, you have bought me dear, and find me of little worth. 
Fling me away, therefore ' May you never need me more ' But, if other- 
wise, a wish almost an unuttered wish will bring me to you ' ” 

She stood a moment, expecting a reply But Donatello’s eyes had agam 
fallen on the ground, and he had not, in his bewildered mmd and over- 
burdened heart, a word to respond 

“That hour I speak of may never come,” said Miriam “So farewell, 
farewell forever ” 

“Farewell,” said Donatello 

His voice hardly made its way through the environment of unaccus- 
tomed thoughts and emotions which had settled over him like a dense and 
dark cloud Not improbably, he beheld Miriam through so dim a medium 
that she looked visionary, heard her speak only m a thin, faint echo 
She turned from the young man, and, much as her heart yearned to- 
wards him, she would not profane that heavy parting by an embrace, or 
even a pressure of the hand So soon after the semblance of such mighty 
love, and after it had been the impulse to so terrible a deed, they parted, 
in all outward show, as coldly as people part whose whole mutual inter- 
course has been encircled within a single hour 
And Donatello, when Miriam had departed, stretched himself at full 
length on the stone bench, and drew his hat over his eyes, as the idle and 
light-hearted youths of dreamy Italy are accustomed to do, when they lie 
down in the first convenient shade, and snatch a noonday slumber A stu- 
por was upon him, which he mistook for such drowsiness as he had known 
in his innocent past life But, by and by, he raised himself slowly and left 
the garden Sometimes poor Donatello started, as if he heard a shriek, 
sometimes he shrank back, as if a face, fearful to behold, were thrust close 
to his own In this dismal mood, bewildered with the novelty of sm and 
grief, he had little left of that singular resemblance, on account of which, 
and for their sport, his three friends had fantastically recognized him as 
the veritable Faun of Praxiteles 
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“I Will never permit her sweet touch again,” said Miriam, toiling up 
the staircase, “if I can find strength of heart to forbid it But, oh' it 
would be so soothmg m this wintry fever-fit of my heart There can be no 
harm to my white Hilda m one parting kiss That shall be all ' ” 

But, on reaching the upper landing-place, Miriam paused, and stirred 
not again till she had brought herself to an immovable resolve. 

“My lips, my hand, shall never meet Hilda’s more,” said she 
Meanwhile, Hilda sat listlessly in her paintmg-room Had you looked 
into the little adjommg chamber, you might have seen the slight imprint 
of her finger on the bed, but would also have detected at once that the 
white counterpane had not been turned down The pillow was more dis- 
turbed , she had turned her face upon it, the poor child, and bedewed it 
with some of those tears (among the most chill and forlorn that gush from 
human sorrow) which the mnocent heart pours forth at its first actual dis- 
covery that sm IS in the world The young and pure are not apt to find 
cut that miserable truth until it is brought home to them by the guiltiness 
of some trusted friend They may have heard much of the evil of the 
world, and seem to know it, but only as an impalpable theory In due 
time, some mortal, whom they reverence too highly, is commissioned by 
Providence to teach them this direful lesson, he perpetrates a sm; and 
Adam falls anew, and Paradise, heretofore m unfaded bloom, is lost 
again, and closed forever, with the fiery swords gleaming at its gates 
The chair in which Hilda sat was near the portrait of Beatrice Cenci, 
which had not yet been taken from the easel It is a peculiarity of this 
picture, that its profoundest expiession eludes a straightforward glance, 
and can only be caught by side glimpses, or when the eye falls casually 
upon it, even as if the painted face had a life and consciousness of its 
own, and, resolving not to betray its secret of grief or guilt, permitted the 
true tokens to come forth only when it imagined itself unseen No other 
such magical effect has ever been wrought by pencil 

Now, opposite the easel hung a looking-glass, m which Beatrice’s face 
and Hilda’s were both reflected-. In one of her weary, nerveless changes 
of position, Hilda happened to throw her eyes on the glass, and took m 
both these images at one unpremeditated glance She fancied nor was it 
without horror that Beatrice’s expression, seen aside and vanishing in 
a moment, had been depicted in her own face likewise, and flitted from 
it as timorously 

“Am I, too, stained with guilt?” thought the poor girl, hiding her face 
in her hands 

Not so, thank Heaven' But, as regards Beatrice’s picture, the incident 
suggests a theory which may account for its unutterable grief and mys- 
terious shadow of guilt, without detracting from the purity which we love 
to attribute to that ill-fated girl Who, indeed, can look at that mouth, 
with its lips half apart, as innocent as a baby’s that has been crying, 
and not pronounce Beatrice sinless? It was the intimate consciousness of 
her father’s sm that threw its shadow over her, and frightened her into a 
remote and inaccessible region, where no sympathy could come It was tha 
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knowledge of Miriam’s guilt that lent the same expression to Hilda’s 
face 

But Hilda nervously moved her chair, so that the images in the glass 
should be no longer visible She now watched a speck of sunshine that 
came through a shuttered window, and crept from object to object, in- 
dicating each with a touch of its bright fingei, and then letting them all 
vanish successively In like manner, her mind, so like sunlight in its 
(natural cheei fulness, went from thought to thought, but found nothing 
that It could dwell upon for comfort Never before had tins young, ener- 
getic, active spirit known what it is to be despondent It was the un- 
leahty of the world that made her so Her dearest fiicnd, w'hose heart 
seemed the most solid and iichest of Hilda’s possessions, had no exist- 
ence for hei any more, and in that dreary void, out of which IMiriam had 
disappeared, the substance, the truth, the integrity of life, the motives of 
effort, the joy of success, had departed along wnth her 

It was long past noon, wdien a step came up the staiicasc It had passed 
beyond the limits where tlieie was communication w’lth the lower regions 
of the palace, and w^as mounting the successive flights which led only to 
Hilda’s precincts Faint as the tied wxas, she heard and recognized it It 
startled her into sudden life Her first impulse w'as to spring to the door 
of the studio, and fasten it with lock and bolt But a second thought made 
her feel that this would be an umvoithy cowardice, on her own pait, and 
also that Miriam only yesterday her closest friend had a light to be 
told, face to face, that thenceforth they must be iorever strangers 

She heard Miriam pause, outside of the door We have already seen 
what was the latter’s resolve with respect to any kiss or pressure of the 
hand between Hilda and heiself We know not what became of the resolu- 
tion As Miriam was of a highly impulsive character, it max^ have van- 
ished at the first sight of Hilda, but, at all extents, she appeared to have 
dressed herself up m a gaib of sunshine, and was disclosed, as the door 
swung open, in all the glow of hei lemarkable beauty The truth xx^as, her 
heart leaped conclusively toxvards the only refuge that it had, oi hoped 
She forgot, just one instant, all cause for holding herself aloof Ordinarily 
there was a certain reserve in Miriam’s demonstrations of affection, m 
consonance with the delicacy of her friend To-day, she opened her arms 
to taire Hilda in 

‘‘Dearest, darling Hilda'” she exclaimed “It gives me new life to see 
you'” 

Hilda was standing m the middle of the room When her friend made a 
step or two from the door, she put forth her hands xvith an involuntary 
repellent gesture, so expressive, that Miriam at once felt a great chasm 
opening itself between them two They might gaze at one another from 
the opposite side, but without the possibility of ever meeting more, or, at 
least, since the chasm could never be bridged over, they must tread the 
whole round of Eternity to meet on the other side There was even a terror 
in the thought of their meeting again It was as if Hilda or Miriam xvere 
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dead, and could no longer hold intercourse without violating a spiritual 
law 

Yet, in the wantonness of her despair, Miriam made one more step to- 
wards the friend whom she had lost 

“Do not come nearer, Miriam > ” said Hilda 

Her look and tone were those of sorrowful entreaty, and yet they ex- 
pressed a kind of confidence, as if the girl were conscious of a safeguard 
that could not be violated 

“What has happened between us, Hilda?” asked Miriam “Are we not 
friends?” 

“No, no f ” said Hilda, shuddering 

“At least we have been friends,” continued Miriam “I loved you 
dearly f I love you still i You were to me as a younger sister, yes, dearer 
than sisters of the same blood , for you and I were so lonely, Hilda, that 
the whole world pressed us together by its solitude and strangeness Then, 
will you not touch my hand? Am I not the same as yesterday?” 

“Alas* no, Miriam*” said Hilda 

“Yes, the same, the same for you, Hilda,” rejoined her lost friend 
“Were you to touch my hand, you would find it as warm to your grasp as 
ever. If you were sick or suffering, I would watch night and day for you 
It is m such simple offices that true affection shows itself, and so I spealc 
of them Yet now, Hilda, your very look seems to put me beyond the 
limits of human kind* ” 

“It IS not I, Miriam,” said Hilda, “not I that have done this ” 

“You, and you only, Hilda,” replied Miriam, stirred up to make her 
own cause good by the repellent force which her friend opposed to her “I 
am a woman, as I was yesterday, endowed with the same truth of nature, 
the same warmth of heart, the same genuine and earnest love, which you 
have always known in me In any regard that concerns yourself, I am not 
changed And believe me, Hilda, when a human being has chosen a friend 
out of all the world, it is only some faithlessness between themselves, 
rendering true intercourse impossible, that can justify either friend in 
severing the bond Have I deceived you? Then cast me off* Have I 
wronged you personally? Then forgive me, if you can But, have I sinned 
against God and man, and deeply sinned^ Then be more my friend than 
ever, for I need you more ” 

“Do not bewilder me thus, Miriam*” exclaimed Hilda, who had not 
forborne to express, by look and gesture, the anguish which this interview 
inflicted on her “If I were one of God’s angels, with a nature incapable 
of stain, and garments that never could be spotted, I would keep ever at 
your side, and try to lead you upward But I am a poor, lonely girl, whom 
God has set here in an evil world, and given her only a white robe, and bid 
her wear it back to Him, as white as when she put it on Your powerful 
magnetism would be too much for me The pure, white atmosphere, in 
which I try to discern what things are good and true, would be discolored 
And, therefore, Miriam, before it is too late, I mean to put faith in this 
awful heart-quake, which warns me henceforth to avoid you ” 
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“Ah, this IS hard’ Ah, this is terrible'” murmured Miriam, dropping 
her forehead m her hands In a moment or two she looked up again, as 
pale as death but with a composed countenance “I always said, Hilda, 
that you were merciless , for I had a perception of it, even while you loved 
me best You have no sm, nor any conception of what it is, and therefore 
you are so terribly severe' As an angel, you are not amiss, but, as a hu- 
man creature, and a woman among earthly men and women, you need a 
sm to soften you ” 

“God forgive me,” said Hilda, “if I have said a needlessly cruel word!” 

“Let it pass,” answered Miriam, “I, whose heart it has smitten upon, 
forgive you And tell me, before we part forever, what have you seen or 
known of me, since we last met?” 

“A terrible thing, Miriam,” said Hilda, growing paler than before 

“Do you see it written m my face, or painted m my eyes?” inquired 
Miriam, her trouble seeking relief m a half-frenzied raillery “I would fain 
know how it is that Providence, or fate, brings eye-witnesses to watch us, 
when we fancy ourselves acting m the remotest privacy Did all Rome see 
It, then? Or, at least, our merry company of artists? Or is it some blood- 
stain on me, or death-scent m my garments? They say that monstrous 
deformities sprout out of fiends, who once were lovely angels Do you per- 
ceive such in me already? Tell me, by our past friendship, Hilda, all you 
know ” 

Thus adjured, and frightened by the wild emotion which Miriam 
could not suppress, Hilda strove to tell what she had witnessed 

“After the rest of the party had passed on, I went back to speak to 
you,” she said, “for there seemed to be a trouble on your mind, and I 
wished to share it with you, if you could permit me The door of the little 
court-yard was partly shut, but I pushed it open, and saw you within, 
and Donatello, and a third person, whom I had before noticed m the 
shadow of a niche He approached you, Miriam You knelt to him' I 
saw Donatello spring upon him! I would have shrieked, but my throat 
was dry I would have rushed forward, but my limbs seemed rooted to 
the earth It was like a flash of lightning A look passed from your eyes 
to Donatello’s a look” 

“Yes, Hilda, yes' ” exclaimed Miriam, with intense eagerness “Do not 
pause now' That look?” 

“It revealed all your heart, Miriam,” continued Hilda, covering her 
eyes as if to shut out the recollection , “a look of hatred, triumph, ven- 
geance, and, as it were, joy at some unhoped-for relief ” 

“Ah' Donatello was right, then,” murmured Miriam, who shook 
throughout all her frame “My eyes bade him do it' Go on, Hilda ” 

“It all passed so quickly, all like a glare of lightning,” said Hilda, 
“and yet it seemed to me that Donatello had paused, while one might 
draw a breath But that look' Ah, Miriam, spare me Need I tell more?” 

“No more, there needs no more, Hilda,” replied Miriam, bowing her 
head, as if listening to a sentence of condemnation from a supreme tri- 
bunal “It IS enough' You have satisfied my mmd on a point where it was 
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greatly disturbed Henceforward, I sliall be quiet Thank you, Hilda ” 
She was on the point of departing, but turned back again from the 
threshold 

“This is a terrible secret to be kept in a young girl’s bosom,” she ob- 
served, “what will you do with it, my poor child?” 

“Heaven help and guide me,” answered Hilda, bursting into tears, 
“for the burden of it crushes me to the earth' It seems a crime to know 
of such a thing, and to keep it to myself It knocks within my heart con- 
tmually, threatening, imploring, insisting to be let out' Oh, my mother' 
my mother' Were she yet living, I would travel over land and sea to 
tell her this daik secret, as I told all the little troubles of my infancy 
But I am alone alone' Miriam, you were my dearest, only friend Ad- 
vise me what to do ” 

This was a singular appeal, no doubt, from the stainless maiden to the 
guilty woman, whom she had just banished fiom her heart forever But 
it bore striking testimony to the impression which Miriam’s natural up- 
rightness and impulsive geneiosity had made on the friend who knew her 
best, and it deeply comforted the poor criminal, by proving to her that 
the bond between Hilda and herself was vital yet 

As far as she w^as able, Miriam at once responded to the girl’s cry for 
help 

“If I deemed it good for youi peace of mind,” she said, “to bear testi- 
mony against me for this deed, m the face of all the world, no considera- 
tion of myself should weigh with me an instant But I believe that you 
would find no relief in such a course What men call justice lies chiefly in 
outward formalities, and has never the close application and fitness that 
would be satisfactory to a soul like yours I cannot be fairly tried and 
judged before an earthly tribunal , and of this, Hilda, you would perhaps 
become fatally conscious when it was too late Roman justice, above all 
things, is a b3nvord IVhat have you to do with it? Leave all such thoughts 
aside' Yet, Hilda, I would not have you keep my secret imprisoned in 
your heart if it tries to leap out, and stings you, like a wild, venomous 
thmg, when you thrust it back again Have you no other friend, now that 
you have been forced to give me up^” 

“No other,” answered Hilda, sadly 
“Yes, Kenyon'” rejoined Miriam 

“He cannot be my friend,” said Hilda, “because because I have 
fancied that he sought to be something more ” 

“Fear nothing'” replied Miriam, shaking her head, with a strange 
smile “This story will frighten his new-born love out of its little life, if 
that be what you wish Tell him the secret, then, and talce his wise and 
honorable counsel as to what should next be done I know not what else 
to say ” 

“I never dreamed,” said Hilda, “how could you think it^* of be- 
traying you to justice But I see how it is, Miriam I must keep your 
secret, and die of it, unless God sends me some relief by methods which 
are now beyond my power to imagine It is very dreadful Ah' now I 
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understand how the sms of generations past have created an atmosphert 
of sin for those that follow* While there is a single guilty person in the 
universe, each innocent one must feel his innocence tortured by that 
guilt Your deed, Miriam, has darkened the whole sky ! ” 

Poor Hilda turned from her unhappy friend, and, sinking on her 
knees m a corner of the chamber, could not be prevailed upon to utter 
another word And Miriam, with a long regard from the threshold, bade 
farewell to this doves’ nest, this one little nook of pure thoughts and in- 
nocent enthusiasms, into which she had brought such trouble Every 
crime destroys more Edens than our ownl 


CHAPTER XXIV 

The Tower Among the Apennines 

It was m June that the sculptor, Kenyon, arrived on horseback at the 
gate of an ancient country-house (which, from some of its features, might 
almost be called a castle) situated m a part of Tuscany somewhat re- 
mote from the oidmary track of tourists Thither we must now accom- 
pany him, and endeavor to malie our story flow onward, like a streamlet, 
past a gray tower that rises on the hill-side, overlooking a spacious valley, 
which IS set m the grand framework of the Apennines 

The sculptor had left Rome with the retreating tide of foreign resi- 
dents For, as summer approaches, the Niobe of Nations is made to be- 
wail anew, and doubtless with sincerity, the loss of that large part of her 
population, which she derives from other lands, and on whom depends 
much of whatever remnant of prosperity she still enjoys Rome, at tins 
season, is pervaded and overhung with atmospheric terrors, and insulated 
withm a charmed and deadly circle The crowd of wandering tourists be- 
take themselves to Switzerland, to the Rhine, or, from this central home 
of the world, to their native homes in England or America, which they 
are apt thenceforward to look 'upon as provincial, after once having 
yielded to the spell of the Eternal City The artist, who contemplates an 
31 definite succession of winters in this home of art (though his first 
ought was merely to improve himself by a brief visit) , goes forth, m the 
'vimmer time, to sketch scenery and costume among the Tuscan hills, and 
pour, if he can, the purple air of Italy over his canvas He studies the old 
schools of art in the mountain-towns where they were born, and where 
they are still to be seen in the faded frescos of Giotto and Cimabue, on 
the walls of many a church, or in the dark chapels, m which the sacristan 
draws aside the veil from a treasured picture of Perugmo Thence, the 
happy painter goes to walk the long, bright galleries of Florence, or to 
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steal glowing colors from the miraculous works, which he finds m a score 
of Venetian palaces Such summers as these, spent amid whatever is ex- 
quisite m art, or wild and picturesque in nature, may not inadequately 
lepay him for the chill neglect and disappointment through which he has 
probably languished, in his Roman winter This sunny, shadowy, breezy, 
wandering life, in which he seeks for beauty as his treasuie, and gathers 
for his winter’s honey what is but a passing fragrance to all other men, is 
worth living for, come afterwards what may Even if he die unrecognized, 
the artist has had his share of enjoyment and success 

Kenyon had seen, at a distance of many miles, the old villa or castle, 
towards which his journey lay, looking from its height over a broad ex- 
panse of valley As he drew nearer, however, it had been hidden among 
the inequalities of the hill-side, until the winding road brought him almost 
to the iron gateway The sculptor found this substantial barrier fastened 
with lock and bolt There was no bell, nor other instrument of sound , and 
after summoning the invisible garrison with his voice, instead of a trum- 
pet, he had leisure to take a glance at the exterior of the fortress 

About thirty yards within the gateway rose a square tower, lofty 
enough to be a very prominent object in the landscape, and more than 
sufficiently massive m proportion to its height Its antiquity was evidently 
such, that, m a climate of more abundant moisture, the ivy would have 
mantled it from head to foot m a garment that might, by this time, have 
been centuries old, though ever new In the dry Italian air, however, Na- 
ture had only so far adopted this old pile of stone-work as to cover almost 
every hand’s-breadth of it with close-clmgmg lichens and yellow moss, 
and the immemorial growth of these kindly productions rendered the gen- 
eral hue of the tower soft and venerable, and took away the aspect of 
nakedness which would have made its age drearier than now 

Up and down the height of the tower were scattered three or four win- 
dows, the lower ones grated with iron bars, the upper ones vacant both of 
window-frames and glass Besides these larger openings, there were sev- 
eral loopholes and little square apertures, which might be supposed to 
light the staircase, that doubtless climbed the interior towards the battle- 
mented and machicolated summit With this last-mentioned wai-hke 
garniture upon its stern old head and brow, the tower seemed evidently a 
stronghold of times long past Many a cross-bowman had shot his shafts 
from those wmdows and loopholes, and from the vantage-height of those 
gray battlements , many a flight of arrows, too, had hit all round about 
the embrasures above, or the apertures below, where the helmet of a de- 
fender had momentarily glimmered On festal nights, moreover, a hun- 
dred lamps had often gleamed afar over the valley, suspended from the 
iron hooks that were ranged for the purpose beneath the battlements and 
-every window. 

Connected with the tower, and extending behind it, there seemed to be 
a very spacious residence, chiefly of more modem date It perhaps owed 
much of its fresher appearance, however, to a coat of stucco and yellow 
wash, which is a sort of renovation very much in vogue with the Italians 
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Kenyon noticed over a doonvay, m the portion of the edifice immediately 
adjacent to the tower, a cross, which, with a bell suspended above the 
roof, indicated that this was a consecrated precinct, and the chapel of the 
mansion 

Meanwhile, the hot sun so incommoded tlie unsheUered traveller, that 
he shouted forth anothei impatient summons Happening, at the same 
moment, to look upward, he saw a figure leaning from an embrasure of 
the battlements, and gazing down at him 

“Ho, Signore Count!” cried the sculptor, waving his strav hat, for he 
recognized the face, after a moment’s doubt “This is a varm reception, 
truly' Pray bid your porter let me in, befoie the sun shrivels me quite 
into a cinder ” 

“I will come myself,” responded Donatello, flinging down his voice out 
of the clouds, as it were, “old Tomaso and old Stella arc both asleep, no 
doubt, and the rest of the people are in tlie vineyard But I have c\pectcd 
you, and you are welcome 1 ” 

The young Count as perhaps we had bettei designate him in his an- 
cestral tower vanished from the battlements, and Kenyon saw his figure 
appear successively at each of Oie windows, as he descended On ever} re- 
appearance, he turned his face tow'ards tlie sculptor and gave a nod and 
smile, for a kindly impulse prompted him thus to assure his MSitor of a 
welcome, after keeping him so long at an inhospitable threshold 
Kenyon, however (naturally and professionally expert at reading the 
expression of the human countenance), had a vague sense that this was 
not the young friend whom he had knowm so familiarl}' in Rome, not the 
sylvan and untutored youth, whom hliriam, Hilda, and himself had liked, 
laughed at, and sported wnth, not the Donatello whose identity they had 
so playfully mixed up with that of the Faun of Praxiteles 

Finally, when his host had emerged from a side portal of the mansion, 
and appioached the gateway, tho traveller still felt that there was some- 
thing lost, or something gained (he hardly knew which), that set the 
Donatello of to-day irreconcilably at odds W’lth him of yesterday His 
very gait showed it, in a certain gravity, a w^eight and measure of step, 
that had nothing in common wnth the irregular buoyancy wdiich used to 
distinguish him His face was paler and thinner, and the lips less full and 
less apart 

“I have looked for you a long while,” said Donatello, and, though his 
voice sounded differently, and cut out its words more sharply than had 
been its wont, still there was a smile shining on his face, that, for tlie mo- 
ment, quite brought back the Faun “I shall be more cheerful, perhaps, 
now that you have come It is very solitary here ” 

“I have come slowly along, often lingering, often turning aside,” re- 
plied Kenyon, “for I found a great deal to interest me in the mediieval 
sculpture hidden away in the churches hereabouts An artist, whether 
painter or sculptor, may be parc^oned for loitering thiough such a region. 
But what a fine old tower! Its tall front is like a page of black-letter, 
taken from theliistory of the Italian republics ” 
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“I know little or nothing of its history,” said the Count, glancing up- 
ward at the battlements, where he had just been standing “But I thank 
my forefathers for building it so high I like the windy summit better 
than tlie world below, and spend much of my time there, nowadays ” 

“It IS a pity you are not a star-gazer,” observed Kenyon, also looking 
up “It IS higher than Galileo’s tower, which I saw, a week or two ago, 
outside of the walls of Florence ” 

“A star-gazer? I am one,” replied Donatello “I sleep in the towei, and 
often watch very late on the battlements There is a dismal old staircase 
to climb, however, before reaching the top, and a succession of dismal 
chambers, from story to story Some of them were prison chambeis in 
times past, as old Tomaso will tell j^ou ” 

The repugnance intimated in his tone at the idea of this gloomy stair- 
case and these ghostly, dimly lighted rooms, reminded Kenyon of the 
original Donatello, much moie than his present custom of midnight vigils 
on the battlements 

“I shall be glad to shaie your watch,” said the guest, “especially by 
moonlight The prospect of this broad valley must be very fine But I 
was not aware, my friend, that these were your country habits I have 
fancied you m a sort of Arcadian life, tasting rich figs, and squeezing the 
juice out of the sunniest grapes, and sleeping soundly all night, after a 
day of simple pleasures ” 

“I may have known such a life, when I was younger,” answered the 
Count, gravely “I am not a boy now Time flies over us, but leaves its 
shadow behind ” 

The sculptor could not but smile at the triteness of the remark, which, 
nevertheless, had a kind of oiiginality as coming from Donatello He had 
thought It out from his own experience, and perhaps considered himself as 
communicating a new truth to mankind 

They were now advancing up the court-yard, and the long extent of the 
villa, with its iron-baired lower windows and balconied uppei ones, be- 
came visible, stretching back towards a grove of trees 

“At some period of your family history,” observed Kenyon, “the 
Counts of Monte Beni must have led a patriarchal life m this vast house 
A great-grandsire and all his descendants might find ample verge here, 
and with space, too, foi each separate brood of little ones to play within 
its own precincts Is your present household a large one?” 

“Only myself,” answered Donatello, “and Tomaso, who has been but- 
ler since my grandfather’s tune, and old Stella, who goes sweeping and 
dusting about the chambers, and Girolamo, the cook, who has but an idle 
life of it He shall send you up a chicken forthwith But, first of all, I 
must summon one of the contadmi from the farm-house yonder, to take 
your horse to the stable ” 

Accordingly, the young Count shouted amain, and with such effect, 
that, after several repetitions of the outcry, an old gray woman pro- 
truded her head and a broom-handle from a chamber window, the ven- 
erable butler emerged from a recess in the side of the house, where was a 
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well, or reservoir, in which he had been cleansing a small wine-cask, and 
a sunburnt contadino, in his shirt-sleeves, showed himself on the out- 
skirts of the vineyard, with some kind of a farming tool in his hand 
Donatello found employment for all these retainers m providing accom- 
modation for his guest and steed, and then ushered the sculptor into the 
vestibule of the house 

It was a square and lofty entrance-room, which, by the solidity of its 
construction, might have been an Etruscan tomb, being paved and walled 
with heavy blocks of stone, and vaulted almost as massively overhead. 
On two sides, there were doors, opening into long suites of anterooms and 
saloons, on the third side, a stone staircase, of spacious breadth, ascend- 
ing, by dignified degrees and with wide resting-places, to another floor of 
similar extent Through one of the doors, which was ajar, ICenyon beheld 
an almost interminable vista of apartments, opening one beyond the 
other, and remmdmg him of the hundred rooms in Blue Beard’s castle, or 
the countless halls in some palace of the Arabian Nights 

It must have been a numerous family, indeed, that could ever have 
sufficed to people with human life so large an abode as this, and impart 
social warmth to such a wide world within doors The sculptor confessed 
to himself, that Donatello could allege reason enough for growing melan- 
choly, having only his own personality to vivify it all 

“How a woman’s face would brighten it up'” he ejaculated, not in- 
tending to be overheard 

But, glancing at Donatello, he saw a stern and sorrowful look in his 
eyes, which altered his youthful face as if it had seen thirty years of 
troulile, and, at the same moment, old Stella showed herself through one 
of the doorways, as the only representative of her sex at Monte Beni 


CHAPTER XXV i 

Sunshine 

“Come,” said the Count, “I see you already find the old house dismal 
So do I, indeed ' And yet it was a cheerful place in my boyhood But, you 
see, in my father’s days (and the same was true of all my endless line of 
grandfathers, as I have heard), there used to be uncles, aunts, and all 
manner of kindred, dwelling together as one family They were a meiry 
and kindly race of people, for the most part, and kept one another’s 
hearts warm ” I 

“Two hearts might be enough for warmth,” observed the sculptor, 
“even in so large a house as this One solitary heart, it is true, may.be 
apt to shiver a little But, I trust, my friend, that the genial blood of your 
race still flows in many veins besides your own?” 
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‘‘I am the last,” said Donatello, gloomily “They have all vanished 
trom me, since my childhood Old Tomaso vnll tell you that the air of 
Monte Bern is not so favorable to length of days as it used to be But that 
IS not the secret of tlie quick extinction of my kindied ” 

“Then you are awaie of a more satisfactory reason?” suggested 
Kenyon 

“I thought of one, the other night, ^\hlIe I was gazing at the stars,” 
answered Donatello, “but, pardon me, I do not mean to tell it One cause, 
however, of the longer and healthier life of my forefathers was, that they 
had man}'" pleasant customs, and means of making tliemselves glad, and 
their guests and friends along with them Nowadays we have but one' ” 

“And what is that?” asked the sculptor 

“You shall see' ” said his young host 

By this time, he had ushered the sculptor into one of the numberless 
saloons, and, calling foi refreshment, old Stella placed a cold fowd upon 
the table, and quickly followed it with a savory omelet, which Girolamo 
had lost no time m preparing She also brought some cherries, plums, and 
apricots, and a plate full of particulaily delicate figs, of last year’s growdh. 
The butler showing his white head at the door, his master beckoned to 
him 

“Tomaso, brmg some Sunshine' ” said he. 

The readiest method of obeying this older, one might suppose, would 
have been, to fling wide the green window-blinds, and let the glow of the 
summer noon into the carefully shaded room But, at Monte Beni, with 
provident caution against the wnntiy days, w’hen there is little sunshine, 
and the rainy ones, when there is none, it was the hereditary custom to 
keep their Sunshine stored aw^ay in the cellar Old Tomaso quickly pro- 
duced some of it in a small, straw-covered flask, out of which he extracted 
the cork, and inserted a little cotton wool, to absorb the olive-oil that kept 
the precious liquid from tlie air 

“This is a wine,” observed the Count, “the secret of making which has 
been kept in our family for centuries upon centuries, nor would it avail 
any man to steal the secret, unless he could also steal the vineyard, in 
which alone the Monte Beni grape can be produced There is little else 
left me, save that patch of vines Taste some of their juices, and tell me 
whether it is wmrthy to be called Sunshine! for that is its name ” 

“A glorious name, too' ” cried the sculptor. 

“Taste it,” said Donatello, filling his friend’s glass, and pouring like- 
wise a little into his own “But first smell its fragrance, for the wine is 
very lavish of it, and will scatter it all abroad ” 

“Ah, how exquisite'” said Kenyon “No other wine has a bouquet like 
this The flavor must be rare, indeed, if it fulfil the promise of this frag- 
rance, which is like the airy sweetness of youthful hopes, that no realities 
will ever satisfy!” 

This invaluable liquor was of a pale golden hue, like other of the rarest 
Italian wines, and, if carelessly and irreligiously quaffed, might have been 
mistaken for a very fine sort of champagne It was not, however, an ef- 
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fervescing wine, although its delicate piquancy produced a somewhat 
similar effect upon the palate Sipping, the guest longed to sip again, but 
the wine demanded so deliberate a pause, m order to detect the hidden 
peculiarities and subtile exquisiteness of its flavor, that to drink it %vas 
really more a moral than a physical enjoyment There was a deliciousness 
m it that eluded analysis, and like whatever else is superlatively good 

was perhaps better appreciated in the memory than by present con- 
sciousness 

One of its most ethereal charms lay m the transitory life of the wine’s 
richest qualities, for, while it required a certain leisure and delay, yet, 
if you lingeied too long upon the draught, it became disenchanted both 
of its fragrance and its flavor 

The lustre should not be foi gotten, among the other admirable endow- 
ments of the Monte Beni wine, for, as it stood in Kenyon’s glass, a little 
circle of light glowed on the table round about it, as if it were really so 
much golden sunshine 

'T feel myself a better man for that etheieal potation,” observed the 
sculptor “The finest Orvieto, oi that famous wine, the Est Est Est of 
Montefiascone, is vulgai in comparison This is surely the wnne of the 
Golden Age, such as Bacchus himself first taught mankind to press from 
the choicest of his grapes My dear Count, why is it not illustrious^ The 
pale, liquid gold, in eveiy such flask as that, might be solidified into 
golden scudi, and would quickly make you a millionnaire > ” 

Tomaso, the old butler, who was standing by the table, and enjoying 
the praises of the wine quite as much as if bestowed upon himself, made 
answer, 

“We have a tradition, signore,” said he, “that this lare wdne of our 
vineyard would lose all its wondei ful qualities, if any of it were sent to 
market The Counts of Monte Beni have never parted with a single flask 
of it for gold At their banquets, in the olden time, they have entertained 
princes, cardinals, and once an emperor, and once a pope, with this de- 
licious wine, and always, even to this day, it has been their custom to let 
it flow freely, when those whom they love and honor sit at the board But 
the grand duke himself could not drink that wine, except it were under 
this very roof” 

“What you tell me, my good friend,” replied Kenyon, “makes me ven- 
erate the Sunshine of Monte Beni even more abundantly than before As 
I understand you, it is a sort of consecrated juice, and sjmibolizes the holy 
virtues of hospitality and social kindness?” 

“Why, partly so. Signore,” said the old butler, with a shrewd twinkle 
in his eye, “but, to speak out all the truth, there is another excellent rea- 
son why neither a cask nor a flask of our precious vintage should ever be 
sent to market The wine, Signore, is so fond of its native home, that a 
transportation of even a few miles turns it quite sour And yet it is a 
wine that keeps well m the cellar, underneath this flooi, and gathers frag- 
rance, flavor, and brightness, in its dark dungeon That verj'- flask of Sun- 
shine, now, has kept itself for you, sir guest (as a maid reserves her sweet- 
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ness till her lover come for it) , ever since a merry vintage-time, when the 
Signore Count heie was a boy ' ” 

“You must not wait for Tomaso to end his discourse about the wine, 
before drinking off your glass,” observed Donatello “When once the 
flask IS uncorked, its finest qualities lose little time in making their es- 
cape I doubt whether your last sip will be quite so delicious as you 
found the first ” 

And, m truth, the sculptor fancied that the Sunshine became almost im- 
perceptibty clouded, as he approached the bottom of the flask The effect 
of the wine, however, was a gentle exhilaration, which did not so speedily 
pass away 

Being thus refreshed Kenyon looked around him at the antique saloon 
in which they sat It was constructed m a most ponderous style, with a 
stone floor, on which heavy pilasters were planted against the wall, sup- 
porting arches that crossed one another m the vaulted ceiling The up- 
right walls, as well as the compaitments of the roof, were complete^ cov- 
ered with frescos, which doubtless had been brilliant when first executed, 
and perhaps for geneiations afterw'aids The designs weie of a festive 
and joyous character, representing Aicadian scenes, wheie nymphs, 
fauns, and satyrs disported themselves among mortal youths and maid- 
ens, and Pan, and the god of wme, and he of sunshine and music, dis- 
damed not to brighten some sylvan merry-making with the scarcely veiled 
glory of their presence A meath of dancing figures, in admirable variety 
of shape and motion, was festooned quite round the cornice of the room. 

In its first splendor, the saloon must have presented an aspect both 
gorgeous and enlivening, for it invested some of the cheerfullest ideas 
and emotions of which the human mind is susceptible with the external 
reality of beautiful form, and rich, harmonious glow and variety of color. 
But the frescos were now very ancient They had been rubbed and scrub- 
bed by old Stella and many a predecessor, and had been defaced in one 
spot, and retouched in another, and had peeled from the walls in patches, 
and had hidden some of their brightest portions under dreary dust, till the 
joyousness had quite vanished out of them all It was often difficult to 
^puzzle out the design, and even where it was more readily intelligible, the 
‘figures showed like the ghosts of dead and buried joys, the closer their 
resemblance to the happy past, the gloomier now For it is thus, that 
with only an inconsiderable change, the gladdest objects and existences 
become the saddest, hope fading into disappointment, joy darkening into 
grief, and festal splendor into funereal duskiness, and all evolving, as 
their moral, a grim identity between gay things and sorrowful ones Only 
give them a little time, and they turn out to be just alike f 

“There has been much festivity in this saloon, if I may judge by the 
character of its frescos,” remarked Kenyon, whose spirits were still up- 
held by the mild potency of the Monte Beni wine “Your forefathers, my 
dear Count, must have been joyous fellows, keeping up the vintage merri- 
ment throughout the year It does me good to think of them gladdening 
the hearts of men and women, with their wine of Sunshine, even in the 
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Iron Age, as Pan and Bacchus, whom we see yonder, did m the Golden 
one'” 

‘‘Yes, there have been merry times in the banquet-hall of h'lonte Beni, 
even within my own remembrance,” replied Donatello, looking gravely at 
the painted walls “It was meant for mirth, as you see, and when I 
brought my own cheerfulness into the saloon, these fiescos looked cheer- 
ful too But, methinks, they have all faded since I saw them last ” 

“It would be a good idea,” said tlie sculptor, falling into his com- 
panion’s vein, and helping him out with an illustration which Donatello 
himself could not have put into shape, “to convert this saloon into a 
chapel, and when the priest tells his hearers of the instability of earthly 
joys, and would show how drearily they vanish, he may point to these pic- 
tures, that were so joyous and are so dismal He could not illustrate his 
theme so aptly in any other way ” 

“True, indeed,” answered the Count, his former simplicity strangely 
mixing itself up with an experience that had changed him, “and yonder, 
where the minstrels used to stand, the altar shall be placed A sinful man 
might do all the more effective penance in this old banquet-hall.” 

“But I should regret to have suggested so ungenial a transformation in 
your hospitable saloon,” continued Kenyon, duly noting the change m 
Donatello’s characteristics “You startle me, my friend, by so ascetic a 
design' It would hardly have entered your head, when we first met Pray 
do not, if I may take the freedom of a somewhat elder man to advise 
you,” added he, smiling, “pray do not, under a notion of improvement, 
take upon yourself to be sombre, thoughtful, and penitential, like all the 
rest of us ” 

Donatello made no answer, but sat awhile, appearing to follow with his 
eyes one of the figures, W'hich w^as repeated many times over in tlie groups 
upon the walls and ceilmg It formed the principal link of an allegory, by 
which (as is often the case m such pictorial designs) tlie w^hole series of 
frescos were bound together, but wdiich it w^ould be impossible, or, at 
least, very wearisome, to unravel The sculptor’s eyes took a similar direc- 
tion, and soon began to trace through the vicissitudes, once gay, now 
sombre, m which the old artist had involved it, the same individual fig-^ 
ure He fancied a resemblance m it to Donatello himself , and it put him' 
in mind of one of the purposes with which he had come to Monte Beni 

“My dear Count,” said he, “I have a proposal to make You must let 
me employ a little of my leisure in modelling your bust You remember 
what a striking resemblance we all of us Hilda, Miriam, and I found 
between your features and those of the Faun of Praxiteles Then, it 
seemed an identity, but now that I know your face better, the likeness is 
far less apparent Your head in marble would be a treasure to me Shall 
I have it?” 

“I have a weakness which I fear I cannot overcome,” replied the Count, 
turning away his face “It troubles me to be looked at steadfastly ” 

“I have observed it since we have been sitting here, though never be- 
fore,” rejoined the sculptor “It is a kind of nervousness, I apprehend, 
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which, you caught in the Roman air, and which grows upon you, in your 
solitary life It need be no hindrance to my talnng your bust, for I will 
catch the likeness and expression by side glimpses, which (if portrait- 
painters and bust-makers did but laiow it) always bring home richer re- 
sults than a broad stare ” 

“You may take me if you have the power,” said Donatello, but, even 
as he spoke, he turned away his face, “and if you can see what makes me 
shrink from you, you are welcome to put it m the bust It is not my will, 
but my necessity, to avoid men’s e5^es Only,” he added, with a smile 
w'hich made Kenyon doubt w'hether he might not as well copy the Faun 
as model a new bust, “only, j^ou know, you must not insist on my un- 
coveimg these ears of mine ' ” 

“Nay, I never should dream of such a thing,” answered the sculptor, 
laughing, as the young Count shook his clustering cuils “I could not hope 
to persuade you, lemembermg how Miriam once failed ' ” « 

Nothing is more unaccountable than the spell that often lurks in a 
spoken word A thought may be present to the mind, so distinctly that no 
utterance could malce it more so , and two minds may be conscious of the 
same thought, in W'hich one or both take the profoundest interest, but as 
long as it remains unspoken, their familiai talk flows quietly over the 
hidden idea, as a rivulet may sparkle and dimple over something sunken 
in its bed But, speak the word, and it is like brmgmg up a drowned body 
out of the deepest pool of the rivulet, which has been aware of tlie hor- 
rible secret all along, in spite of its smiling suiface 
And even so, when Kenyon chanced to malce a distinct reference to 
Donatello’s relations with Miriam (though the subject was already in 
both their minds), a ghastly emotion rose up out of the depths of the 
jmung Count’s heart He trembled either with anger or terror, and glared 
at the sculptor with wild eyes, lilce a wolf that meets you in the foiest, 
and hesitates whethei to flee oi turn to bay But, as Kenyon still looked 
calmly at him, his aspect gradually became less disturbed, though fai 
from resuming its former quietude 

“You have spoken her name,” said he, at last, m an altered and tremu- 
lous tone, “tell me, now, all that you know of her ” 

“I scarcely think that I have any later intelligence than yourself,” an- 
swered Kenyon , “Miriam left Rome at about the time of your own de- 
parture Within a day or two after our last meeting at the Church of the 
Capuchins, I called at her studio and found it vacant Whither she has 
gone, I cannot tell ” 

Donatello asked no further questions 

They rose from table, and strolled together about the premises, whil- 
ing away the afternoon with brief intervals of unsatisfactory conversa- 
tion, and many shadowy silences The sculptor had a perception of change 
in his companion, possibly of growth and development, but certainly of 
change, which saddened him, because it took away much of the simple 
grace that was the best of Donatello’s peculiarities 

Kenyon betook himself to repose that night in a grim, old, vaulted 



722 the works OE HAWTHORNE 

apartment, which, in the lapse of five or six centuries, had probably been 
the birth, liridal, and death chamber of a great many generations of the 
Monte Beni family He was aioused, soon after daylight, by the clamor 
of a tribe of beggars who had taken their stand in a little rustic lane that 
crept beside that portion of the villa, and were addiessing their petitions 
to the open windows By and by, they appeared to have received alms, 
and took their departure 

“Some charitable Christian has sent those vagabonds away,” thought 
the sculptor, as he resumed his mterrupted nap, “who could it be? Dona- 
tello has his own rooms in the tower, Stella, Tomaso, and the cook are a 
world’s width off, and I fancied myself the only inhabitant in this part 
of the house ” 

In the breadth and space which so delightfully characterize an Italian 
villa, a dozen guests might have had each his suite of apartments wathout 
mfrmgmg upon^Kine another’s ample precincts But, so far as Kenyon 
knew, he was the only visitor beneath Donatello’s widely extended roof 


CHAPTER XXVI 

The Pedigree or IMonte Beni 

From the old butler, whom he found to be a very gracious and affable 
personage, Kenyon soon learned many curious particulars about the fam- 
ily history and hereditary peculiarities of the Counts of hlonte Beni 
There was a pedigree, the later portion of which that is to say, for a 
little more than a thousand years a genealogist would have found de- 
light m tracing out, link by link, and authenticating by records and docu- 
mentary evidences It would have been as difficult, however, to follow up 
the stream of Donatello’s ancestry to its dim source, as travellers have 
found it to reach the mysterious fountains of the Nile And, far beyond 
the region of definite and demonstrable fact, a romancer might have 
strayed into a region of old poetry, where the rich soil, so long unculti- 
vated and untrodden, had lapsed into nearly its primeval state of wilder- 
ness Among those antique paths, now overgrown with tangled and riotous 
vegetation, the wanderer must needs follow his own guidance, and arrive 
nowhither at last 

The race of Monte Beni, beyond a doubt, was one of the oldest in Italy, 
where families appear to survive at least, if not to flourish, on their half- 
decayed roots, oftener than m England or France It came down in a 
broad track from the Middle Ages, but, at epochs anterior to those, it 
was distinctly visible in the gloom of the period before chivalry put forth 
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its flower, and further still, we are almost afraid to say, it was seen, 
though with a fainter and wavering course, in the early morn of Christen- 
dom, when the Roman Empire had hardly begun to show’^ symptoms of 
decline At that venerable distance, the heralds gave up the lineage in 
despair 

But where written record left the genealogy of jMonte Beni, tradition 
took It up, and carried it without dread or shame beyond the Imperial 
ages into tlie times of the Roman republic, beyond those, again, into the 
epoch of kingly rule Xor e\en so remotel}’- among the mossy centuries 
did it pause, but strayed onw’ard into that gray antiquity of which there 
is no token left, sa\e its ca\ernous tombs, and a few bronzes, and some 
quaintl}'’ wrought ornaments of gold, and gems with mystic figures and 
inscriptions There, or thcicabouts, the line was supposed to ha\e had its 
origin in the S3dvan life of Etruria, while Italj'’ was j'et guiltless of Rome 

Of course, as we regret to s^y, the earlier and \ er}*^ mucli the larger por- 
tion of this respectable descent and the same is true of many briefer 
pedigrees must be looked upon as altogethei mythical Still, it threw' a 
romantic interest around the unquestionable antiquity of the iNIonte 
Beni famih*, and o\er that tract of tlieir own vines and fig-trees, beneath 
the shade of which they had unquestionabl}' dwelt for immemorial ages 
And there they had laid the foundations of their tower, so long ago that 
one half of its height was said to be sunken under the suiface and to hide 
subterranean chambers which once were cheerful with the olden sunshine 

One story, or myth, that had mixed itself up with their mouldy gene- 
alogy, interested the sculptor by its wild, and perhaps grotesque, yet not 
unfascinating peculiarity He caught at it the more eagerly, as it afforded 
a shadowy and W'himsical semblance of explanation for the likeness wdiich 
he, with iMiriam and Hilda, had seen or fancied, between Donatello and 
the Faun of Praxiteles 

The Monte Beni famil}', as this legend averied, drew' their origin from 
the Pelasgic race, w'ho peopled Italy in times that may be called prehis- 
toric It was the same noble breed of men, of Asiatic birth, that settled in 
Greece, the same happy and poetic kindred W'ho dwelt m Arcadia, and 
whether they ever lived such life or not enriched the w'orld w'lth dreams, 
at least, and fables, lovely, if unsubstantial, of a Golden Age In those 
delicious times, when deities and demigods appeared familiarly on earth, 
mmgling with its inhabitants as friend w'lth friend, W'hen nymphs, 
satyrs, and the whole tram of classic faith or fable hardly took pains to 
hide themselves in the primeval w’oods, at that auspicious period the 
lineage of Monte Beni had its rise Its progenitor was a being not alto- 
gether human, yet partaking so largely of the gentlest human qualities, 
as to be neither awful nor shocking to the imagination A sylvan creature, 
native among the woods, had loved a mortal maiden, and perhaps by 
kindness, and the subtile courtesies which love might teach to his sim- 
plicity, or possibly by a ruder wooing had won her to his haunts In due 
time, he gained her womanly affection, and, making their bridal bower, 
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for aught we know, in the hollow of a great tree, the pair spent a happy 
wedded life in that ancient neighborhood where now stood Donatello’s 
tower 

From this union sprang a vigorous progeny that took its place unques- 
tioned among human families In that age, however, and long afterwards. 
It showed the ineffaceable lineaments of its wild paternity it was a pleas- 
ant and kindly race of men, but capable of savage fierceness, and never 
quite restramable within the trammels of social law They were strong^ 
active, genial, cheerful as the sunshine, passionate as the tornado Their 
lives weie rendered blissful by an unsought harmony with nature 

But, as centuries passed away, the Faun’s wild blood had necessarily 
been attempered with constant intermixtures from the more ordinary 
streams of human life It lost many of its original qualities, and served, 
for the most part, only to bestow an unconquerable vigor, which kept the 
family from extinction, and enabled them to make their own part good 
throughout the perils and rude emergencies of their interminable descent 
In the constant wars with which Italy was plagued, by the dissensions of 
her petty states and lepublics, there was a demand for native hardihood 

The successive members of the Monte Beni family showed valor and 
policy enough, at all events, to keep their hereditary possessions out of 
the clutch of grasping neighbors, and probably differed very little from 
the other feudal barons with whom they fought and feasted Such a de- 
gree of conformity with the manners of the generations, through which it 
survived, must have been essential to the prolonged continuance of the 
race 

It is well known, however, that any hereditary peculiarity as a super- 
numerary finger, or an anomalous shape of feature, like the Austrian hp 

IS wont to show itself in a family after a very wayward fashion It skips 
at its Own pleasure along the line, and, latent for half a century or so, 
crops out again m a great-grandson And thus, it was said, from a period 
beyond memory or record, there had ever and anon been a descendant of 
the Monte Benis bearing nearly all the characteristics that were attri- 
buted to the original founder of the race Some traditions even went so 
far as to enumerate the ears, covered with a delicate fur, and shaped like 
a pointed leaf, among the proofs of authentic descent which were seen m 
these favored individuals We appreciate the beauty of such tokens of a 
nearer kindred to the gieat family of nature than other mortals bear, but 
it would be idle to ask credit for a statement which might be deemed to 
pai take so largely of the grotesque 

But it was indisputable that, once in a century, or oftener, a son of 
Monte Beni gathered into himself the scattered qu^ities of his race, and 
reproduced the character that had been assigned to it from immemorial 
times Beautiful, strong, brave, kindly, sincere, of honest impulses, and 
endowed with simple tastes and the love of homely pleasures, he was be- 
lieved to possess gifts by which he could associate himself with the wild 
things of the forests, and with the fowls of the air, and could feel a sym- 
pathy even with the trees, among which it was his joy to dwell On the 
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other hand, there were deficiencies both of intellect and heart, and es- 
peciall}’’, as it seemed, in tlie development of the higher portion of man’s 
nature These defects vere less perceptible in early youth, but showed 
themselves more strongly with advancing age, when, as the animal spirits 
settled down upon a lower level, the representative of the hlonte Benis 
was apt to become sensual, addicted to gross pleasures, heavy, unsympa- 
thizmg, and insulated within the narrow limits of a surly selfishness 
A similar change, indeed, is no more than what we constantly obsen^e 
to take place in persons vho are not careful to substitute other graces for 
those vhich they inevitably lose along with the quick sensibility and joy- 
ous vivacity of youth At worst, the reigning Count of hlonte Beni, as his 
hair grew white, v as still a j’olly old fellow over his flask of wine, the 
wine that Bacchus himself was fabled to ha\ e taught his sylvan ancestor 
how to express, and from what choicest giapes, vhich would ripen only 
in a certain divinely favored portion of the hlonte Beni vineyaid 

The family, be it observed, were both proud and ashamed of these 
legends, but whatever part of them they might consent to incoporate into 
tlieii ancestral history, the}'' steadily repudiated all that leferred to their 
one distinctive feature, the pointed and furry ears In a great many years 
past, no sober credence had been yielded to the mythical portion of the 
pedigree It might, however, be considered as typifying some such assem- 
blage of qualities m this case, chiefly remarkable for their simplicity 
and naturalness as, when they reappear in successive generations, con- 
stitute what we call family chaiacter The sculptor found, moreovei, on 
the evidence of some old portraits, that the physical features of the race 
had long been similar to what he now saw them in Donatello With ac- 
cumulating years, it is true, the Monte Beni face had a tendency to look 
grim and savage, and, m two or three instances, the family pictures glared 
at the spectator m the eyes like some surly animal, that had lost its good- 
humoi when it outlived its playfulness 

The young Count accorded his guest full liberty to investigate the per- 
sonal annals of these pictured worthies, as well as all the rest of his pro- 
genitors, and ample materials were at hand m many chests of worm- 
eaten papers and yellow parchments, that had been gathering into larger 
and dustier piles ever since tlie dark ages But, to confess the truth, the 
information afforded by these musty documents was so much moie pro- 
saic than what Kenyon acquired from Tomaso’s legends, that even the 
superior authenticity of the former could not reconcile hup to its dulness 
What especially delighted the sculptor was the analogy between Dona- 
tello’s character, as he himself knew it, and those peculiar traits which 
the old butler’s narrative assumed to have been long hereditaiy m tlie 
race. He was amused at finding, too, that not only Tomaso but the peas- 
antry of the estate and neighboring village recognized his friend as a gen- 
uine Monte Beni, of the original type They seemed to cherish a great af- 
fection for the young Count, and were full of stories about his sportive 
childhood , how he had played among the little rustics, and been at once 
the wildest and the sweetest of them all , and how, m his very infancy, he 
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had plunged into the deep pools of the streamlets and never been 
drowned, and had clambered to the topmost branches of tall trees with- 
out ever breaking his neck No such mischance could happen to the sylvan 
child, because, handling all the elements of nature so fearlessly and freely, 
nothing had either the power or the will to do him harm 

He grew up, said these humble friends, the playmate not only of all 
mortal kind, but of creatures of the woods, although, when Kenyon 
pressed them for some particulars of this latter mode of companionship, 
they could remember little more than a few anecdotes of a pet fo\', which 
used to growl and snap at everybody save Donatello himself. 

But they enlarged and never were weary of the theme upon the 
blithesome effects of Donatello’s presence m his rosy childhood and bud- 
ding youth Their hovels had ahvays glowed like sunshine W’hen he en- 
tered them, so that, as the peasants expressed it, their young master had 
never darkened a doorway in his life He was the soul of vintage festivals. 
While he was a mere infant, scarcely able to run alone, it had been the 
custom to make him tread the wine-press wnth his tender little feet, if it 
were only to crush one cluster of the grapes And tlie grape-juice that 
gushed beneath his childish tread, be it ever so small in quantity, sufficed 
to impart a pleasant flavor to a w'hole cask of wane The race of hlonte 
Beni so these rustic chroniclers assured the sculptor had possessed the 
gift from the oldest of old times of expressing good wane from ordinary 
grapes, and a ravishing liquor from the choice grow th of their vineyard 
In a word, as he listened to such tales as these, Kenyon could have im- 
agined that the valleys and hill-sides about him were a \eritable Arcadia, 
and that Donatello was not merely a sylvan faun, but the genial wine- 
god in his very person Making many allow^ances for the poetic fancies of 
Italian peasants, he set it down for fact, that his friend, in a simple w’ay, 
and among rustic folks, had been an exceedingly delightful fellow m his 
younger days 

But the contadini sometimes added, shaking then heads and sighing, 
that the young Count was sadly changed since he went to Rome The 
village girls now missed the merry smile with which he used to greet them 
The sculptor mquired of his good friend Tomaso, whether he, too, had 
noticed the shadow which was said to have recently fallen over Dona- 
tello’s life 

'‘Ah, yes, Signore'” answered the old butler, "it is even so, since he 
came back from that wicked and miserable city The wmrld has grown 
either too evil, or else too wise and sad, for such men as the old Counts 
of Monte Beni used to be His very first taste of it, as you see, has 
Ranged and spoilt my poor young lord There had not been a single count 
in the family these hundred years or more, who was so true a hlonte Beni, 
of the antique stamp, as this poor signonno, and now it brings the tears 
into my eyes to hear him sighing over a cup of Sunshine' Ah, it is a sad 
world now' ” 

"Then you think there was a merrier world once?” asked Kenyon 
"Surely, Signore,” said Tomaso, “a merrier world, and merrier Counts 
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of Monte Beni to live in it' Such tales of them as I have heard, when I 
was a child on my grandfather’s knee' The good old man remembered a 
lord of Monte Beni at least, he had heard of such a one, though I will 
not make oath upon the holy crucifix tliat my grandsire lived in his time 
who used to go into the woods and call pretty damsels out of the foun- 
tains, and out of the trunks of the old trees That merry lord was known 
to dance with them a whole long summer afternoon' "When shall we see 
such frolics m our da3^s?” 

“Not soon, I am afraid,” acquiesced the sculptoi “You are right, ex- 
cellent Tomaso , the world is sadder now! ” 

And, m truth, while our friend smiled at these wild fables, he sighed in 
the same breath to think how the once genial earth produces, m every suc- 
cessive generation, fewer flowers than used to gladden the preceding ones. 
Not that the modes and seeming possibilities of human enjo3mient are 
rarer in our refined and softened era, on the contrary, they never before 
were nearly so abundant, but that mankind are getting so far beyond 
the childhood of their race that they scorn to be happy any longer A 
simple and joyous character can find no place for itself among the sage 
and sombre figures that would put his unsophisticated cheerfulness to 
shame The entire system of man’s affairs, as at present established, is 
built up purposely to exclude the careless and happy soul The very chil- 
dren would upbiaid the wietched individual who should endeavor to take 
life and the world as what we might naturally suppose them meant for 
a place and opportunity for enjoyment 

It IS the non rule m our day to require an object and a purpose in life. 
It makes us all parts of a complicated scheme of progress, which can only 
result in our arrival at a coldei and drearier region than we were born in. 
It insists 'upon everybody’s adding somewhat a mite, perhaps, but 
earned by incessant effort to an accumulated pile of usefulness, of which 
the only use will be, to burden our posterity with even heavier thoughts 
and more inordinate laboi than our omi No life now wanders like an un- 
fettered stream, there is a mill-wheel for the tiniest rivulet to turn We 
go all wrong, by too strenuous a resolution to go all right 

Therefore it was so, at least, the sculptor thought, although partly 
suspicious of Donatello’s darker misfortune that the young Count 
found it impossible nowadays to be what his forefatheis had been He 
could not live their healthy life of animal spirits, m their sympathy with 
nature, and brotherhood with all that breathed around them Nature, m 
beast, fowl, and tree, and earth, flood, and sky, is what it was of old, iDUt 
sm, care, and self-consciousness have set the human portion of the world 
askew, and thus the simplest character is ever the soonest to go astray 
“At any rate, Tomaso,” said Kenyon, doing his best to comfort the old 
man, “let us hope that your young lord will still enjoy himself at vintage- 
time. By the aspect of the vineyard, I judge that this will be a famous 
year for the golden wine of Monte Beni As long as your grapes produce 
that admirable liquor, sad as you think the world, neither the Count nor 
his guests' will quite forget to smile ” 
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“Ah, Signore,” rejoined the butler with a sigh, “but he scarcely \^ets 
his lips with the sunny juice ” 

“There is yet another hope,” observed Kenyon , “the young Count may 
fall in love, and bring home a fair and laughing wife to chase the gloom 
out of yondei old, frescoed saloon Do you think he could do a better 
thing, my good Tomaso?” 

“Maybe not. Signore,” said tlie sage butler, looking earnestly at him, 
“and, maybe, not a worse!” 

The sculptor fancied that the good old man had it partly in his mind to 
make some remark, or communicate some fact, which, on second thoughts, 
he resolved to keep concealed m his own breast He now took his depart- 
ure cellarward, shaking his white head and muttering to himself, and did 
not reappear till dinner-time, when he favored Kenyon, whom he had 
taken far into his good graces, wath a choicer flask of Sunshine than had 
yet blessed his palate 

To say the truth, this golden wine was no unnecessary ingredient to- 
wards making the life of Monte Beni palatable It seemed a pity that 
Donatello did not drink a little more of it, and go jollily to bed at least, 
even if he should awake with an accession of darker melancholy the next 
moining 

Nevertheless, there w'as no lack of outnard means for loading an agree- 
able life in the old villa Wandering musicians haunted the precincts of 
Monte Beni, where they seemed to claim a prescriptive right, they made 
the lawn and shrubbery tuneful w’lth the sound of fiddle, harp, and flute, 
and now and then with the tangled squeaking of a bagpipe Improvvisat- 
ori likewise came and told tales or recited verses to the contadim among 
whom Kenyon w^as often an auditor after their day’s work m the vine- 
yard Jugglers, too, obtained permission to do feats of magic in the hall, 
where they set even the sage Tomaso, and Stella, Girolamo, and the peas- 
ant-girls from the farm-house, all of a broad grin, between merriment and 
wonder These good people got food and lodging for their pleasant pains, 
and some of the small wine of Tuscany, and a reasonable handful of the 
Grand Duke’s copper coin, to keep up the hospitable renovn of IMonte 
Beni But very seldom had they the young Count as a listener or a spec- 
tator. 

^ There were sometimes dances by moonlight on the lawn, but never 
since he came from Rome did Donatello’s presence deepen the blushes of 
the pretty contadinas, or his footstep weary out the most agile partner or 
competitor, as once it was sure to do 

Paupers for this kind of vermin infested the house of Monte Beni 
worse than any other spot m beggar-haunted Italy stood beneath all the 
wmdows, making loud supplication, or even establishing themselves on 
the marble steps of the grand entrance They ate and drank, and filled 
their bags, and pocketed the little money that was given tliem, and went 
forth on their devious ways, showering blessings innumerable on the man- 
sion and its lord, and on the souls of his deceased forefathers, wko had al- 
ways been just such simpletons as to be compassionate to beggary But, in 
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spite of their favorable prayers, by which Italian philanthropists set 
great store, a cloud seemed to hang over these once Arcadian precincts, 
and to be darkest around the summit of the tower where Donatello v.as 
wont to sit and brood 


CHAPTER XXVn 

Myths 

After the sculptor’s arrival, however, the young Count sometimes came 
down from his forlorn elevation, and rambled with him among the neigh- 
boring woods and hills He led his friend to many enchanting nooks, with 
which he himself had been familiar in his childhood But of late, as he re- 
marked to Kenyon, a sort of strangeness had overgrown them, like clus- 
teis of dark shrubbery, so that he hardly recognized the places which he 
had known and loved so well. 

To the sculptor’s eye, nevertheless, they were still rich with beauty. 
They were picturesque in that sweetly impressive way where wildness, in 
a long lapse of years, has crept over scenes that have been once adorned 
with the careful art and toil of man, and when man could do no more for 
them, time and nature came, and wrought hand in hand to bring them to 
a soft and venerable perfection There grew the fig-tree that had run wild 
and taken to wife the vine, which likewise had gone rampant out of all 
human control, so that the two wild things had tangled and knotted them- 
selves into a wild marriage-bond, and hung their various progeny the 
luscious figs, the grapes, oozy with the Southern juice, and both endowed 
with a wild flavor that added the final charm on the same bough to- 
gether 

In Kenyon’s opinion, never was any other nook so lovely as a certam 
little dell which he and Donatello visited It was hollowed in among the 
hills, and open to a glimpse of the broad, fertile valley A fountain had its 
birth here, and fell into a marble basin, which was all covered with moss 
and shaggy with water-weeds Over the gush of the small stream, with an 
um m her arms, stood a marble nymph, whose nalcedness the moss had 
kindly clothed as with a garment, and the long trails and tresses of the 
maidenhair had done what they could m the poor thing’s behalf, by hang- 
ing themselves about her waist In former days it might be a remote an- 
tiquity this lady of the fountain had first received the infant tide into 
her urn and poured it thence into the marble basin But now the sculp- 
tured urn had a great crack from top to bottom, and the discontented 
nymph was compelled to see the basin fill itself through a channel which 
she could not control, although with water long ago consecrated to her. 
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For this reason, or some other, she looked terribly forlorn, and you 
might have fancied that the whole fountain was but the overflow of her 
lonely tears 

‘'This was a place that I used greatly to delight in,’' remarked Dona- 
tello, sighing “As a child, and as a boy, I have been very happy here ” 
“And, as a man, I should ask no fitter place to be happy in,” answered 
Kenyon “But you, my friend, are of such a social nature, that I should 
hardly have thought these lonely haunts would take your fancy It is a 
place for a poet to dream in, and people it with the beings of his imagina- 
tion ” 

“I am no poet, that I know of,” said Donatello, “but yet, as I tell you, 
I have been very happy here, in the company of this fountain and this 
nymph It is said that a Faun, my oldest forefather, brought home hither 
to this very spot a human maiden, whom he loved and wedded This 
spring of delicious water was their household well ” 

“It IS a most enchanting fable'” exclaimed Kenyon, “that is, if it be 
not a fact ” 

“And why not a fact?” said the simple Donatello “There is, likewise, 
another sweet old story connected with this spot But, now that I remem- 
ber it, It seems to me more sad than sweet, though formerly the sorrow, in 
which it closes, did not so much impress me If I had the gift of tale-tell- 
mg, this one would be sure to interest you mightily ” 

“Pray tell it,” said Kenyon, “no matter whether well or ill These wuld 
legends have often the most powerful charm when least artfully told ” 

So the young Count narrated a myth of one of his progenitors, he 
might have lived a century ago, or a thousand years, or before the Chris- 
tian epoch, for anything that Donatello knew to the contrary, who had 
made acquaintance with a fair creature belonging to this fountain 
Whether woman or sprite was a mystery, as was all else about her, except 
that her life and soul were somehow interfused throughout the gushing 
water She was a fresh, cool, dewy thing, sunny and shado\\^, full of plea- 
sant little mischiefs, fitful and changeable with the whim of the moment, 
but yet as constant as her native stream, which kept the same gush and 
flow forever, while marble crumbled over and around it The fountain 
woman loved the youth, a knight, as Donatello called him, for, ac- 
cording to the legend, his race was akin to hers At least, whether km oi 
no, there had been friendship and sympathy of old betwixt an ancestor of 
his, with furry ears, and the long-lived lady of the fountain And, after all 
those ages, she was still as young as a May morning, and as frolicsome as 
a bird upon a tree, or a breeze that makes meriy with the leaves 

She taught him how to call her from her pebbly source, and they spent 
many a happy hour together, more especially in the fervor of the summer 
days For often as he sat waiting for her by the margin of the spring, she 
would suddenly fall down around him in a shower of sunny ram-drops, 
with a rainbow glancing through them, and forthwith gather herself up 
into the likeness of a beautiful girl, laughing oi was it the warble of the 
nil over the pebbles ? to see the youth’s amazement 
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Thus, kind maiden that she was, the hot atmosphere became delicious- 
ly cool and fragrant for this favored knight, and, furthermore, when he 
knelt down to drink out of the spring, nothing was more common than for 
a pair of rosy lips to come up out of its little depths, and touch his mouth 
with the thrill of a sweet, cool, dewy kiss > 

“It IS a delightful story for the hot noon of your Tuscan summer,” ob 
served the sculptor, at this point “But the deportment of the watery lady 
must have had a most chilling mfiuence m midwinter Her lover would 
find it, very literally, a cold reception * ” 

“I suppose,” said Donatello, rather sulkily, “you are making fun of the 
story But I see nothing laughable in the thing itself, nor m what you say 
about it ” 

He went on to relate, that for a long while the knight found infinite 
pleasure and comfort m the friendship of the fountain nymph In his mer- 
riest hours, she gladdened him with her sportive humor If ever he was an- 
noyed with earthly trouble, she laid her moist hand upon his brow, and 
charmed the fret and fever quite away 

But one day one fatal noontide the young knight came rushing with 
hasty and irregular steps to the accustomed fountain He called the 
nymph , but no doubt because there was something unusual and fright- 
ful m his tone she did not appear, nor answer him He flung himself 
down, and washed his hands and bathed his feverish brow m the cool, 
pure water And then, there wai a sound of woe, it might have been a 
woman’s voice, it might have been only the sighing of the brook over the 
pebbles The water shrank away from the youth’s hands, and left his brow 
as dry and feverish as before 

Donatello here came to a dead pause 

“Why did the water shrink from this unhappy knight^” inquired the 
sculptor 

“Because he had tried to wash off a blood-stain'” said the young 
Count, in a horror-stricken whisper “The guilty man had polluted the 
pure water The n3nnph might have comforted him in sorrow, but could 
not cleanse his conscience of a crime ” 

“And did he never behold her more?” asked Kenyon 
“Never but once,” replied his friend “He never beheld her blessed face 
but once again, and then there was a blood-stain on the poor nymph’s 
brow, it was the stain his guilt had left in the fountain where he tried to 
wash it off He mourned for her his whole life long, and employed the best 
sculptor of the time to carve this statue of the nymph from his descrip- 
tion of her aspect But, though my ancestor would fain have had the im- 
age wear her happiest look, the artist, unlike yourself, was so impressed 
with the mournfulness of the story, that, in spite of his best efforts, he 
made her forlorn, and forever weeping, as you see ' ” 

Kenyon found a certain charm in this simple legend Wfliether so in- 
tended 01 not, he understood it as an apologue, typifying the soothing and 
genial effects of an habitual intercourse with nature, in all ordinary cares 
and griefs, while, on the other hand, her mild influences fall short m their 
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effect upon the ruder passions, and are altogether powerless in the dread 
fever-fit or deadly chill of guilt 

“Do you say,” he asked, “that the nymph’s face has never since been 
shown to any mortal? Methmks you, by your native qualities, are as well 
entitled to her favor as ever your progenitor could have been Why have 
you not summoned her?’” 

“I called her often when I was a silly child,” answered Donatello, ana 
he added, in an inward voice, “Thank Heaven, she did not come > ” 

“Then you never saw hei ?” said the sculptor 

“Never in my life'” rejoined the Count “No, my dear friend, I havr 
not seen the nymph, although here, by her fountain, I used to make manj 
strange acquaintances, for, from my earliest childhood, I uas familial 
with whatever creatures haunt the woods You would have laughed to see 
the friends I had among them, yes, among the wild, nimble things, that 
reckon man their deadliest enemy' How it was first taught me, I cannot 
tell, but there was a chaim a voice, a murmur, a kind of chant by 
which I called the woodland inhabitants, the furry people, and the feath- 
ered people, in a language that they seemed to understand ” 

“I have heard of such a gift,” responded the sculptor, gravely, “but 
never before met with a person endowed with it Pray, try the charm , and 
lest I should frighten your friends away, I will withdraw into this thicket, 
and merely peep at them ” 

“I doubt,” said Donatello, “whether they will remember my voice now 
It changes, you know, as the boy grows towards manhood ” 

Nevertheless, as the young Count’s good-nature and easy persuadabil- 
ity were among his best characteristics, he set about complying \vith Ken- 
-yon’s request The latter, in his concealment among the shrubberies, 
heard him send forth a sort of modulated breath, vnld, rude, 3^et harmon- 
ious It struck the auditor as at once the strangest and the most natural 
utterance that had ever reached his ears Any idle boy, it should seem, 
singing to himself and setting his w^ordless song to no other or more def- 
inite tune than the play of his own pulses, might produce a sound almost 
identical with this, and yet, it was as individual as a murmur of the 
breeze Donatello tried it, over and over again, with many breaks, at first, 
and pauses of uncertainty, then with more confidence, and a fullei swell, 
like a wayfaier groping out of obscurity into the light, and moving with 
freer footsteps as it brightens around him 
Anon, his voice appeared to fill the air, yet not with an obtrusive clan- 
gor The sound was of a murniuious character, soft, attractive, persuasive, 
friendly The sculptor fancied that such might have been the original 
voice and utterance of the natural man, before the sophistication of the 
human intellect formed what we now call language In this broad dialect 
broad as the sympathies of nature the human brother might have 
spoken to his inarticulate brotherhood that prowl the woods, or soar upon 
the wmg, and have been intelligible to such extent as to win their con- 
fidence 

The sound had its pathos too At some of its simple cadences, the tears 



THE MARBLE FAUN 733 

came quietly into Kenyon’s eyes They welled up slowly from his heart 
which was thrilling A\Tith an emotion more delightful than he had often 
felt before, but which he forbore to analyze, lest, if he seized it, it should 
at once perish m his grasp 

Donatello paused two or three times, and seemed to listen, then, re- 
commencing, he poured his spirit and life more earnest^ into the strain 
And, finally, or else the sculptor’s hope and imagination deceived him, 
soft treads were audible upon the fallen leaves There was a rustling 
among the shrubbery, a whir of wings, moreover, that hovered in the air 
It may have been all an illusion, but Kenyon fancied that he could dis- 
tinguish the stealthy, cat-like movement of some small forest citizen, and 
that he could even see its doubtful shadow, if not really its substance 
But, all at once, whatever might be the leason, there ensued a hurried 
rush and scamper of little feet, and then the sculptor heard a wild, sor- 
rowful cry, and through the crevices of the thicket beheld Donatello fling 
himself on the ground 

Emerging from his hiding-place, he saw no living thing, save a brown 
lizard (it was of the tarantula species) rustling away through the sun- 
shine To all present appearance, this venomous reptile was the only crea- 
ture that had responded to the young Count’s efforts to renew his inter- 
course with the lower orders of nature 

“Wfliat has happened to you?” exclaimed Kenyon, stooping down over 
his friend, and wondering at the anguish which he betrayed 
“Death, death > ” sobbed Donatello “They know it > ” 

He grovelled beside the fountain, in a fit of such passionate sobbing and 
weeping, that it seemed as if his heait had broken, and spilt its wild sor- 
rows upon the ground His unrestrained grief and childish tears made 
Kenyon sensible m how small a degree the customs and restamts of so- 
ciety had really acted upon this young man, m spite of the quietude of his 
ordinary deportment In response to his friend’s efforts to console him, he 
murmured woids hardly more articulate than the strange chant which he 
had so recently been breathing into the air 

“They know it>” was all that Kenyon could yet distinguish, “they 
know it'” 

“\'\flio know it?” asked the sculptor “And what is it they know?” 

“They know it'” repeated Donatello, trembling “They shun me' All 
nature shrinks from me, and shudders at me ' I live m the midst of a curse, 
that hems me round with a circle of fire' No innocent thing can come 
near me ” 

“Be comforted, my dear friend,” said Kenyon, kneeling beside him 
“You labor under some illusion, but no curse As for this strange, natural 
spell, which you have been exercising, and of which I have heard before, 
though I never believed m, nor expected to witness it, I am satisfied that 
you still possess it It was my own half-concealed presence, no doubt, and 
some involuntary little movement of mine, that scared away your forest 
friends ” 

“They are friends of mine no longer,” answered Donatello 
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“We all of us, as we grow older,” rejoined Kenyon, “lose somewhat of 
our proximity to nature It is the price we pay for experience ” 

“A heavy price, then!” said Donatello, rising from the ground “But 
we will speak no more of it Forget this scene, my dear friend In your 
eyes, it must look very absurd It is a grief, I piesume, to all men, to find 
the pleasant privileges and properties of early life departing from them 
That grief has now befallen me Well, I shall waste no more tears for 
such a cause'” 

Nothing else made Kenyon so sensible of a change in Donatello, as his 
newly acquired powei of dealing with his own emotions, and, after a 
struggle more or less fierce, thrusting them down into the prison-cells 
where he usually kept them confined The restraint, which he now put 
upon himself, and the mask of dull composure which he succeeded in 
clasping over his still beautiful, and once faun-hke face, affected the sen- 
sitive sculptor more sadly than even the unrestrained passion of the pre- 
ceding scene It is a very miserable epoch, when the evil necessities of life, 
in our tortuous world, first get the better of us so far as to compel us to 
attempt throwing a cloud over our transparency Simplicity increases in 
value the longer we can keep it, and the further we carry it onward into 
life , the loss of a child’s simplicity, in the inevitable lapse of years, causes 
but a natural sigh or two, because even his mother feared that he could 
not keep it always But after a young man has brought it through his 
childhood, and has still worn it in his bosom, not as an early dew-drop, 
but as a diamond of pure, white, lustre, it is a pity to lose it, then And 
thus, when Kenyon saw how much his friend had now to hide, and how 
well he hid it, he would have wept, although his tears would have been 
even idler than those which Donatello had just shed 

They parted on the lawn before the house, the Count to climb his tower, 
and the sculptor to read an antique edition of Dante, which he had found 
among some old volumes of Catholic devotion, m a seldom-visited room 
Tomaso met him in the entrance-hall, and showed a desire to spealc 
“Our poor signonno looks very sad to-day' ” he said 
“Even so, good Tomaso,” replied the sculptor “Would that we could 
raise his spirits a little' ” 

“There might be means. Signore,” answered the old butlei, “if one 
might but be sure that they were the right ones We men are but rough 
nurses for a sick body or a sick spirit ” 

“Women, you would say, my good friend, are better,” said the sculptor, 
struck by an intelligence in the butler’s face “That is possible' But it 
depends ” 

“Ah, we will wait a little longer,” said Tomaso, with the customary 
shake of his head 
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CHAPTER XXVin 

The Owl Tower 

“Will you not show me your tower?” said the sculptor one day to his 
friend 

“It IS plainly enough to be seen, methmks,” answered the Count, with 
a kind of sulkiness that often appeared in him, as one of the little S5mip- 
toms of inward trouble 

“Yes, its exterior is visible far and wide,” said Kenyon “But such a 
gray, moss-grown tower as this, however valuable as an object of scenery, 
will certainly be quite as mterestmg inside as out It cannot be less than 
SIX hundred yeais old, the foundations and lower story are much older 
than that, I should judge, and traditions probably cling to the walls with- 
m quite as plentifully as the gray and yellow lichens cluster on its face 
without ” 

“No doubt,” replied Donatello, “but I know little of such things, and 
never could comprehend the interest which some of you Forestieri take in 
them A year or two ago an English signore, with a venerable white beard 

they say he was a magician, too came hither from as far off as Flor- 
ence, just to see my tower ” 

“Ah, I have seen him at Florence,” observed Kenyon “He is a necro- 
mancer, as you say, and dwells m an old mansion of the Knights Tem- 
plars, close by the Ponte Vecchio, with a great many ghostly books, pic- 
tures, and antiquities, to make the house gloomy, and one bright-eyed 
little gill, to keep it cheerful* ” 

“I know him only by his white beard,” said Donatello, “but he could 
have told you a great deal about the tower, and the sieges which it has 
stood, and the prisoners who have been confined m it And he gathered up 
all the traditions of the Monte Beni family, and, among the rest, the sad 
one which I told you at the fountain the other day He had known mighty 
poets, he said, m his earlier life, and the most illustrious of them would 
have rejoiced to preserve such a legend in immortal rhyme, especially if 
he could have had some of our wme of Sunshine to help out his inspira- 
tion*” 

“Any man might be a poet, as well as Byron, with such wine and such a 
theme,” rejoined the sculptor “But, shall we climb your tower? The 
thunder-storm gathering yonder among the hills will be a spectacle worth 
witnessing ” 

“Come, then,” said the Count, adding, with a sigh, “it has a w'eary 
staircase, and dismal chambers, and it is very lonesome at the summit*” 

“Like a man’s life, w'hen he has climbed to eminence,” remarked the 
sculptor, ‘‘or, let us rather say, with its difficult steps, and the dark pris- 
on-cells 3’-ou speak of, your tower resembles the spiritual experience of 
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many a sinful soul, which, nevertheless, may struggle upward into the 
pure air and light of Heaven at last’ ” 

Donatello sighed again, and led the way up into the tower 
Mounting the broad staircase that ascended from the entrance-hall, 
they traversed the great wilderness of a house, through some obscure pas- 
sages, and came to a low, ancient doorway It admitted them to a narrow 
turret-stair which zigzagged upward, lighted in its progress by loopholes 
and iron-barred windows Reaching the top of the first flight, the Count 
threw open a door of worm-eaten oak, and disclosed a chamber that occu- 
pied the whole area of the tower It was most pitiably forlorn of aspect, 
wuth a brick-paved floor, bare holes through the massive walls, grated 
v;ith iron, instead of windows, and for furniture an old stool, which in- 
creased the dreariness of the place tenfold, by suggestmg an idea of its 
having once been tenanted 

‘'This was a prisoner’s cell in the old days,” said Donatello, “the white- 
beaided necromancer, of whom I told you, found out that a certain fa- 
mous monk was confined here, about five hundred years ago He was a 
\ery holy man, and w'as afterwards burned at the stake in the Giand-du- 
cal Square at Firenze There have always been stories, Tomaso says, of a 
hooded monk creeping up and down these stairs, or standing in the door- 
way of this chamber It must needs be the ghost of the ancient prisoner 
Do you believe in ghosts^” 

‘ I can hardly tell,” replied Kenyon, “on the w^hole, I think not ” 
“Neither do I,” responded the Count, “for, if spirits ever come back, I 
should surely have met one within these two months past Ghosts never 
rise’ So much I know, and am glad to know it’ ” 

Follow mg the narrow staircase still higher, they came to another room 
of similar size and equally forlorn, but inhabited by two personages of a 
race w'hich from time immemorial have held proprietorship and occu- 
pancy m ruined tow'crs These were a pair of owls, who, being doubtless 
acquainted with Donatello, showed little sign of alarm at the entrance of 
visitors They ga\e a dismal croak or tw^o, and hopped aside into the dark- 
est corner, since it w as not yet their hour to flap duskily abroad 

“They do not desert me, like my other feathered acquamtances,” ob- 
ser\ ed the young Count, wath a sad smile, alluding to the scene w'hich 
Kcnjon had witnessed at the fountain-side “When I was a wild, playful 
boy. the owls did not love me half so well ” 

He made no further pause here, but led his friend up anothei flight of 
ilcps. while, at e\ery stage, the windows and narrow loopholes afforded 
Ken\ on more extensive eyeshots over hill and valley, and allowed him to 
taste the cool purity of mid-atmosphere At length they reached the top- 
most chamber, directly beneath the roof of the tow'er 
“This IS my owm abode,” said Donatello, “my owm owl’s nest ” 

In fact the room was fitted up as a bedchamber, though m a style of 
the utmost simplicity It likewise served as an oratory, there being a cru- 
cifi' in one comer, and a multitude of holy emblems, such as Catholics 
judcc It necessary' to help their devotion w'lthal Several ugly little prints , 
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representing the sufferings of the Saviour, and the martyrdoms of saints, 
hung on the wall, and, behind the crucifix, there was a good copy of Ti- 
tian’s IMagdalen of the Pitti Palace, clad only in the flow of her golden 
ringlets She had a confident look (but it was Titian’s fault, not the peni- 
tent woman’s) , as if expecting to ivin heaven by the free display of her 
earthly charms Inside of a glass case appeared an image of the sacred 
Bambino, in the guise of a little waxen boy, very prettily made, reclining 
among flowers, like a Cupid, and holding up a heart that resembled a bit 
of red sealmg-wax A small vase of precious marble was full of holy water 
Beneath the crucifix, on a table, lay a human skull, which looked as if 
it might have been dug up out of some old grave But, exammmg it more 
closely, Kenyon saw that it was carved m gray alabaster, most skilfully 
done to the death, with accurate imitation of the teeth, the sutures, the 
empty eye-caverns, and the fragile little bones of the nose This hideous 
emblem rested on a cushion of white marble, so nicely wrought that you 
seemed to see the impression of the heavy skull in a silken and downy 
substance 

Donatello dipped his fingers into the holy-water vase, and crossed him- 
self After doing so he trembled 

‘T have no right to make the sacred symbol on a sinful breast ' ” he said 
‘Dn what mortal breast can it be made, then^” asked the sculptor ‘Ts 
there one that hides no sin?” 

”But these blessed emblems make you smile, I fear,” resumed the 
Count, looking askance at his friend “You heretics, I know, attempt to 
pray without even a crucifix to kneel at ” 

“I, at least, whom you call a heretic, reverence that holy symbol,” an- 
swered Kenyon “What I am most inclined to murmur at is this death’s- 
head I could laugh, moreover, m its ugly face' It is absurdly monstrous, 
my dear friend, thus to fling the deadweight of our mortality upon our im- 
mortal hopes While we live on earth, ’t is true, we must needs carry our 
skeletons about with us, but, for Heaven’s sake, do not let us burden our 
spirits with them, m our feeble efforts to soar upward' Believe me, it will 
change the whole aspect of death, if you can once disconnect it, in your 
idea, with that corruption from which it disengages our higher part ” 

“I do not well understand you,” said Donatello, and he took up the 
alabaster skull, shuddering, and evidently feeling it a kind of penance to 
touch it “I only know that this skull has been in my family for centuries 
Old Tomaso has a story that it was copied by a famous sculptor from the 
skull of that same unhappy knight who loved the fountain-lady, and lost 
her by a blood-stain He lived and died with a deep sense of sm upon him, 
and, on his death-bed, he ordained that this token of him should go down 
to his posterity And my forefathers, being a cheerful race of men in their 
natural disposition, found it needful to have the skull often before then 
eyes, because they dearly loved life and its enjoyments, and hated the 
very thought of death ” 

“I am afraid,” said Kenyon, “they liked it none the better, for seemg 
its face under this abominable mask ” 
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Without further discussion, the Count led the way up one more flight 
of stairs, at the end of which they emerged upon the summit of the tower. 
The sculptor felt as if his being were suddenly magnified a hundred-fold , 
so wide was the Umbrian valley that suddenly opened before him, set in 
Its grand framework of nearer and more distant hills It seemed as if all 
Italy lay under his eyes in that one picture For there was the broad, sun- 
ny smile of God, which we fancy to be spread over that favored land more 
abundantly than on other regions, and, beneath it, glowed a most rich and 
varied fertility The trim vineyards were there, and the fig-trees, and the 
mulberries, and the smoky-hued tracts of the olive-orchards, there, too, 
were fields of every kind of gram, among which waved the Indian corn, 
putting Kenyon in mind of the fondly remembered acres of his father’s 
homestead White villas, gray convents, church-spires, villages, towns, 
each with its battlemented walls and towered gateway, were scattered 
upon this spacious map, a river gleamed across it, and lakes opened their 
blue eyes in its face, reflecting heaven, lest mortals should foiget that bet- 
ter land when they beheld the earth so beautiful 

What made the valley look still wider was the two or three varieties of 
weather that were visible on its surface, all at the same instant of time 
Here lay the quiet sunshine, there fell the great black patches of ominous 
shadow from the clouds, and behind them, like a giant of league-long 
strides, came hurrying the thunder-storm, W'hich had already swept mid- 
way across the plain In die rear of the approaching tempest, brightened 
forth again the sunny splendor, which its progress had darkened wath so 
terrible a frown 

All round this majestic landscape, the bald-peaked or forest-crowned 
mountains descended boldly upon the plain On many of their spurs and 
midway declivities, and even on their summits, stood cities, some of them 
famous of old, for these had been the seats and nurseries of early art, 
where the flower of beauty sprang out of a rocky soil, and in a high, keen 
atmosphere, when the richest and most sheltered gardens failed to nourish 
It 

“Thank God for letting me again behold this scene' ” said the sculptor, 
a devout man in his way, reverently taking off his hat “I have view'ed it 
from many points, and never without as full a sensation of gratitude as 
my heart seems capable of feeling How' it strengthens the poor human 
spirit in its reliance on His providence, to ascend but this little way above 
the common level, and so attain a somew'hat wider glimpse of His dealings 
with mankind' He doeth all things right' His will be done' ” 

“You discern something that is hidden from me,” observed Donatello, 
gloomily, yet striving with unwonted grasp to catch the analogies w^hich 
so cheered his friend “I see sunshme on one spot, and cloud in another, 
and no reason for it in either case The sun on you, the cloud on me' 
What comfort can I draw from this?” 

“Nay, I cannot preach,” said Kenyon, “with a page of heaven and a 
page of earth spread wide open before us ' Only begin to read it, and you 
will find it interpreting itself without the aid of words It is a great mis- 
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take to try to put our best thoughts into human language When we ascend 
into the higher regions of emotion and spiritual enjoyment, they are only 
expressible by such grand hieroglyphics as these around us ” 

They stood awhile, contemplating the scene, but, as inevitably happens 
after a spiritual flight, it was not long before the sculptor felt his wings 
flagging in the rarity of the upper atmosphere He was glad to let himself 
quietly downward out of the mid-sky, as it were, and alight on the solid 
platform of the battlemented tower He looked about him, and beheld 
growing out of the stone pavement, which formed the roof, a little shrub, 
with green and glossy leaves It was the only green thing there , and Heav- 
en knows how its seeds had evei been planted, at that airy height, or how 
it had found nourishment for its small life m the chinks of the stones, for 
it had no earth, and nothing more like soil than the crumbling mortar, 
which had been crammed into the crevices in a long-past age 

Yet the plant seemed fond of its native site, and Donatello said it had 
always grown there, from his earliest remembrance, and never, he be- 
lieved, any smaller or any larger than they saw it now 

“I wonder if the shrub teaches you any good lesson,” said he, observing 
the interest with which Kenyon examined it ‘Tf the wide valley has a 
great meaning, the plant ought to have at least a little one, and it has 
been growing on our tower long enough to have learned how to speak it ” 
“Oh, certainly'” answered the sculptor, “the shrub has its moral, or it 
would have perished long ago And, no doubt, it is for your use and edi- 
fication, since you have had it before your eyes all your lifetime, and now 
are moved to ask what may be its lesson ” 

“It teaches me nothing,” said the simple Donatello, stooping over the 
plant, and perplexing himself with a minute scrutiny “But here was a 
worm that would have killed it, an ugly creature, which I will fling over 
the battlements ” 


CHAPTER XXIX 

On the Battlements 

The sculptor now looked through an embrasure, and threw down a bit of 
lime, watching its fall, till it struck upon a stone bench at the rocky foun- 
dation of the tower, and flew into many fragments 

“Pray pardon me for helping Time to crumble away your ancestral 
walls,” said he “But I am one of those persons who have a natural ten- 
dency to climb heights, and to stand on the, verge of them, measuring the 
depth below If I were to do just as I like, at this moment, I should fling 
myself down after that bit of lime It is a very singular temptation, and 
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all but irresistible, partly, I believe, because it might be so easily done, 
and partly because such momentous consequences would ensue, without 
my being compelled to wait a moment for them Have you nevei felt this 
strange impulse of an evil spirit at your back, shoving you towards a pre- 
cipice?” 

“Ah, no'” cried Donatello, shrmking from the battlemented wall walh 
a face of horror “I cling to life in a w'ay wdiich you cannot conceive, it 
has been so rich, so warm, so sunny' and beyond its verge, nothing but 
the chilly dark! And then a fall from a precipice is such an awdul death' ” 
“Nay, if it be a great height,” said Kenyon, “ a man would leave his 
life in the air, and never feel the hard shock at the bottom ” 

“That IS not the w^ay wnth this kind of death ' ” exclaimed Donatello, in 
a low, honor-stricken voice, w^hich grew higher and more full of emotion 
as he proceeded “Imagine a fellow-creature, breathing, now, and look- 
mg you in the face, and now tumbling down, dowm, clown, with a long 
shriek wavering after him, all the w’ay' He does not leave his life m the 
air' No, but it keeps iii him till he thumps against the stones, a horribly 
long while, then he lies there frightfully quiet, a dead heap of bruised 
flesh and broken bones ' A quiver runs through the crushed mass , and no 
more movement after that' No, not if you wmuld give your soul to make 
him stir a fingei ' Ah, terrible' Yes, yes, I W’ould fain fling myself down 
for the very dread of it, that I might endure it once for all, and dream of 
It no more'” 

“How forcibly, how frightfully you conceive this'” said the sculptor, 
aghast at the passionate horror wdiich was betrayed in the Count's words, 
and still more in his wild gestures and ghastly look “Nay, if the height of 
your tower affects your imagination thus, you do wiong to trust yourself 
here in solitude, and m the night-time, and at all unguarded hours You 
are not safe m your chamber It is but a step or two , and wdiat if a vivid 
dream should lead you up hither, at midnight, and act itself out as a 
reality'” 

Donatedo had hidden his face in his hands, and was leaning against the 
parapet 

“No fear of that' ” said he “Yfliatever the dream may be, I am too gen- 
uine a coward to act out my own death in it ” 

ihe paroxysm passed away, and the two friends continued their desul- 
tory talk, very much as if no such interruption had occurred Neverthe- 
less, it affected the sculptor with infinite pity to see this 3mung man, who 
had been born to gladness as an assured heiitage, now involved in a misty 
bewilderment of grievous thoughts, amid which he seemed to go stagger- 
ing blindfold Kenyon, not without an unshaped suspicion of the definite 
fact, knew that his condition must have resulted fiom the weight and 
gloom of life, now first, through the agency of a secret trouble, making 
themselves felt on a character that had heretofoie breathed only an at- 
mosphere of joy The effect of this hard lesson, upon Donatello’s intellect 
and disposition, was very striking It was perceptible that he had already 
had glimpses of strange and subtle matters in those dark caverns, into 
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which all men must descend, if they would know anything beneath the 
surface and illusive pleasures of existence And when they emerge, though 
dazzled and blinded by the first glare of daylight, they take tiuer and sad- 
der views of life forever afterwards 

From some mysterious source, as the sculptor felt assured, a soul had 
been inspired into the young Count’s simplicity, since their intercourse in 
Rome He now showed a far deeper sense, and an intelligence that began 
to deal with high subjects, though m a feeble and childish way He 
evinced, too, a more definite and nobler individuality, but developed out 
of grief and pain, and fearfully conscious of the pangs that had gn^en it 
birth Every human life, if it ascends to truth or delves dovra to reality, 
must undergo a similar change, but sometimes, perhaps, the instruction 
comes without the sorrow , and oftener the sorrow teaches no lesson that 
abides with us In Donatello’s case, it was pitiful, and almost ludicrous, 
to observe the confused struggle that he made, how completely he was 
taken by surprise, how ill-prepared he stood, on this old battle-field of the 
world, to fight with such an inevitable foe as mortal calamity, and sin foi 
its stronger ally 

“And yet,” thought Kenyon, “the poor fellow bears himself like a hero, 
too' If he would only tell me his trouble, or give me an opening to speak 
frankly about it, I might help him, but he finds it loo horrible to be ut- 
tered, and fancies himself the only moital that ever felt the anguish of re- 
morse Yes, he believes that nobody ever endured his agony before, so 
that sharp enough in itself it has all the additional zest of a torture 
just invented to plague him individually ” 

The sculptor endeavored to dismiss the pamful subject from his mind , 
and, leaning against the battlements, he turned his face southward and 
westward, and gazed across the breadth of the valley His thoughts flew 
far beyond even those wide boundaries, taking an air-line from Donatel- 
lo’s tower to another turret that ascended into the sky of the summer af- 
ternoon, invisibly to him, above the roofs of distant Rome Then lose tu- 
multuously into his consciousness that strong love for Hilda, which it vas 
his habit to confine m one of the heart’s inner chambers, because he had 
found no encouragement to bring it forward But now, he felt a strange 
pull at his heartstrings It could not have been more perceptible, if all the 
way between these battlements and Hilda’s dove-cote had stretched an 
exquisitely sensitive cord, which, at the hither end, was knotted with his 
aforesaid heartstrings, and, at the remoter one, was grasped by a gentle 
hand His breath grew tremulous He put his hand to his breast, so dis- 
tinctly did he seem to feel that cord dravm once, and again, and again, as 
if though still it was bashfuly intimated there were an importunate de- 
mand for his presence Oh, for the white wings of Hilda’s doves, that he 
might have flown thither, and alighted at the V irgin’s shrine ' 

But lovers, and Kenyon knew it well, project so lifelike a copy of their 
mistresses out of their ovm imaginations, that it can pull at the heart- . 
strings almost as perceptibly as the genuine original No airj’- intimations 
are to be trusted, no evidences of responsive cA'ection less positive than 
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whispered and broken words, or tender pressures of the hand, allowed and 
half returned, or glances, that distil many passionate avowals into one 
gleam of richly colored light Even these should be weighed rigorously, at 
the instant , for, in another instant, the imagination seues on them as its 
pioperty, and stamps them with its own arbitrary value But Hilda’s 
maidenly reserve had given her lover no such tokens, to be interpreted 
either by his hopes or fears 

'‘Yonder, over mountain and valley, lies Rome,” said the sculptor, 
“shall you return thither m the autumn?” 

“Never' I hate Rome,” answered Donatello, “and have good cause ” 
“And yet it was a pleasant -winter that we spent there,” observed Ken- 
yon, “and with pleasant friends about us You would meet them again 
there, all of them ” 

“AlP” asked Donatello 

“All, to the best of my belief,” said the sculptor, “but you need not go 
to Rome to seek them If there "were one of those friends whose lifetime 
was twisted with youi own, I am enough of a fatalist to feel assured that 
you -will meet that one again, w'ander whither you may Neither can we 
escape the companions whom Providence assigns for us, by climbing an 
old tower like this ” 

“Yet the stairs are steep and dark,” rejoined the Count, “none but 
yourself would seek me here, oi find me, if they sought ” 

As Donatello did not take advantage of this opening which his friend 
had kindly afforded him to pour out his hidden troubles, the latter again 
threw aside the subject, and returned to the enjoyment of the scene before 
him The thunder-stoim, w'hich he had beheld striding across the valley, 
had passed to the left of Monte Beni, and was continuing its march to- 
wards the hills that formed the boundary on the eastward Above the 
whole valley, indeed, the sky was heavy with tumbling vapors, inter- 
spersed with which were tracts of blue, vividly brightened by the sun, 
but, in the east, where the tempest was yet trailing its lagged skirts, lay a 
dusky region of cloud and sullen mist, in which some of the hills appeared 
of a dark-purple hue Others became so indistinct, that the spectator could 
not tell rocky height from impalpable cloud Far into this misty cloud-re- 
gion, however, within the domain of chaos, as it were, hill-tops w'ere 
seen brightening in the sunshine, they looked like fragments of the world, 
broken adrift and based on nothingness, or like portions of a sphere des- 
tmed to exist, but not yet finally compacted 
The sculptor, habitually drawing many of the images and illustrations 
of his thoughts from the plastic art, fancied that the scene represented the 
process of the Creator, when he held the new, imperfect earth in his hand, 
and modelled it 

“What a magic is m mist and vapor among the mountains'” he ex- 
claimed “With their help, one single scene becomes a thousand The 
cloud-scenery gives such variety to a hilly landscape that it would be 
worth while to j'ournalize its aspect from hour to hour A cloud, however, 
as I have myself experienced, is apt to grow solid and as heavy as a 
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Stone the instant that you take in hand to describe it But in mto 
heart, I have found great use in clouds Such silvery ones as tho/)e to the 
northward, for example, have often suggested sculpturesque groups, fig- 
ures, and attitudes, they are especially rich in attitudes of living repose, 
which a sculptor only hits upon by the rarest good fortune When I go 
back to my dear native land, the clouds along the horizon will be niy only 
gallery of arti” 

“I can see cloud-shapes, too,” said Donatello, “yonder is one that shifts 
strangely, it has been like people whom I knew And now, if I watch it a 
little longer, it will take the figure of a monk reclining, with his cowl about 
his head and drawn partly over his face, and well ' did I not tell you so?” 

“I think,” remarked Kenyon, “we can hardly be gazing at the same 
cloud What I behold is a reclinmg figure, to be sure, but feminine, and 
with a despondent air, w'onder fully well expressed m the wavering outline 
from head to foot It moves my very heart by something indefinable that 
it suggests ” 

“I see the figure, and almost the face,” said the Count, adding, in a 
lower voice, “It is Miriam’s > ” 

“No, not Miriam’s,” answered the sculptor 

"WTiiIe the two gazers thus found their own reminiscences and piesenti- 
ments floating among the clouds, the day drew to its close, and now 
showed them the fair spectacle of an Italian sunset The sky was soft and 
bright, but not so gorgeous as Kenyon had seen it, a thousand times, in 
America, for there the western sky is wont to be set aflame with breadths 
and depths of color with which poets seek in vain to dye their verses, and 
which painters never dare to copy As beheld from the tower of j\ionte 
Beni, the scene was tenderly magnificent, with mild gradations of hue, 
and a lavish outpouring of gold, but rather such gold as we see on the leaf 
of a bright flower than the burnished glow of metal from the mine Or, if 
metallic, it looked airy and unsubstantial, like the glorified dreams of an 
alchemist And speedily more speedily than in our own chine came the 
twilight, and, brightening through its gray transparency, the stars 

A swarm of minute insects that had been hovering all day round the 
battlements were now swept away by the freshness of a rising breeze The 
two owls in the chamber beneath Donatello’s uttered their soft melan- 
choly cry, which, with national avoidance of harsh sounds, Italian owls 
substitute for the hoot of their kindled in other countries, and fleir dar- 
kling forth among the shrubbery A convent-bell rang out near at hand, 
and was not only echoed among the hills, but answered by anothei bell, 
and still another, which doubtless had farther and farther responbes, at 
various distances along the valley, for, like the English drumbeat around 
the globe, there is a chain of convent-bells fiom end to end, and cross- 
wise, and in all possible directions over priest-ridden Italy 

“Come,” said the sculptor, “the evening air grows cool It is lime to 
descend ” 

“Time for you, my friend,” replied the Count, and he hesitated a little 
before adding, “I must keep a vigil here for some hours longer It is my 
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frequent custom to keep vigils, and sometimes the thought occurs to me 
whether it were not better to keep them in yonder convent, the bell of 
which just now seemed to summon me Should I do wisel}^, do you think, 
to exchange this old tower for a cell?” 

“■WTiat! Turn monk?” exclaimed his friend “Ahoiribleidea'” 

“True,” said Donatello, sighing “Therefore, if at all, I purpose doing 
It” 

“Then think of it no more, for Heaven’s sake'” cried the sculptor 
“There are a thousand better and more poignant methods of being miser- 
able than that, if to be miserable is what you wish Nay, I question 
whether a monk keeps himself up to the intellectual and spiritual height 
which misery implies A monk I judge from their sensual physiognomies, 
which meet me at every turn is inevitably a beast' Their souls, if they 
have any to begin with, perish out of them, before their sluggish, swinish 
existence is half done. Better, a million times, to stand star-gazing on 
these airy battlements, than to smother youi new' germ of a higher life in 
a monkish cell' ” 

“You make me tiemble,” said Donatello, “by your bold aspersion of 
men who have devoted themselves to God’s service' ” 

“They serve neither God nor man, and themselves least of all, though 
their motives be utterly selfish,” replied Kenyon “Ai oid the convent, my 
dear friend, as you would shun the death of the soul ' But, for my own 
part, if I had an insupportable bin den, if, for any cause, I were bent 
upon sacrificing every earthly hope as a peace-offering tow ards Heaven, 
I would make the wide world my cell, and good deeds to mankind my 
prayer Many penitent men have done this, and found peace in it ” 

“Ah, but you are a heretic' ” said the Count 

Yet his face brightened beneath the stars, and, looking at it through 
the twilight, the sculptor’s remembrance w'ent back to that scene in tlie 
Capitol, where, both in features and expression, Donatello had seemed 
identical with the Faun And still there w'as a resemblance, for now, when 
first the idea was suggested of living for the w'elfare of his fellow’-creatures, 
the original beauty, which sorrow had partly effaced, came back elevated 
and spiritualized In the black depths, the Faun had found a soul, and was 
struggling with it towards the light of heaven 

The illumination, it is true, soon faded out of Donatello’s face The 
idea of life-long and unselfish effort w'as too high to be received by him 
with more than a momentary comprehension An Italian, indeed, seldom 
dreams of being philanthropic, except in bestowung alms among the pau- 
pers, who appeal to his beneficence at every step, nor does it occur to him 
that there are fitter modes of propitiating Heaven than by penances, pil- 
grimages, and offerings at shrines Perhaps, too, their system has its share 
of moral advantages , they, at all events, cannot well pride themselves, as 
our owm more energetic benevolence is apt to do, upon sharing in the coun- 
sels of Providence and kindly helping out its otherwise impracticable de- 
signs 

And now the broad valley twinkled with lights, that glimmered through 
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its duskiness, like the fire-flies m the garden of a Florentine palace A 
gleam of lightning from the rear of the tempest showed the circumference 
of hills, and the great space between, as the last cannon-flash of a retreat- 
ing army reddens across the field where it has fought The sculptor was on 
the point of descending the turret-stair, when, somewhere m the darkness 
that lay beneath them, a woman’s voice was heard, singing a low, sad 
strain , 

“Hark I ” said he, laying his hand on Donatello’s arm 
And Donatello had said, “Hark f ” at the same instant 
The song, if song it could be called, that had only a wild rhythm, and 
flowed forth in the fitful measure of a wmd-harp, did not clothe itself m 
the sharp brilliancy of the Italian tongue The words, so far as they could 
be distinguished, were German, and therefore unintelligible to the Count, 
and hardly less so to the sculptor , being softened and molten, as it were 
into the melancholy richness of the voice that sung them It was as the 
murmur of a soul bewildered amid the smful gloom of earth, and retaining 
only enough memory of a better state to make sad music of the wail, 
which would else have been a despairing shiiek Never was there pro- 
founder pathos than breathed thiough that mysterious voice, it brought 
the tears into the sculptor’s eyes, with remembrances and forebodings of 
whatever sorrow he had felt or apprehended, it made Donatello sob, as 
chiming in with the anguish that he found unutterable, and giving it the 
expression which he vaguely sought 

But, when the emotion was at its profoundest depth, the voice rose out 
of It, yet so gradually that a gloom seemed to pervade it, far upward from 
the abyss, and not entirely to fall away as it ascended into a higher and 
purer region At last, the auditors would have fancied that the melody, 
with its rich sweetness all there, and much of its sorrow gone, was floating 
around the very summit of the tower 

“Donatello,” said the sculptor, when there was silence again, “had that 
voice no message for your ear?” 

“I dale not receive it,” said Donatello, “the anguish of which it spoke 
abides with me the hope dies away with the breath that brought it hithei 
It IS not good for me to heai that voice ” 

The sculptor sighed, and left the poor penitent keeping his vigil on the 
tower. 


CHAPTER XXX 

Donatello s Bust 

Ktnyon, it vtII be remembered, had asked Donatello’s permission to 
model his bust The work had now made considerable progress, and neces- 
sarily kept the sculptor s thoughts brooding much and often upon hi'^ 
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host’s personal characteristics These it was his difficult office to bring out 
from their depths, and interpret them to all men, showing them what they 
could not discern for themselves, yet must be compelled to recognize at a 
glance, on the surface of a block of marble 

He had never undertalcen a portrait-bust which gave him so much trou- 
ble as Donatello’s, not that there was any special difficulty m hitting the 
likeness, though even m this respect the grace and harmony of the fea- 
tures seemed inconsistent with a prominent expression of individuality, 
but he was chiefly perplexed how to make this genial and kind type of 
countenance the index of the mind within His acuteness and his S3mi- 
pathies, indeed, were both somewhat at fault in their efforts to enlighten 
him as to the moral phase through which the Count was now passing If 
at one sitting he caught a glimpse of what appeared to be a genuine and 
permanent trait, it would probably be less perceptible on a second occa- 
sion, and perhaps have vanished entirely at a third So evanescent a show 
of character threw the sculptor mto despair , not marble or clay, but cloud 
and vapor, was the material m which it ought to be represented Even the 
ponderous depression which constantly weighed upon Donatello’s heart 
could not compel him mto the kind of repose which the plastic art re- 
quires 

Hopeless of a good result, Kenyon gave up all preconceptions about the 
character of his subject, and let his hands work uncontrolled with the clay, 
somewhat as a spiritual medium, while holding a pen, 3aelds it to an un- 
seen guidance other than that of her own will Now and then he fancied 
that this plan was destined to be the successful one A skill and insight be- 
yond his consciousness seemed occasionally to take up the task The mys- 
tery, the miracle, of imbuing an inanimate substance with thought, feel- 
ing, and all the intangible attributes of the soul, appeared on the verge of 
bemg wrought And now, as he flattered himself, the true image of his 
friend was about to emerge from the facile material, bringing with it more 
of Donatello’s character than the keenest observer could detect at any 
one moment in the face of the original Vain expectation' some touch, 
whereby the artist thought to improve or hasten the result, interfered with 
the design of his unseen spiritual assistant, and spoilt the whole There 
was still the moist, brown clay, indeed, and the features of Donatello, but 
vnthout any semblance of intelligent and sympathetic life 

“The difficulty will drive me mad, I verily believe ' ” cried the sculptor, 
nervously “Look at the wretched piece of work yourself, my dear friend, 
and tell me whether you recognize any manner of likeness to your inner 
man?” 

“None,” leplied Donatello, speaking the simple truth “It is like look- 
ing a stranger m the face ” 

This frankly unfavorable testimony so wrought with the sensitive ar- 
tist, that he fell into a passion with the stubborn image, and cared not 
what might happen to it thenceforward Wielding that wonderful power 
which sculptors possess over moist clay, however refractory it may show 
itself in certain respects, he compressed, elongated, widened, and other- 
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Wise altered the features of the bust m mere recklessness, and at every 
change inquired of the Count whether the expression became anywise 
more satisfactory 

“Stop'” cried Donatello, at last, catchmg the sculptor’s hand “Let it 
remain so ' ” 

By some accidental handling of the clay, entirely independent of his 
own will, Kenyon had given the countenance a distorted and violent look, 
combining animal fierceness with intelligent hatred Had Hilda, or had 
Miriam, seen the bust, with the expression which it had now assumed, 
they might have recognized Donatello’s face as they beheld it at that ter- 
rible moment when he held his victim over the edge of the precipice 
“^^diat have I done^” said the sculptor, shocked at his own casual pro- 
duction “It were a sin to let the clay which bears your features harden 
into a look like that Cam never wore an uglier one ” 

“For that very reason, let it remain'” answered the Count, who had 
grown pale as ashes at the aspect of his crime, thus strangely presented to 
him in another of the many guises under which guilt stares the criminal m 
the face “Do not alter it' Chisel it, rather, m eternal marble' I will set it 
up in my oratory and keep it continually before my eyes Sadder and more 
horrible is a face like this, alive with my own crime, than the dead skull 
which my forefathers handed down to me' ” 

But, without in the least heeding Donatello’s remonstrances, the sculp- 
tor again applied his artful fingers to the clay, and compelled the bust to 
dismiss the expression that had so startled them both 

“Believe me,” said he, turning his eyes upon his friend, full of grave 
and tender sympathy, “you know not what is requisite for your spiritual 
growth, seeking, as you do, to keep your soul perpetually m the unwhole- 
some region of remorse It was needful for you to pass through that dark 
valley, but it is infinitely dangerous to linger there too long , there is poi- 
son m the atmosphere, when we sit down and brood m it, instead of gird- 
ing up our loins to press onward Not despondency, not slothful anguish, 
IS what you now require, but effort' Has there been an unalterable evil 
m your young life? Then crowd it out with good, or it will he corrupting 
there forever, and cause your capacity for better things to partake its 
noisome corruption ' ” 

“You stir up many thoughts,” said Donatello, pressing his hand upon 
his brow, “but the multitude and the whirl of them make me dizzy ” 

They now left the sculptor’s temporary studio, without observing that 
his last accidental touches, with which he hurriedly effaced the look of 
deadly rage, had given the bust a higher and sweeter expression than it 
had hitherto worn It is to be regretted that Kenyon had not seen it, for 
only an artist, perhaps, can conceive the irksomeness, the irritation of 
brain, the depression of spirits, that resulted from his failure to satisfy 
himself, after so much toil and thought as he had bestowed on Donatello’s 
bust In case of success, indeed, all this thoughtful toil would have been 
reckoned, not only as well bestowed, but as among the happiest hours of 
his life , whereas, deeming himself to have failed, it was just so much of 
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life that had better never have been lived, for thus does the good or ill re- 
sult of his labor throw back sunshine or gloom upon the artist’s mind The 
sculptor, theiefore, would have done well to glance again at his work, for 
heie were still the features of the antique Faun, but now illuminated wuth 
a highei meaning, such as the old marble never bore 

Donatello having quitted him, Kenyon spent the rest of the day strolh 
mg about the pleasant precincts of Monte Beni, where the summer was 
now so far advanced that it began, indeed, to partake of the ripe w'ealth of 
autumn Apricots had long been abundant, and had passed away, and 
plums and cherries along wnth tliem But now came great, juicy pears, 
melting and delicious, and peaches of goodly size and tempting aspect, 
though cold and watery to the palate, compared with the sculptor’s ricli 
reminiscences of that fruit m America The purple figs had already en- 
joyed their day, and the w'hite ones w'ere luscious now The contadim 
(who, by this time, knew Kenyon well) found many clusters of ripe 
giapes for him, m every little globe of w’hich w'as included a fragrant 
draught of the sunny Monte Beni wane 

Unexpectedly, m a nook, close by the faim-house, he happened upon a 
spot where the vintage had actually commenced A great heap of early rip- 
ened giapes had been gathered, and throwm into a mighty tub In the mid- 
dle of it stood a lusty and jolly contadino, nor stood, merely, but stamped 
with all his might, and danced amain, while the led juice bathed his feet, 
and threw its foam midway up his biowm and shaggy legs Here, then, was 
the very process that show's so picturesquely in Scripture and in poetrj', of 
treading out the wane-press and dyeing the feet and garments with the 
crimson effusion as with the blood of a battle-field The memory of the 
process does not make the Tuscan wine taste more deliciously The con- 
tadini hospitably offered Kenyon a sample of the new' liquor, that had al- 
ready stood fermenting for a day or two He had tried a similar draught, 
however, in years past, and was little inclined to make proof of it again, 
for he knew that it would be a sour and bitter juice, a wine of w'oe and 
tribulation, and that the more a man drinlcs of such liquor, the sorrier he 
is likely to be 

The scene reminded the sculptor of our New England vintages, where 
the big piles of golden and rosy apples he undei the orchard trees, m the 
mild, autumnal sunshine, and the creaking cider-mill, set m motion by a 
circumgyratory horse, is all a-gush with the luscious juice To speak 
frankly, the cider-makmg is the more picturesque sight of the two, and the 
new, sweet cider an infinitely better drink than the ordinary, unripe Tus- 
can wine Such as it is, however, the latter fills thousands upon thousands 
of small, flat barrels, and, still growing thinner and sharpei , loses the little 
life It had, as wine, and becomes apotheosized as a more praiseworthy 
vinegar 

Yet all these vineyard scenes, and the processes connected with the cul- 
ture of the ^rape, had a flavor of poetry about them The toil that pro- 
duces those kindly gifts of nature which are not the substance of life, but 
its luxury, is unlike other toil We are inclined to fancy that it does not 
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bend the sturdy frame and stiffen the overwrought muscles, like the labor 
that is devoted in sad, hard earnest to laise gram for sour bread Certain- 
ly, the sunburnt young men and dark-cheeked, latighing girls, who weeded 
the rich acies of Monte Beni, might well enough have passed for inhabi- 
tants of an unsophisticated Arcadia Later m the season^ when the true 
vintage-time should come, and tlie wine of Sunshine gush into the vats, it 
was haidly too wild a dream that Bacchus himself might levisit the haunts 
which he loved of old But, alas’ where now would he find the Faun with 
whom we see him consorting m so many an antique group? 

Donatello’s remorseful anguish saddened this primitive and delightful 
life Kenyon had a pain of his ovm, moreover, although not all a pain, m 
the never-quiet, never-satisfied yearning of his heart towards Hilda He 
was authorized to use little fieedom towards that shy maiden, even in his 
visions , so that he almost reproached himself when sometimes his imagi- 
nation pictuied m detail the sweet years that they might spend togethei, 
m a retreat like this It had just that rarest quality of remoteness from 
the actual and ordinary world a remoteness through which all delights 
might \nsit them freeljq sifted from all tioubles which lovers so reason- 
ably insist upon, in their ideal arrangements for a happy union It is pos- 
sible, indeed, that even Donatello’s grief and Kenyon’s pale, sunless affec- 
tion lent a charm to Monte Beni, which it would not have retained amid 
a more abundant joyousness The sculptor stia5’-ed amid its vineyards and 
orchards, its dells and tangled shrubberies, with somewhat the sensations 
of an adventurer uho should find his wa}^ to the site of ancient Eden, and 
behold its loveliness through the transparency of that gloom which has 
been brooding over those haunts of innocence ever since the fall Adam 
saw it m a brighter sunshine, but never knew the shade of pensive beauty 
which Eden won from his expulsion 

It was m the decline of the afternoon that Kenyon returned from his 
long, musing ramble Old Tomaso between whom and himself for some 
time past there had been a m3^sterious understanding, met him in the 
entrance-hall, and drew him a little aside 

“The signorina would speak with you,” he whispered 
“In the chapeH” asked the sculptoi 

“No, in the saloon beyond it,” answered the butler “the entrance 
you once saw the signorina appear through it is near the altar, hidden 
behind the tapestry ” 

Kenyon lost no time m obeying the summons 
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' CHAPTER XXXI 

The Marble Saloon 

In an old Tuscan villa, a chapel ordinarily makes one among the numer- 
ous apartments, though it often happens that the door is permanently 
closed, the key lost, and the place left to itself, in dusty sanctity, like that 
chamber in man’s heart where he hides his religious awe This was very 
much the case lyith the chapel of Monte Beni One rainy day, however, in 
^ his wanderings through the great, intricate house, Kenyon had unexpect- 
' edly found his way into it, and been impressed by its solemn aspect The 
arched windows, high upward in the wall, and darkened with dust and 
cobweb, threw down a dim light that showed the altar, with a picture of a 
maityrdom above, and some tall tapers ranged before it They had appar- 
ently been lighted, and burned an hour or two, and been extinguished per- 
haps half a century before. The marble vase at the entrance held some 
hardened mud at the bottom, accruing from the dust that had settled in it 
during the gradual evaporation of the holy water, and a spider (being an 
insect that delights in pointing the moral of desolation and neglect) had 
I en pains to weave a prodigiously thick tissue across the circular brim 
/-ii old family banner, tattered by the moths, drooped from the vaulted 
loof In niches there were some mediasval busts of Donatello’s forgotten 
ancestry, and among them, it might be, the forlorn visage of that hapless 
knight between whom and the fountain-nymph had occurred such tender 
love-passages 

Throughout all the jovial prosperity of hlonte Beni, this one spot with- 
in the domestic walls had kept itself silent, stern, and sad When the indi- 
vidual or the family retired from song and mirth, they here sought those 
realities which men do not invite their festive associates to share And 
here, on the occasion above referred to, the sculptor had discovered ac- 
cidentally, so far as he was concerned, though with a purpose on her part 
that there was a guest under Donatello’s roof, whose presence the Count 
did not suspect An interview had since talcen place, and he was now sum- 
moned to another 

He crossed the chapel, in compliance with Tomaso’s instructions, and, 
passing through the side entrance, found himself in a saloon, of no great 
size, but more magnificent than he had supposed the villa to contain As 
it was vacant, Kenyon had leisure to pace it once or twice, and ex'amine it 
with a careless sort of scrutiny, before any person appeared 
This beautiful hall was floored with rich marbles, in artistically ar- 
ranged figures and compartments The walls, likewise, were almost entire- 
ly cased in marble of various kinds, the prevalent variety being giallo an- 
tico, intermixed with verd-antique, and others equally precious The 
splendor of the giallo antico, however, was what gave character to the sa- 



THE MARBLE FAUN 75l 

loon, and the large and deep niches, apparently intended for full-length 
statues, along the walls, were lined with the same costly material With- 
out visiting Italy, one can have no idea of the beauty and magnificence 
that are produced by these fittmgs-up of polished marble Without such 
experience, indeed, we do not even know what marble means, in any sense, 
save as the white limestone of which we carve our mantel-pieces This rich 
hall of Monte Beni, moreover, was adorned, at its upper end, with two pil- 
lars that seemed to consist of Oriental alabaster, and wherever there was 
a space vacant of precious and variegated marble, it was frescoed with or- 
naments m arabesque Above, there was a coved and vaulted ceiling, glow- 
ing with pictured scenes, which affected Kenyon with a vague sense of 
splendor, without his twisting his neck to gaze at them 

It IS one of the special excellences of such a saloon of polished and iich- 
ly colored marble,That decay can never tarnish it Until the house crum- 
bles down upon it, it shines indestructibly, and, with a little dusting, looks 
just as brilliant in its three hundredth year as the day after the final slab 
of giallo antico was fitted into the wall To the sculptor, at this first view 
of it, it seemed a hall where the sun was magically imprisoned, and must 
always shine He anticipated Miriam’s entrance, arrayed m queenly robes, 
and beaming with even more than the singular beauty that had heretofore 
distinguished her 

While this thought was passing through his mind, the pillared door, at 
the upper end of the saloon, was partly opened, and Miriam appeared. 
She was very pale, and dressed m deep mournmg As she advanced to- 
wards the sculptor, the feebleness of her step was so apparent that he 
made haste to meet her, apprehending that she might sink down on the 
marble floor, without the instant support of his arm 

But, with a gleam of her natural self-reliance, she declined his aid, and, 
after touching her cold hand to his, went and sat down on one of the cush- 
ioned divans that were ranged against the wall 

“You are very ill, Miriam ' ” said Kenyon, much shocked at her appear- 
ance “I had not thought of this ” 

“No, not so ill as I seem to you,” she answered, adding despondently, 
“yet I am ill enough I believe, to die, unless some change speedily occurs ” 
“What, then, is your disorder?” asked the sculptor , “and what the 
remedy?” 

“The disorder > ” repeated Miriam “There is none that I luiow of save 
too much life and strength, without a purpose for one or the other It is 
my too redundant energy that is slowly or perhaps rapidly wearing me 
away, because I can apply it to no use The object, which I am bound to 
consider my only one on earth, fails me utterly The sacrifice which I 
yearn to make of myself, my hopes, my everything, is coldly put aside 
Nothing IS left for me but to brood, brood, brood, all day, all night, in un- 
profitable longings and repmings ” 

“This IS very sad, Miriam,” said Kenyon 

“Ay, indeed, I fancy so,” she replied, with a short unnatural laugh 
“With all your activity of mind,” resumed he, “so fertile in plans as I 
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have known you, can you imagine no method of bringing your resources 
into play^” 

‘‘My mmd is not active any longer,’’ answered Miriam, in a cold, indif- 
ferent tone “It deals with one thought and no more One recollection par- 
alyzes it It IS not remorse, do not think it' I put myself out of the ques- 
tion, and feel neither regret nor penitence on my own behalf But what 
benumbs me, what robs me of all power, it is no secret for a woman to 
tell a man, yet I care not though you know it, is the certainty that I am, 
and must ever be, an object of horror in Donatello’s sight ” 

The sculptor a young man, and cherishing a love which insulated him 
fiom the wild experiences which some men gather was startled to per- 
ceive how Miriam’s rich, ill-regulated nature impelled her to fling herself, 
conscience and all, on one passion, the object of which intellectually 
seemed far beneath her 

“How have you obtained the certainty of which you speak?” asked he, 
after a pause 

“Oh, by a sure token,” said Miriam, “a gesture, merely, a shudder, a 
cold shiver, that ran through him one sunny moinmg when his hand hap- 
pened to touch mine ' But it was enough ” 

“I firmly believe, Miriam,” said the sculptor, “that he loves you still ” 

She started, and a flush of color came tremulously over the paleness of 
her cheek 

“Yes,” repeated Kenyon, “if my interest m Donatello and m yourself, 
Miriam endows me with any true insight, he not only loves you still, but 
with a force and depth proportioned to the stronger grasp of his faculties, 
in their new development ” 

“Do not deceive me,” said Miriam, growing pale again 

“Not for the world'” replied Kenyon “Here is what I take to be the 
truth There was an mterval, no doubt, when the horror of some calamity, 
which I need not shape out in my conjectuies, threw Donatello into a stu- 
por of misery Connected with the first shock there was an intolerable pain 
and shuddering repugnance attaching themselves to all the circumstances 
and surroundings of the event that so terribly affected him Was his dear- 
est friend involved within the horror of that moment^ He w^ould shrink 
from her as he shrank most of all from himself But as his mmd roused it- ' 
self, as it rose to a higher life than he had hitherto experienced, what- 
ever had been true and permanent -within him revived by the self-same 
impulse So has it been with his love ” 

“But, surely,” said Miriam, “he knows that I am here ' Why, then, ex- 
cept that I am odious to him, does he not bid me welcome?” 

“He IS, I believe, aware of your presence here,” answered the sculptor 
“Your song, a night or two ago, must have revealed it to him, and, m 
truth, I had fancied that there was already a consciousness of it in his 
mind But, the more passionately he longs for your society, the more re- 
ligiously he deems himself bound to avoid it The idea of a hfe-long pen- 
ance has taken strong possession of Donatello He gropes blindly about 
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him for some method of sharp self-torture, and finds, of course, no other 
so efficacious as this ’ 

“But, lie Io\cs me/’ repented Miriam, in a lou voice, to herself “Yes, 
he loves me’ ’ 

It vas strange to obscr\c the vomanly softness that came ovei her, as 
she admitted that comfort into her bosom The cold, unnatural indiffer- 
ence of her manner, a Kind of frozen passionateness vhich had shocked 
and chilled the sculjitor, disappeared She blushed, and turned away her 
eyes, knov.inq that there was more surprise and joy in their devy glances 
tlian any man sa\ e one ought to detect thci e 

“In other rc''pccls ” cjie inquired .it length, “is he much changed?” 

“A vonderful process i^ going forward in Donatello's mind,’ answeied 
the sculptor “7 he germs of faculties that have heretofore slept are fast 
springing into actnitj' 7 he world of thought is disclosing itself to his in- 
ward sight lie startles me, at times, with his perception of deep truths, 
and, quite as often, it mu‘:t be ow nod. he compels me to smile bj’- the inter- 
mixture of his former ^implicit} with a new intelligence But, he is bewil- 
dered with the rcNclations tliat each day bring'; Out of his bitter agony, a 
soul and intellect. I could .ilmost saj . have been inspired into him ” 

“Ah, I could help him here’ cried IVIiriam, clasping her hands “And 
how sweet a toil and bend and adapt my whole nature to do him good' To 
instruct, to cle\ate. to enrich his mind with the wealth that would flow^ in 
upon me, had I such a motive for acquning it' Who else can perform the 
task^ IVho else has the tender symp.iihy which he requires'’ YTio else, 
sa\e only me, a woman, a ^haicr in the same diead secret, a partaker in 
one identical guilt, could meet him on such terms of intimate equality 
as the ca^e demands'* With tins object before me, I might feel a right to 
live' Without It, it IS a shame for me to hav^e lived so long ” 

“I fully agree with you, ' said Kenyon, “that jmur true place is by his 
side ” 

“Surely it is,” replied I^Iiriam. “If Donatello is entitled to aught on 
earth, it is to my complete ':c]f-sacrifice foi his sake It does not weaken 
his claim, niethinks, that my only piospect of happiness a fearful word, 
how'cver lies in the good that may accrue to him from our intercourse 
But he rejects me' He will not listen to the whisper of his heart, telling 
him that she, most wretched, wdio beguiled him into evil, might guide him 
<0 a higher innocence than that from wdiich he fell How is this first, great 
difficulty to be obviated?” 

“It lies at your own option, h'liriam, to do away the obstacle, at any 
moment,” remarked the sculptor “It is but to ascend Donatello’s tower, 
and you will meet him theie, under the eye of God ” 

“I dare not,” answered Miriam “No, I dare not' ” 

“Do you fear,” asked the sculptor, “the dread eye-witness whom I have 
named?” 

“No, for, as far as I can see into that cloudy and inscrutable thing, my 
heart, it has none but pure motives,” replied Miriam “But, my friend. 
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you little know what a weak or what a strong creature a woman isl I fear 
not Heaven, in this case, at least, but shall I confess it? I am greatly 
in dread of Donatello Once he shuddeied at my touch If he shudder 
once again, oi frown, I diei ” 

Kenyon could not but maivel at the subjection into which this proud 
and self-dependent woman had wilfully flung herself, hanging her life 
upon the chance of an angry oi favorable regard from a person uho, a lit- 
tle while before, had seemed the plaything of a moment But, m Miriam’s 
eyes, Donatello was always, thenceforth, invested with the tragic dignity 
of their hour of crime, and, fuithermore, the keen and deep insight, with 
which hei love endowed her, enabled hei to know him far better than he 
could be knowm by ordinary observation Beyond all question, since she 
loved him so, there was a foice in Donatello w’orthy of her respect and 
love 

‘‘You see my wealeness,” said Miriam, flinging out her hands, as a per- 
son does when a defect is acknow'ledged, and beyond remedy. “What I 
need, now, is an opportunity to show my strength ” 

“It has occurred to me,” Kenjmn remarked, “that tlie time is come 
when it may be desirable to remove Donatello from the complete seclu- 
sion in which he buries himself He has struggled long enough wath one 
idea He now needs a variety of thought, which cannot be otherwise so 
readily supplied to him, as through the medium of a variety of scenes His 
mind is awakened, now', his heart, though full of pain, is no longer be- 
numbed They should have food and solace If he linger here much longer, 
I fear that he may sink back into a lethargy The extreme excitability, 
which circumstances have imparted to his moral system, has its dangers 
and its advantages, it being one of the dangers, that an obdurate scar 
may supervene upon its very tenderness Solitude has done what it could 
for him , now, for a while, let him be enticed into the outer world ” 

“What IS your plan, then?” asked Miriam 

“Simply,” replied Kenyon, “to persuade Donatello to be my compan- 
ion in a ramble among these hills and valleys The little adventures and 
vicissitudes of travel will do him infinite good After his recent profound 
experience, he will re-create the world by the new eyes wuth which he wall 
regard it He will escape, I hope, out of a morbid life, and find his way 
into a healthy one ” 

“And what is to be my part in this process?” inquired Miriam, sadly, 
and not without jealousy “You are taking him from me, and putting 
yourself, and all manner of living interests, into the place which I ought 
to fill I” 

“It would rejoice me, Miriam, to yield the entire responsibility of this 
office to yourself,” answered the sculptor “I do not pretend to be the 
guide and counsellor whom Donatello needs, for, to mention no other ob- 
stacle, I am a man, and between man and man there is always an insuper- 
able gulf They can never quite grasp each other’s hands, and therefore 
man never derives any intimate help, any heart sustenance, from his 
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brother man, but from woman, liis mother, his sister, or his wife Be 
Donatello’s friend at need, therefore, and most gladly will I resign himi” 

“It is not kind to taunt me thus,” said Miriam “I have told you that I 
cannot do what you suggest, because I dare not ” 

“Well, then,” rejoined the sculptor, “see if there is any possibility of 
adapting yourself to my scheme The incidents of a journey often fling 
people together m the oddest and therefore the most natural way Sup- 
posing you vere to find 3murself on the same route, a reunion with Dona- 
tello might ensue, and Pi evidence have a larger hand m it than either of 
us ” 

“It IS not a hopeful plan,” said Miriam, shaking her head, after a mo- 
ment s thought, “yet I vill not reject it vithout a trial Only in case it 
fail, here is a resolution to which I bind myself, come vhat come mayi 
You know the bronze statue of Pope Julius m the great square of Per- 
ugia? I remember standing m the shadow of that statue one sunny noon- 
time, and being impressed by its paternal aspect, and fancying that a 
blessing fell upon me from its outstretched hand Ever since, I have had a 
superstition, you will call it foolish, but sad and ill-fated persons always 
dream such things, tliat, if I waited long enough in that same spot, some 
good e\ent vould come to pass Well, my friend, precisely a fortnight 
after you begin your tour, unless we sooner meet, bring Donatello, at 
noon, to the base of the statue You will find me there’ ” 

Kenyon assented to tlie proposed arrangement, and, after some conver- 
sation respecting his contemplated line of travel, prepared to take his 
leave As he met IMiriam’s eyes, m bidding farewell, he was surprised at 
the new, tender gladness that beamed out of them, and at the appearance 
of health and bloom, which, in this little while, had overspread her face 

“May I tell you, Miriam,” said he, smiling, “that you are still as beau- 
tiful as ever?” 

“You have a right to notice it,” she replied, “for, if it be so, my faded 
bloom has been revived by the hopes you give me Do you, then, think me 
beautiful? I rejoice, most truly Beauty if I possess it shall be one of 
the instiuments by which I will try to educate and elevate him, to -Rdiose 
good I solely dedicate myself ” 

The sculptor had nearly reached the door, when, hearing hei call him, 
he turned back, and beheld Miriam still standing where he had left her, 
in the magnificent hall which seemed only a fit setting for her beauty She 
beckoned him to return 

“You are a man of refined taste,” said she, “more than that, a man 
of delicate sensibility Now tell me frankly, and on your honor' Have I 
not shocked you many times during this interview by my betrayal of 
woman’s cause, my lack of feminine modesty, my reckless, passionate, 
most indecorous avowal, that I live only in the life of one who, peihaps, 
scorns and shudders at me?” 

Thus adjured, however difficult the point to which she brought him, 
the sculptor was not a man to swerve aside from the simple truth 
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‘‘Miriam,” replied he, “you exaggerate the impression made upon my 
mind, but it has been painful, and somewhat of the character which you 
suppose ” 

“I knew it,” said Miriam, mournfully, and with no resentment “What 
remains of my finer nature would have told me so, even if it had not been 
perceptible in all your manner Well, my dear friend, when you go back 
to Rome, tell Hilda what her severity has done' She was all womanhood 
to me, and when she cast me off, I had no longer any terms to keep with 
the reserves and decorums of my sex Hilda has set me free' Pray tell her 
so, from Miriam, and thank her ' ” 

“I shall tell Hilda nothing that will give her pain,” answered Kenyon 
“But, Miriam, though I know not what passed between her and your- 
self, I feel, and let the noble frankness of your disposition forgive me 
if I say so, I feel that she was light You have a thousand admirable 
qualities Whatever mass of evil may have fallen into your life, pardon 
me, but your own words suggest it, you are still as capable as ever of 
many high and heroic virtues But the white shining purity of Hilda’s na- 
ture IS a thing apart, and she is bound, by the undefiled material of which 
God moulded her, to keep that severity which I, as well as you, have 
recognized ” 

“Oh, you are right' ” said Miriam, “I never questioned it, though, as I 
told you, when she cast me off, it severed some few remaining bonds be- 
tween me and decorous womanhood But were there anything to forgive, 
I do forgive her May you win her virgin heart, for methmks there can be 
few men in this evil world who are not more unworthy of her than your- 
self ” 


CHAPTER XXXII 

Scenes by the Way 

When it came to the point of quittmg the reposeful life of Monte Beni, 
the sculptor was not without regrets, and would willingly have dreamed a 
little longer of the sweet paradise on earth that Hilda’s presence there 
might make Nevertheless, amid all its repose, he had begun to be sensible 
of a restless melancholy, to which the cultivators of the ideal arts are 
more liable than sturdier men On his own part, therefore, and leavmg 
Donatello out of the case, he would have judged it well to go He made 
parting visits to the legendary dell, and to other delightful spots with 
which he had grown familiar , he climbed the tower again, and saw a sun- 
set and a moonnse over the great valley, he drank, on the eve of his de- 
parture, one flask, and then another, of the Monte Beni Sunshine, and 
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stored up its flavor in his memory as the standaid of vhat is exquisite in 
vine These things accomplished, Kenyon vas leady for the journey 

Donatello had not \ery easil} been stiried out of the pecuhai sluggish- 
ness, vhich inthralls and bevitches melancholy people He had offered 
merely a passu e resistance, hove\er, not an actue one, to his friend’s 
schemes, and vhen tlic appointed hoiii came, he 3aelded to the impulse 
^Yhlch Kenyon failed not to apph . and vas staited upon the journey be- 
fore he had made up his mind to undertake it They vandeied forth at 
large, like tvo knights-eriant among the valle3’s, and the mountains, and 
the old mountain-tovns of that pictuiesque and lovel3^ legion Save to 
keep the appointment with Afniani, a fortnight thereafter, m the great 
squaie of Peiugia, there vas nothing more definite m the sculptoi’s plan, 
than that the3^ should let themsehcs be blovn hither and thither like 
vinged seeds, that mount upon each wandering breeze Yet there was an 
idea of falalit3 implied in the simile of the vinged seeds which did not 
altogether suit Ken3’on s fanc_v, for, if 3'ou look closel3'' into the matter, it 
vail be seen that vhatc\er appears most \agiant, and utterl3’’ purposeless, 
turns out in the end, to ha\e been impelled the most surel3’’ on a preor- 
damed and unsvcuing track Chance and change love to deal vith men’s 
settled plans, not vith then idle vagaiies If v.e desire unexpected and 
unimaginable events, ve should contrive an iron framewoik, such as we 
fancy may compel the futuic to take one inevitable shape, then comes in 
the unexpected, and shatters our design in fragments 

The tra\ellcrs set forth on hoiseback, and purposed to perform much 
of their aimless j'ourneyings undei the moon, and in the cool of the morn- 
ing or e\ ening tvilighl the midda3i’ sun, vhile summer had hardl3’- begun 
to trail its depai ting skirts over Tuscan3', being still too fervid to allow of 
noontide exposure 

For a while, the3'’ wandeied in that same broad valle3’- which Ken3'on 
had viewed with such delight from the hionte Beni tow’er The sculptor 
soon began to enj03’’ the idle activut3’- of then new life, which the lapse of 
a da3’' or two sufficed to establish as a kind of system, it is so natural for 
mankind to be nomadic, tliat a very little taste of that primitive mode of 
ex'istence subverts the settled habits of many preceding yeais Kenyon’s 
cares, and whatever gloomy ideas before possessed him, seemed to be 
left at Monte Beni, and were scarcely remembered by the time that its 
giay tower grew undistinguishable on the brown lull-side His peiceptive 
faculties, which had found little exeicise of late, amid so thoughtful a way 
of life, became keen, and kept his eyes busy with a bundled agieeable 
scenes 

He delighted in the picturesque bits of rustic charactei and manneis, 
so little of which ever comes upon the surface of oui life at home There, 
for example, were the old women, tending pigs or sheep by the wayside 
As they followed the vagi ant steps of their charge, these venerable ladies 
kept spinning yarn with that elsewhere forgotten contrmnee, the distaff, 
and so wrmkled and stern-looking were tliey, that you might have talcen 
them for the Parcie, spinning the threads of human destiny In contrast 
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■With their great-grandmothers were the children, leading goats of shaggy 
beard, tied by the horns, and letting them browse on branch and shrub It 
IS the fashion of Italy to add the petty industry of age and childhood to 
the hum of human toil To the eyes of an observer from the Western 
world, it was a strange spectacle to see sturdy, sunburnt creatures, m pet- 
ticoats, but otherwise manlike, toiling side by side with male laborers, in 
the rudest work of the fields These sturdy women (if as such we must 
recognize them) wore the high-crowned, bi oad-brimmed hat of Tuscan 
straw, the customary female head-apparel, and, as every breeze blew 
back its breadth of brim, the sunshine constantly added depth to the 
brown glow of their cheeks The elder sisterhood, however, set off their 
witch-hke ugliness to the worst advantage with black felt hats, be- 
queathed them, one would fancy, by their long-buried husbands 

Another ordinary sight, as sylvan as the above, and more agreeable, 
was a girl, bearing on her back a huge bundle of green twngs and shrubs, 
or grass, intermixed with scarlet poppies and blue flowers, the verdant 
burden being sometimes of such size as to hide the bearer’s figure, and 
seem a self-moving mass of fragrant bloom and verdure Oftener, how'- 
ever, the bundle reached only half-w'ay down the back of the rustic 
nymph, leaving in sight her well-developed lower limbs, and the crooked 
knife, hanging behind her, with which she had been reaping this strange 
harvest sheaf A pre-Raphaelite artist (he, for instance, who painted so 
marvellously a wind-swept heap of autumnal leaves) might find an ad- 
mirable subject in one of these Tuscan girls, stepping with a free, erect, 
and graceful carriage The miscellaneous herbage and tangled twigs and 
blossoms of her bundle, crowning her head (while her ruddy, comely face 
looks out between the hanging side festoons like a larger flow’er) , w ould 
give the painter boundless scope for the minute delineation which he 
loves 

Though mixed up with what was rude and earthhke, there w'as still a 
remote, dream-like, Arcadian charm, which is scarcely to be found in the 
daily toil of other lands Among the pleasant features of the w'ayside were 
always the vines, clambering on fig-trees, or other sturdy trunks, they 
•wreathed themselves in huge and rich festoons, from one tree to another, 
suspending clusters of ripening grapes in the interval betw^een Under 
such careless mode of culture, the luxuriant vine is a lovelier spectacle 
than where it produces a more precious liquor, and is therefore more arti- 
ficially restrained and trimmed Nothing can be more picturesque than an 
old giape-vme, -with almost a trunk of its own, clinging fast around its 
supporting tree Nor does the picture lack its moral You might twnst it to 
more than one grave purpose, as you saw how the knotted, serpentine 
growth imprisoned within its strong embrace the friend that had support- 
ed Its tender infancy , and how (as seemingly flexible natures are prone to 
do) it converted the sturdier tree entirely to its own selfish ends, extend- 
ing its innumerable arms on every bough, and permitting hardly a leaf to 
sprout except its own It occurred to Kenyon, that the enemies of the 
vine, in his native land, nught here have seen an emblem of the remorse- 
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less gripe, which the habit of vinous enjoyment lays upon its victim, pos- 
sessing him wholly, and letting him live no life but such as it bestows 

The scene was not less characteristic when their path led the two wan- 
derers through some small, ancient town There, besides the peculiarities 
of present life, they saw tokens of the life that had long ago been lived 
and flung aside The little town, such as we see m our mind’s eye, would 
have its gate and its surrounding walls, so ancient and massive that ages 
had not sufficed to crumble them away, but in the lofty upper portion of 
the gateway, still standing over the empty arch, where there was no long- 
er a gate to shut, there would be a dove-cote, and peaceful doves for the 
only warders Pumpkins lay ripening m the open chambers of the struc- 
ture Then, as for the town-wall, on the outside an orchard extends peace- 
fully along its base, full, not of apple-trees, but of those old humorists 
with gnarled trunks and twisted boughs, the olives Houses have been 
built upon the ramparts, or burrowed out of their ponderous foundation 
Even the gray, martial towers, crowned with ruined turrets, have been 
converted into rustic habitations, from the windows of which hang ears of 
Indian corn At a door, that has been broken through the massive stone- 
work, where it was meant to be strongest, some contadim are winnowing 
gram Small wmdows, too, are pierced through the whole line of ancient 
wall, so that it seems a row of dwellings with one continuous front, built 
in a strange style of needless strength, but remnants of the old battle- 
ments and machicolations are interspersed with the homely chambers and 
earthen-tiled house-tops, and all along its extent both grape-vines and 
running flower-shrubs are encouraged to clamber and sport over the 
roughness of its decay 

Finally the long grass, intermixed with weeds and wild-flowers, waves 
on the uppermost height of the shattered rampart, and it is exceedingly 
pleasant m the golden sunshine of the afternoon to behold the warlike 
precinct so friendly m its old days, and so overgrown with rural peace In 
its guard-rooms, its prison-chambers, and scooped out of its ponderous 
breadth, there are dwellmgs nowadays where happy , human lives are 
spent Human parents and broods of children nestle m them, even as the 
swallows nestle m the little crevices along the broken summit of the wall 

Passing through the gateway of this same little town, challenged only 
by those watchful sentinels, the pigeons, we find ourselves in a long, nar- 
row street, paved from side to side with flagstones, m the old Roman 
fashion Nothing can exceed the grim ugliness of the houses, most of 
which are three or four stories high, stone built, gray, dilapidated, or half- 
covered with plaster m patches, and contiguous all along from end to end 
of the town Nature, m the shape of tree, shrub, or grassy sidewalk, is as 
much shut out from the one street of the rustic village as from the heart of 
any swarming city The dark and half-ruinous habitations, with their 
small windows, many of which are drearily closed with wooden shutters, 
are but magnified hovels, piled story upon story, and squalid with the 
grime that successive ages have left behind them It would be a hideous 
scene to contemplate in a rainy day, or when no human life pervaded it 
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In the summer-noon, however, it possesses vivacity enough to keep itself 
cheerful, for all the withm-doors of the village then bubbles over upon 
the flagstones, or looks out from the small v/mdows, and from here and 
there a balcony Some of the populace are at the butcher’s shop , others 
are at the fountain, which gushes into a marble basin that resembles an 
antique sarcophagus A tailor is sewing before his door with a young 
priest seated sociably beside him, a burly friar goes by with an empty 
wme-barrel on his head, children are at play, women, at their own door- 
steps, mend clothes, embroider, weave hats of Tuscan straw, or twirl the 
distaff Many idlers, meanwhile, strolling from one group to another, let 
the warm day slide by in the sweet, interminable task of doing nothing 

From all these people there comes a babblement that seems quite dis- 
ppoportioned to the number of tongues that make it So many words are 
not uttered in a New England village throughout the year except it be 
at a political canvass or town-meeting as are spoken here, with no espe- 
cial purpose, m a single day Neither so many words, nor so much laugh- 
ter , for people talk about nothing as if they were terribly in earnest, and 
make merry at nothing as if it were the best of all possible jokes In so 
long a time as they have existed, and within such narrow precincts, these 
little walled towns are brought into a closeness of society that makes 
them but a larger household All the inhabitants are akin to each, and 
each to all , they assemble in the street as their common saloon, and thus 
live and die m a familiarity of mtercourse, such as never can be known 
where a village is open at either end, and all roundabout, and has ample 
room within itself 

Stuck up beside the door of one house, in this village street, is a with- 
ered bough , and on a stone seat, just under the shadow of the bough, sits 
a party of jolly drinkers, making proof of the new wine, or quaffing the 
old, as their often-tried and comfortable friend Kenyon draws bridle here 
(for the bough, or bush, is a symbol of the wine-shop at this day m Italy, 
as it was three hundred years ago in England), and calls for a goblet of 
the deep, mild, purple juice, well diluted with water from the fountain. 
The Sunshine of Monte Beni would be welcome now Meanwhile, Dona- 
tello has ridden onward, but alights where a shrine, with a burning lamp 
before it, is built into the wall of an inn-stable He kneels, and crosses 
himself, and mutters a brief prayer, without attracting notice from the 
passers-by, many of whom are parenthetically devout, in a similar fash- 
ion By this time the sculptor has drunk off his wine-and-water, and our 
two travellers resume their way, emerging from the opposite gate of the 
village 

Before them, again, lies the broad valley, with a mist so thinly scat- 
tered over it as to be perceptible only in the distance, and most so in the 
nooks of the hills Now that we have called it mist, it seems a mistake not 
rather to have called it sunshine, the glory of so much light being min- 
gled with so little gloom, in the airy material of that vapor Be it mist or 
sunshine, it adds a touch of ideal beauty to the scene, almost persuading 
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the spectator that this valley and those hills are visionary, because their 
visible atmosphere is so like the substance of a dream 

Immediately about them, however, there were abundant tokens that 
the country was not really the paradise it looked to be, at a casual glance 
Neither the wretched cottages nor the dreary farm-houses seemed to pai- 
take of the prosperity, with which so kindly a climate, and so fertile a por- 
tion of Mother Earth’s bosom, should have filled them, one and all But, 
possibly, the peasant inhabitants do not exist m so grimy a poverty, and 
in homes so comfortless, as a stranger, with his native ideas of those mat- 
ters, would be likely to imagine The Italians appear to possess none of 
that emulative pride which we see in our New England villages, where 
every householder, according to his taste and means, endeavors to make 
his homestead an ornament to the grassy and elm-shadowed wayside In 
Italy theie are no neat doorsteps and thresholds, no pleasant, vine-shel- 
tered porches, none of those grass-plots or smoothly shorn lawns, which 
hospitably invite the imagination into the sweet domestic interiors of 
English life Ever3rthing, however sunny and luxuriant may be the scene 
around, is especially disheartening in the immediate neighborhood of an 
Italian home 

An artist, it is true, might often thank his stars for those old houses, so 
picturesquely time-stamed, and with the plaster falling m blotches from 
the ancient brick-work The prison-hke, iron-barred windows, and the 
wide-arched, dismal entrance, admitting on one hand to the stable, on 
the other to the kitchen, might impress him as far better worth his pencil 
than the newly painted pine boxes, in which if he be an American his 
countrymen live and thrive But there is reason to suspect that a people 
are waning to decay and rum the moment that their life becomes fascin- 
ating either in the poet’s imagination or the painter’s eye 

As usual, on Italian waysides, the wanderers passed great, black cross- 
es, hung with all the instruments of the sacred agony and passion there 
were the crown of thorns, the hammer and nails, the pincers, the spear, 
the sponge, and perched over the whole, the cock that crowed to St 
Peter’s remorseful conscience Thus, while the fertile scene showed the 
never-failing beneficence of the Creator towards man in his transitory 
state, these symbols reminded each wayfarer of the Saviour’s mfimtely 
greater love for him as an immortal spirit Beholding these consecrated 
stations, the idea seemed to strike Donatello of converting the otherwise 
aimless journey into a penitential pilgrimage At each of them he alighted 
to kneel and kiss the cross, and humbly press his forehead against its 
foot , and this so invariably, that the sculptor soon learned to draw bridle 
of his own accord It may be, too, heretic as he was, that Kenyon hke'ouse 
put up a prayer, rendered more fervent by the sjmibols before his eyes, 
for the peace of his friend’s conscience, and the pardon of the sm that so 
oppressed him 

Not only at the crosses did Donatello kneel, but at each of the many 
shrines, where the Blessed Virgin in fresco faded with sunshine and half 
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washed out with showers looked benignly at her worshipper, or where 
she was represented in a wooden image, or a bas-relief of plaster or mar- 
ble, as accorded with the means of the devout person who built, or re- 
stored from a mediseval antiquity, these places of wayside worship They 
were everywhere under arched niches, or in little penthouses with a brick 
tiled roof, just large enough to shelter them, or perhaps in some bit of 
old Roman masonry, the founders of which had died before the Advent, 
or in the wall of a country inn or farm-house, or at the midway point of a 
bridge, or in the shallow cavity of a natural rock, or high upward in the 
deep cuts of the road It appealed to the sculptor that Donatello prayed 
^he more earnestly and the more hopefully at these shrines, because the 
mild face of the Madonna promised him to intercede as a tender mother 
betwixt the poor culprit and the awfulness of judgment 

It was beautiful to observe, indeed, how tender was the soul of man and 
woman towards the Virgin mother, in recognition of the tenderness which, 
as their faith taught them, she immortally cherishes tow^ards all human 
souls In the wire-work screen, before each shrine, hung offerings of roses, 
or whatever flower was sweetest and most seasonable, some already wilt- 
ed and withered, some fresh with that very morning’s dew-drops Flow- 
ers there were, too, that, being artificial, never bloomed on earth, nor 
would ever fade The thought occurred to Kenyon, that flower-pots with 
living plants might be set within tlie niches, or even that rose-trees, and 
all kinds of flowering shrubs, might be reared under the shrines, and 
taught to twine and wreathe themselves around, so that the Virgin should 
dwell within a bower of verdure, bloom, and fragrant freshness, symboliz- 
ing a homage perpetually new There are many Qiings in the religious cus- 
toms of these people that seem good, many things, at least, tliat might be 
both good and beautiful, if the soul of goodness and the sense of beauty 
were as much alive in the Italians now as they must have been w'hen those 
customs were first imagined and adopted But, instead of blossoms on the 
shrub, or freshly gathered, with the dew-drops on their leaves, their wor- 
ship, nowadays, is best sjunbohzed by the artificial flower 

The sculptor fancied, moreover (but perhaps it was his heresy that sug- 
gested the idea), that it would be of happy influence to place a comfort- 
able and shady seat beneath every wayside shrine Then the weary and 
sun-scorched traveller, while resting himself under her protecting shadow, 
might thank the Virgin for her hospitality Nor, perchance, were he to 
regale himself, even in such a consecrated spot, with the fragiance of a 
pipe, would it rise to heaven more offensively than the smoke of priestly 
incense We do ourselves wrong, and too meanly estimate the Holiness 
above us, when we deem that any act or enjoyment, good in itself, is not 
good to do religiously 

Whatever may be the iniquities of the papal system, it was a wise and 
lovely sentiment that set up the frequent shrine and cross along the road- 
side No wayfarer, bent on whatever worldly errand, can fail to be re- 
minded, at every mile or two, that this is not the business which most 
concerns him The pleasure-seeker is silently admonished to look heaven- 
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ward for a joy infinitely greater than he now possesses The wretch in 
temptation beholds the cross, and is warned that, if he yield, the Saviour’s 
agony for his sake will have lieen endured in vain The stubborn criminal, 
whose heart has long been lilce a stone, feels it throb anew with dread and 
hope, and our poor Donatello, as he went kneeling from shrine to cross, 
and from cross to shrine, doubtless found an efficacy m these S3mibols 
that helped him towards a highei penitence 
\^Tiether the young Count of Monte Beni noticed the fact, or no, there 
was more than one incident of their journey that led Kenyon to believe 
that they were attended, or closely followed, or preceded, near at hand, by 
some one who took an interest in their motions As it were, the step, the 
sweeping garment, the faintly heard breath, of an invisible companion, 
was beside them, as they went on their way It was like a dream that had 
strayed out of their slumber, and was haunting them in the daytime, 
when its shadowy substance could have neither density nor outline, m 
the too obtrusive light After sunset, it grew a little more distinct 

“On the left of that last shrine,” asked the sculptor, as they rode, un- 
der the moon, “did you observe the figure of a woman kneeling, with her 
face hidden m her hands 

“I- never looked that way,” replied Donatello “I was saying my own 
prayer It was some penitent, perchance May the Blessed Virgin be the 
more gracious to the poor soul, because she is a woman ” 


CHAPTER XXXIII 

Pictured Windows 

After wide wanderings through the valley, the two travellers directed 
their course towards its boundary of hills Here, the natural scenery and 
men’s modifications of it immediately took a different aspect from that of 
the fertile and smiling plain Not unfrequently there was a convent on 
the hill-side, or, on some insulated promontory, a ruined castle, once the 
den of a robber chieftain, who was accustomed to dash down from his 
commanding height upon the road that wound below For ages back, the 
old fortress had been flinging down its crumbling ramparts, stone by 
stone, towards the grimy village at its foot 

Their road wound onward among the hills, which rose steep and lofty 
from the scanty level space that lay between them They continually 
thrust their great bulks before the wayfarers, as if grimly resolute to for- 
bid their passage, or closed abruptly behind them, when they still dared 
to proceed A gigantic hill would set its foot right doivn before them, and 
only at the last moment would grudgingly withdraw it, just far enough to 
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let them creep towards another obstacle. Adown these rough heights were 
visible the dry tracks of many a mountain-torrent that had lived a life too 
fieice and passionate to be a long one Or, perhaps, a stream was yet hur- 
rying shyly along the edge of a far wider bed of pebbles and shelving rock 
than it seemed to need, though not too wide for the swollen rage of which 
this shy rivulet was capable A stone bridge bestrode it, the ponderous 
arches of which were upheld and rendered indestructible by the weight of 
the very stones that' threatened to crush them down Old Roman toil was 
perceptible in the foundations of that massive bridge, the first v eight 
that it ever bore was that of an army of the Republic 
Threading these defiles, they would arrive at some immemorial city, 
crowning the high summit of a hill with its cathedral, its many churches, 
and public edifices, all of Gothic architecture With no more level ground 
than a single piazza, m the midst, the ancient town tumbled its crooked 
and narrow streets down the mountain-side, tlirough arched passages, and 
by steps of stone The aspect of everything was awfully old, older, indeed, 
m its effect on the imagination, than Rome itself, because history does 
not lay its finger on these forgotten edifices and tell us all about their ori- 
gin Etruscan princes may have dwelt in them A thousand years, at all 
events, would seem but a middle age for these structures They are built 
of such huge, square stones, that their appearance of ponderous durability 
distresses the beholder witli the idea that they can never fall, never 
crumble away, never be less fit than now for human habitation hlany 
of them may once have been palaces, and still retain a squalid grandeur 
But, gazing at them, we recognize how undesirable it is to build Uie taber- 
nacle of our brief lifetime out of permanent materials, and with a view^ to 
their being occupied by future generations 

All towns should be made capable of purification by fire, or of decay, 
within each half-century Otherw ise, they become the hereditary haunts 
of vermin and noisomeness, besides standing apart from the possibility of 
such improvements as aie constantly introduced into the rest of man’s 
contrivances and accommodations It is beautiful, no doubt, and exceed- 
ingly satisfactory to some of our natural instincts, to imagine our fai pos- 
terity dwelling under the same roof-tree as ourselves Still, A^hen people 
insist on building indestructible houses, they incur, or then children do, a 
misfortune analogous to that of the Sibyl, w^hen she obtained the grievous 
boon of immortality So, we may build almost immortal habitations, it is 
true, but we cannot keep them from growing old, musty, unwdiolesome, 
dreary, full of death-scents, ghosts, and murder-stains, in short, such 
habitations as one sees everjntvhere in Italy, be they hovels or palaces 
^'You should go with me to my native country,” observed fte sculptor 
to Donatello “In that fortunate land, each generation has only its owm 
sins and sorrows to bear Here, it seems as if all the weary and dreary 
Past were piled upon the back of the Present If I were to lose my spirits 
in this country, if I were to suffer any heavy misfortune here, me- 
thinks It would be impossible to stand up against it, under such adverse 
influences ” 
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“The sky itself is an old roof, now,” answered the Count, “and, no 
doubt, the sms of mankind have made it gloomier than it used to be ” 

“Oh, my poor Faun,” tliought Kenyon to himself, “how art thou 
changed'” 

A city, like this of which w'e speak, seems a sort of stony growth out of 
the hill-side, or a fossilized town, so ancient and strange it looks, with- 
out enough of life and jucmess m it to be any longer susceptible of decay 
An earthquake would afford it the only chance of being ruined, beyond its 
present rum 

Yet, though dead to all tlie purposes for w^hich w’e lue to-day, the place 
has its glorious recollections, and not merely rude and warlike ones, but 
those of brighter and milder triumphs, the fruits of which we still enjoy 
Italy can count se\eral of these lifeless towns which, four or five hundred 
years ago, were each the birthplace of its own school of art, nor have they 
3’et forgotten to be proud of the dark, old pictures, and the faded frescos, 
the pristine beauty of which was a light and gladness to the w^orld But 
now, unless one happens to be a painter, these famous w'orks make us mis- 
erably desperate The}’’ are poor, dim ghosts of what, when Giotto or 
Cimabue first created them, threw* a splendor along the stately aisles, so 
far gone towards nothingness, m our day, tliat scarcely a hint of design or 
expression can glimmer through the dusk Those early artists did well to 
paint their frescos Glowing on the church-walls, they might be looked 
tipon as S}'nibols of the living spirit that made Catholicism a true reli- 
gion, and that glorified it as long as it retained a genuine life, they filled 
the transepts with a radiant throng of saints and angels, and threw 
around the high altar a faint leflection as much as mortals could see, or 
bear of a Diviner Presence But now* that the colors are so wretchedly 
bedimmed, now' that blotches of plastered w'all dot the frescos all over, 
like a mean reality thrusting itself through life’s brightest illusions', the 
next best artist to Cimabue or Giotto 01 Ghirlandaio or Pmturicchio wall 
be he that shall reverently cover their ruined masterpieces wath white- 
wash' 

Kenyon, how'ever, being an earnest student and critic of Art, lingered 
long before these pathetic relics, and Donatello, in his present phase of 
penitence, thought no time spent amiss w hile he could be kneeling before 
an altar Whenever they found a cathedral, theiefore, or a Gothic church, 
the tw’o travellers W'ere of one mind to enter it In some of these holy 
edifices they saw pictures that time had not dimmed noi injured in the 
least, though they perhaps belonged to as old a school of Art as any that 
were perishing around them These w'ere the painted windows, and as 
often as he gazed at them the sculptor blessed the mediaeval time, and its 
gorgeous contrivances of splendor , for surely the skill of man has never 
accomplished, nor his mind imagined, any other beauty or glory worthy 
to be compared wath these 

It IS the special excellence of pictured glass, that the light, w’hich falls 
merely on the outside of other pictures, is here interfused throughout the 
work. It illuminates the design, and invests it with a living radiance, and 


766 XHE WORKS OF HAWTHORNE 

in requital the unfading colors transmute the common daylight into a 
miracle of richness and glory in its passage through the heavenly sub- 
stance of the blessed and angelic shapes ^\hlch throng the liigh-.irched 
window 

“It IS a woful thing,” cried Kenyon, %\hilc one of these frail yet endur- 
ing and fadeless pictures threw its hues on his face, and on the pa\cment 
of the church around him, “a sad necessity that any Christian soul 
should pass from earth without once seeing an antique painted windo\\, 
with the bright Italian sunshine glowing through it’ There is no other 
such true symbol of the glories of the better world, where a celestial radi- 
ance will be inherent in all things and persons, and render each continual- 
ly transparent to the sight of all ” 

“But what a horror it would be,” said Donatello, sadl>, “if there v.cre 
a soul among them through vliich the light could not be transfused' ’ 

“Yes, and perhaps this is to be the iiunishmcnt of sin,” replied the 
sculptor, “not that it shall be made evident to the unuersc, which can 
profit nothing by such knowledge, but that it shall insulate the ';inner 
from all sweet society by rendering him impermeable to light, and. there- 
fore, umecognizable in the abode of hca\enly simplicity and truth Then, 
what remains for him, but the dreaiinc'^s of infinite and eternal solitude?” 

“That would be a horrible destiny, indeed ' ” said Donatello 

His voice as he spoke the words had a hollow and drearj' cadence, as if 
he anticipated some such frozen solitude for himself A figure in a dark 
robe was lurking in the obscurity of a ':ide-chapel close by, and made an 
impulse e movement forward, but hesitated as Donatello spoke again 

“But there might be a more miserable torture than to be solitary for- 
ever,” said he “Think of having a single companion m eternit} . and in- 
stead of finding any consolation, or at all c\ents variety of torture, to see 
your own w^eary, w'eary sin repeated in that inseparable soul ” 

“I think, my dear Count, you have never read Dante,” obscr\ed Ken- 
yon “That idea is somewdiat in his style, but I cannot help regretting tliat 
it came into your mind just then ” 

The dark-robed figure had shrunk back, and was quite lost to sight 
among the shadow's of the chapel 

“There was an English poet,” resumed Kenyon, turning again towards 
the window, “who speaks of the ‘dim, religious light,’ transmitted through 
pamted glass I always admiied this richly descriptive phrase, but, 
though he w'as once in Italy, I question whether Milton ever saw any but 
the dingy pictures m the dusty wandows of English cathedrals, imperfect- 
ly shown by the gray English daylight He would else have illuminated 
that word ‘dim’ with some epithet that should not chase aw'ay the dim- 
ness, yet should make it glow like a million of rubies, sapphires, emeralds, 
and topazes Is it not so wath yonder wandow'^ The pictures are most bril- 
liant m themselves, yet dim with tenderness and reverence, because God 
himself IS shining through them ” 

“The pictures fill me with emotion, but not such as you seem to e\per- 
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icnce/’ said Donatello. “I tremble at those awful saints, and, most of all. 
at the figure abo\ c them He glo\s s w ith Di\ me w rath ! ” 

“My dear friend," said Kenyon, “how strangely youi eyes have tran£0 
muled the expression of the figuic* It is di\ me ]o\ e, not wrath' " 

“To my exes," said Donatello, stubbornI> , “it is wrath, not lovel Each 
must interpret for hinwclf.’’ 

The friends left the church, and looking up, from the exterior, at the 
window which they li.id just been contemplating within, nothing was vis- 
ible but the merest oullmc of dusky «:hapes Neither the individual like- 
ness of «aint, angel, nor Saxiour, and far less the combined scheme and 
purport of the picture, could anjaxi'^e he made out That miracle of ra- 
diant art, thus viewed, was nothing better than an incomprehensible ob- 
sairity. without a gleam of beauty to induce the beholder to attempt un- 
ravelling it 

“ \11 this,” thoucht the sculptor, “is a most forcible emblem of the dii- 
ferent aspect of religious truth and sacred slory, as viewed from the warn 
intenor of belief, or from its cold .md dreary' outside Christian faith is a 
grand oithcdral, with dixinely pictured windows Standing without, 5^11 
sec no glory, nor can pn<.5il)ly imagine any; standing within, every ray of 
light reveals a harmony of unspeakable splendors ” 

.After Kcnxon and Donatello emerged from the church, however, they 
had belter opportunity for acts of chanty and mercy than for religious 
contemplation, being immediately surrounded by a swarm of beggars, 
who are the present possessors of Italy, ami share the spoil of the stranger 
with the fleas and mosquitoes, their formidable allies These pests tlie 
human ones had hunted (he two travellers at ev'cry stage of their jour- 
ney From vallairc to village, ragged bovs and girls kept almost under the 
horses’ fed, hoary gr.indsircs and giandamcs caught glimpses of their ap- 
proach, and hobbled to intercept them at some point of vantage, blind 
men stared them out of countenance with their sightless orbs, women held 
up their unwashed hnliics, cripples displayed their wooden legs, their 
grievous scars, their dangling, boneless arms, their broken backs, their 
burden of a hump, or whatev er infirmity or deformity Providence had as- 
signed them for an inhci itancc On the highest mountain summit in the 
most shadowy ravine there was a beggar waiting for them. In one small 
village, Kenyon had the curiosity to count merely how many children 
were crying, whining, and bellowing all at once for alms They prov^ed to 
be more than forty of as ragged and dii (3'" little imps as any in the world, 
besides whom, all the wrinkled matrons, and most of the village maids, 
and not a few stalwart men, held out their hands grimly, piteously, or 
smilingly m the forlorn hope of whatever trifle of com might remain in 
pockets alread so fearfully taxed Plad they been permitted, they would 
gladly have knelt dowm and worshipped the travellers, and have cursed 
them. Without rising from their knees, if the expected boon failed to be 
awarded 

Yet they were not so miserably poor but that the grown people kept 
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houses over their heads In the way of food, they had, at least, vegetables 
in their little gardens, pigs and chickens to kill, eggs to fry into omelets 
with oil, wine to drink, and many other things to make life comfortable 
As foi the children, when no more small com appeared to be forthcoming, 
they began to laugh and play, and turn heels over head, showing them- 
selves jolly and vivacious brats, and evidently as well fed as needs be 
The truth is, the Italian peasantry look upon strangers as the almoners of 
Providence, and therefore feel no more shame in asking and receiving 
alms, than in availing themselves of providential bounties in whatever 
other form 

In accordance with his nature, Donatello was always exceedingly char- 
itable to these ragged battalions, and appeared to derive a certain conso- 
lation from the prayers which many of them put up in his behalf In Italy 
a copper com of minute value, will often malce all the difference between 
a vindictive curse death by apoplexy being the favorite one mumbled 
m an old witch’s toothless jaws and a prayer from the same lips, so ear- 
nest that it would seem to reward the charitable soul with at least a puff 
of grateful breath to help him heavenward Good wishes being so cheap, 
though possibly not very efficacious, and anathemas so exceedingly bit- 
ter, even if the greater portion of their poison remain in the mouth tliat 
utters them, it may be wuse to expend some reasonable amount m the 
purchase of the former Donatello invariably did so, and as he distrib- 
uted his alms under the pictured wundow, of wkich we have been spealc- 
ing, no less than seven ancient women lifted their hands and besought 
blessings on his head 

“Come,'’ said the sculptor, rejoicing at the happier expression wkich he 
saw m his friend’s face “I think your steed will not stumble wuth you to- 
day Each of these old dames looks as much lilce Horace’s Atra Cura as 
can well be conceived, but, though there are seven of them, they will 
make your burden on horseback lighter instead of heavier ” 

“Are we to ride far?” asked the Count 

“A tolerable journey betwaxt now and to-morrow noon,” Kenyon re- 
plied, “for, at that hour, I purpose to be standing by the Pope’s statue m 
the great square of Perugia ” 


CHAPTER XXXIV 

Market-Day in Perugia 

Perugia, on its lofty hill-top, w^as reached by the two travellers before 
the sun had quite kissed away the early freshness of the morning Since 
midnight, there had been a heavy ram, bringing infinite refreshment to 
the scene of verdure and fertility amid which this ancient civilization 
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stands, insomuch that Kenyon loitered, when they came to the gray city- 
wall, and M as loath to gi\ e up the prospect of the sunny wilderness that 
lay below It was as green as England, and bright as Italy alone There 
was all tlie Mide valley, siieepmg down and spreading away on all sides 
from the veed-grown ramparts, and bounded afar by mountains, which 
lay asleep in the sun, vnth thin mists and silvery clouds floating about 
their heads by ^\ay of morning dreams 
‘Tt lades still two hours of noon,” said the sculptor to his friend, as 
they stood under the arch of the gateway, waiting for then passports to 
be examined , “v ill you come with me to see some admirable frescos by 
Perugino^ There is a hall m the Exchange, of no great magnitude, but 
covered vith what must have been at the time it was painted sach 
magnificence and beauty as the world had not elsewhere to show ” 

‘Tt depresses me to look at old frescos,” responded the Count, “it is a 
pain, yet not enough of a pam to answer as a penance ” 

“Will you look at some pictures by Era Angelico m the Church of San 
Domenico’” asked Kenyon, “they are full of religious smceiity When 
one studies them faithfully, it is like holding a conversation about heav- 
enly things \Mth a tendei and devout-minded man ” 

“You ha\e shown me some of Fra Angelico’s pictures, I remember,” 
answered Donatello, “his angels look as if they had never taken a flight 
out of heaven , and his saints seem to have been born saints, and always 
to have lived so Young maidens, and all innocent peisons, I doubt not, 
may find great delight and profit m looking at such holy pictures But 
they are not forme ” 

“Your criticism, I fanc}’’, has great moral depth,” leplied Kenyon, 
“and I see m it the reason Avhy Hilda so highly appreciates Fra Angelico’s 
pictures Well, we •will let all such matters pass for to-day, and stroll 
about this fine old cit}' till noon ” 

They w'andered to and fro, accordingly, and lost themselves among the 
strange, precipitate passages, w'hich, in Perugia, are called streets Some 
of them are like caverns, being arched all over, and plunging down 
abruptly towards an unknown darkness, w'hich, when you have fathomed 
Its depths, admits you to a daylight that you scarcely hoped to behold 
again Here they met shabby men, and the careworn wives and mothers of 
the people, some of -whom guided children m leadmg-stnngs through 
those dim and antique thoioughfares, where a hundred generations had 
passed before the little feet of to-day began to tread them Thence they 
climbed upward again, and came to the level plateau, on the summit of 
the hill, where are situated the grand piazza and the principal public 
edifices 

It happened to be market-day in Perugia The great square, therefore, 
presented a far more vivacious spectacle than would have been witnessed 
in it at any other time of the week, though not so lively as to overcome 
the gray solemnity of the aichitectural portion of the scene In the sha- 
dow of the cathedral and other old Gothic structures seeking shelter 
from the sunshine that fell across the rest of the piazza was a crowd of 
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people, engaged as buyers or sellers in the petty traffic of a country-fair. 
Dealers had erected booths and stalls on the pavement, and overspread 
them with scanty awnings, beneath which they stood, vociferously crying 
their merchandise, such as shoes, hats and caps, yarn stockings, cheap 
jewelry and cutlery, books, chiefly little volumes of a religious character, 
and a few French novels , toys, tm-ware, old iron, cloth, rosaries of beads, 
crucifixes, cakes, biscuits, sugar-plums, and innumerable little odds and 
ends, which we see no object m advertising Baskets of grapes, figs, and 
pears stood on the ground Donkeys, bearing panniers stuffed out with 
kitchen vegetables, and requiring an ample roadway, roughly shouldered 
aside the throng 

Crowded as the square was, a juggler found room to spread out a white 
doth upon the pavement, and cover it with cups, plates, balls, cards, 
Ihe whole material of his magic, m short, wherewith he proceeded to 
work miracles under the noonday sun An organ-grinder at one pomt, and 
a clarion and a flute at another, accomplished what they could towards 
filling the wide space with tuneful noise Their small uproar, however, 
was nearly drowned by the multitudinous voices of the people, bargam- 
ing, quarrelling, laughing, and babbling copiously at random, for the 
briskness of the mountain atmosphere, or some other cause, made every- 
body so loquacious, that more words were wasted in Perugia on this one 
market-day, than the noisiest piazza of Rome would utter m a month 

Through all this petty tumult, which kept beguiling one’s eyes and 
upper strata of thought, it was delightful to catch glimpses of the grand 
old aichitecture that stood around the square The life of the flittmg mo- 
ment, existing in the antique shell of an age gone by, has a fascination 
which we do not find m either the past or present, taken by themselves It 
might seem irreverent to make the gray cathedral and the tall, time-worn 
palaces echo back the exuberant vociferation of the market, but they did 
so, and caused the sound to assume a kind of poetic rhythm, and them- 
selves looked only the more majestic for their condescension 

On one side, there was an immense edifice devoted to public purposes, 
with an antique gallery, and a range of arched and stone-mullioned win- 
dows, running along its front, and by way of entrance it had a central 
Gothic arch, elaborately wreathed around with sculptured semicircles, 
within which the spectator was aware of a stately and impressive gloom 
Though merely the municipal council-house and exchange of a decayed 
country tovm, this structure was worthy to have held m one portion of it 
the parliament-hall of a nation, and in the other, the state apartments of 
Its ruler On another side of the square rose the mediaeval front of the 
cathedral, where the imagination of a Gothic architect had long ago flow- 
ered out indestructibly, m the first place, a grand design, and then cover- 
ing It with such abundant detail of ornament, that the magnitude of the 
'^^ork seemed less a miracle than its minuteness You would suppose that 
he must have softened the stone into wax, until his most delicate fancies 
vere modelled in the pliant material, and then had hardened it mto stone 
again The whole w^as a vast, black-letter page of the richest and quaintest 
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poetry In fit keeping with all this old magnificence was a great marble 
foimtamj where again the Gothic imagination showed its overflow and 
gratuity of device in the manifold sculptures which it lavished as freely as 
the water did its shifting shapes 

Besides the two venerable structures which we have described, there 
were lofty palaces, perhaps of as old a date, rising story above story, and 
adorned with balconies, whence, hundreds of years ago, the princely oc- 
cupants had been accustomed to gaze down at the sports, business, and 
popular assemblages of the piazza And, beyond all question, they thus 
witnessed the erection of a bronze statue, which, three centuries since, was 
placed on the pedestal that it still occupies 

“I never come to Perugia,” said Kenyon, “without spending as much 
time as I can spare m studying yonder statue of Pope Julius the Third. 
Those sculptors of the Middle Age have fitter lessons for the professors of 
my art than we can find m the Grecian masterpieces They belong to our 
Christian civilization, and, being earnest works, they always express 
something which we do not get from the antique Will you look at it?” 

“Willingly,” replied the Count, “for I see, even so far off, that the 
statue IS bestowing a benediction, and there is a feeling in my heart that 
I may be permitted to share it ” 

Remembering the similar idea which Miriam a short time before had 
expressed, the sculptor smiled hopefully at the coincidence They made 
their way through the throng of the market-place, and approached close 
to the iron railing that protected the pedestal of the statue 
It was the figure of a pope, arrayed m his pontifical robes, and crowned 
with the tiara He sat m a bronze chair, elevated high above the pave- 
ment, and seemed to take kindly yet authoritative cognizance of the busy 
scene which was at that moment passing before his eye His right hand 
was raised and spread abroad, as if in the act of shedding forth a bene- 
diction, which every man so broad, so wise, and so serenely affectionate 
was the bronze pope’s regard might hope to feel quietly descending 
upon the need, or the distress, that he had closest at his heart The statue 
had life and observation m it, as well as patriarchal majesty An imagina- 
tive spectator could not but be impressed with the idea that this benignly 
awful representative of divine and human authority might rise from his 
brazen chair, should any great public exigency demand his interposition, 
and encourage or restrain the people by his gesture, or even by prophetic 
utterances worthy of so grand a presence 

And, m the long, calm intervals, amid the quiet lapse of ages, the pon- 
tiff watched the daily turmoil around his seat, listening with majestic pa- 
tience to the market cries, and all the petty uproar that awoke the echoes 
of the stately old piazza He was the enduring friend of these men, and of 
their forefathers and children, the familiar face of generations 

“The pope’s blessing, methinks, has fallen upon you,” observed the 
sculptor, looking at his friend 

In truth, Donatello’s countenance indicated a healthier spirit than 
while he was brooding in his melancholy tower The change of scene, the 
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breaking up of custom, the fresh flow of incidents, the sense of being 
homeless, and therefore free, had done something for our poor Faun, 
these circumstances had at least promoted a reaction, which might else 
have been slower in its progress Then, no doubt, the bright day, the gay 
spectacle of the market-place, and the sympathetic exhilaration of so 
many people’s cheerfulness, had each their suitable effect on a temper 
naturally prone to be glad Perhaps, too, he was magnetically conscious of 
a piesence that formerly sufficed to make him happy Be the cause what 
it might, Donatello’s eyes shone with a serene and hopeful expression 
while looking upward at the bronze pope, to whose widely diffused bless- 
ing, it may be, he attributed all this good influence 

‘‘Yes, my dear friend,” said he, m reply to the sculptor’s remark, “I 
feel the blessing upon my spirit ” 

“It IS wonderful,” said Kenyon, ■mth a smile, “wonderful and delight- 
ful to think how long a good man’s beneficence may be potent, even after 
his death How great, then, must have been the efficacy of this excellent 
pontiff’s blessing while he was alive! ” 

“I have heard,” remarked the Count, “that there was a brazen image 
set up m the wilderness, the sight of which healed the Israelites of their 
poisonous and ranlding wounds If it be the Blessed Virgin’s pleasure, 
why should not this holy image before us do me equal good? A wound has 
long been rankling in my soul, and filling it with poison ” 

“I did wrong to smile,” answered Kenyon “It is not for me to limit 
Providence in its operations on man’s spirit ” 

While they stood talking, the clock m the neighboring cathedral told 
the hour, with twelve reverberating strokes, which it flung dov n upon the 
crowded market-place, as if warning one and all to take advantage of the 
bronze pontiff’s benediction, or of Heaven’s blessing, however proffered, 
before the opportunity were lost 

“High noon,” said the sculptor “It is Miriam’s hour I ” 


CHAPTER XXXV 

The Bronze Ponth-e’s Benediction 

When the last of the twelve strokes had fallen from the cathedral clock, 
Kenyon threw his eyes over the busy scene of the market-place, expecting 
to discern Miriam somewhere in the crowd He looked next towards the 
cathedral itself, where it was reasonable to imagine that she might have 
taken shelter, while awaiting her appointed time Seeing no tiace of her in 
either direction, his eyes came back from their quest somewhat disap- 
pointed, and rested on a figure which was leaning, like Donatello and him- 
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self, on the iion balustrade that surrounded the statue Only a moment 
before, they two had been alone 

It was the figure of a woman, with her head bowed on her hands, as if 
she deepty felt what we have been endeavoring to convey into our feeble 
description the benign and awe-mspinng influence which the pontiff’s 
statue exercises upon a sensitive spectator No matter though it were 
modelled for a Catholic chief priest, the desolate heart, whatever be its 
religion, recognizes in that image the likeness of a father 

“Miriam,” said the sculptor, with a tremor in his voice, “is it youiself 

“It IS I,” she replied , “I am faithful to my engagement, though with 
man}'' fears ” 

She lifted her head, and revealed to Kenyon revealed to Donatello 
likewise the well-iemembered features of Miriam They were pale and 
worn, but distinguished e\en noiv, though less gorgeously, by a beauty 
that might be imagined bright enough to glimmer with its owm light in a 
dim cathedral aisle, and had no need to shrink from the severer test of the 
mid-day sun But she seemed tremulous, and hardly able to go through 
■witli a scene which at a distance she had found courage to undeitalce 

“You are most w'elcome, ]\Iiriam>” said the sculptor, seeking to afford 
her the encouragement which he saw' she so gieatly required “I have a 
hopeful trust that the result of this interview will be propitious Come, 
let me lead you to Donatello ” 

“No, Kenyon, no'” w'hispered Miriam, shrinking back, “unless of his 
ow'ii accord he speaks my name, unless he bids me stay, no w'ord shall 
ever pass betw'een him and me It is not that I take upon me to be proud 
at this late hour Among other feminine qualities, I threw aw'ay my pride 
when Hilda cast me off ” 

“If not pride, what else restrains you?” Kenyon asked, a little angiy at 
her unseasonable scruples, and also at this half-complaming reference to 
Hilda’s just severity “After daring so much, it is no time for fear' If we 
let him part from you without a w'ord, your opportunity of domg him in- 
estimable good is lost forever ” 

“True, It will be lost forever'” repeated Miriam, sadly, “But, dear 
friend, will it be my fault? I willingly fling my w'oman’s' pride at his feet 
But do you not see^ his heart must be left freely to its own decision 
whether to recognize me, because on his voluntary choice depends the 
whole question whether my devotion will do him good or harm Except he 
feel an infinite need of me, I am a burden and fatal obstruction to him'” 

“Take your own course, then, Miriam,” said Kenyon, “and, doubtless^ 
the crisis being what it is, your spirit is better instructed for its emer- 
gencies than mine ” 

While the foregoing words passed between them they had withdrawm a 
little from the immediate vicinity of the statue, so as to be out of Dona- 
tello’s hearing Still, however, they were beneath the pontiff’s outstretched 
hand , and Miriam, with her beauty and her sorrow, looked up into his be- 
nignant face, as if she had come thither for his pardon and paternal affec- 
tion, and despaired of so vast a boon 
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Meanwhile, she had not stood thus long m the public square of Perugia, 
without attracting the observation of many eyes With their quick sense 
of beauty, these Italians had recognized her loveliness, and spared not to 
take their fill of gazing at it, though their native gentleness and courtesy 
made their homage far less obtrusive than that of Germans, French, or 
Anglo-Saxons might have been It is not improbable that Miriam had 
planned this momentous interview, on so public a spot and at high noon, 
with an eye to the sort of protection that would be thrown over it by a 
multitude of eye-witnesses In circumstances of profound feeling and pas- 
sion, there is often a sense that too great a seclusion cannot be endured, 
there is an indefinite dread of being quite alone wnth the object of our 
deepest interest The species of solitude that a crowd harbors wathin itself 
is felt to be preferable, m certain conditions of the heart, to the remote- 
ness of a desert or the depths of an untrodden w ood Haired, love, or what- 
ever kind of too intense emotion, or even indifference, where emotion has 
once been, instinctively seeks to interpose some barrier between itself and 
the corresponding passion in another breast This, we suspect, was w’hat 
Miriam had thought of, in coming to the thronged piazza, partly this, and 
partly, as she said, her superstition that the benign statue held good in- 
fluences in store 

But Donatello remained leaning against the balustrade She dared not 
glance towards him, to see wdiether he were pale and agitated, or calm as 
ice Only, she knew that the moments were fleetly lapsing away, and that 
his heart must call her soon, or the voice w^ould never reach her She 
turned quite away from him and spoke again to the sculptor 

‘T have wished to meet you,” said she, “for more than one reason 
News has come to me respecting a dear friend of ours Nay, not of mine’ 
I dare not call her a friend of mine, though once the dearest ” 

“Do you speak of Hilda^” exclaimed Kenyon, wuth quick alarm “Has 
anything befallen her? 'Wdien I last heard of her, she w'as still in Rome, 
and well ” 

“Hilda remains in Rome,” replied Miriam, “nor is she ill as regards 
physical health, though much depressed in spirits She lives quite alone in 
her dove-cote, not a friend near her, not one m Rome, w'hich, you know, 
IS deserted by all but its native inhabitants I fear for her health, if she 
continue long in such solitude, with despondency preying on her mind I 
tell you this, knowing the interest which the rare beauty of her character 
has awakened in you ” 

“I will go to Rome!” said the sculptor, in great emotion “Hilda has 
never allowed me to manifest more than a friendly regard, but, at least, 
she cannot prevent my watching over her at a humble distance I wall set 
out this very hour ” 

“Do not leave us now' ” whispered Miriam, imploringly, and laying her 
hand on his arm “One moment more ' Ah , he has no word for me ' ” 

“Miriam' ” said Donatello 

Though but a single word, and the first that he had spoken, its tone was 
a warrant of the sad and tender depth from which it came It told Miriam 
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things of infinite importance, and, first of all, that he still loved her The 
sense of their mutual crime had stunned, but not destroyed, the vitality of 
his affection, it was therefore indestructible That tone, too, bespoke an 
altered and deepened character, it told of a vivified intellect, and of 
spiritual instruction that had come through sorrow and remorse, so that 
instead of the wild boy, the thing of sportive, animal nature, the sylvan 
Faun, here was now the man of feeling and intelligence 

She turned towards him, while his voice still reverberated in the depths 
of her soul 

“You have called me 1 ” said she 

“Because my deepest heart has need of you’” he replied “Forgive, 
Miriam, the coldness, the hardness with which I parted from you' I was 
bewildered with strange horror and gloom ” 

“Alas' and it was I that brought it on you,” said she “What repent- 
ance, what self-sacrifice, can atone for that infinite wrong? There was 
something so sacred in the innocent and joyous life which you were lead- 
ing' A happy person is such an unaccustomed and holy creature in this 
sad world' And, encountering so rare a being, and gifted with the power 
of S5mipathy with his sunny life, it was my doom, mine, to bring him 
within the limits of sinful, sorrowful mortality' Bid me depart, Dona- 
tello' Fling me off' No good, through my agency, can follow upon such a 
mighty evil' ” 

“Miriam,” said he, “our lot lies together Is it not so? Tell me, in 
Heaven’s name, if it be otherwise ” 

Donatello’s conscience was evidently perplexed with doubt, whether 
the communion of a crime, such as they two were jointly stained with, 
ought not to stifle all the instinctive motions of their hearts, impelling 
them one towards the other Miriam, on the other hand, remorsefully 
questioned with herself whether the misery, already accruing from her in^ 
fluence, should not warn her to withdraw from his path In this moment- 
ous interview, therefore, two souls were groping for each other in the 
darkness of guilt and sorrow, and hardly were bold enough to grasp the 
cold hands that they found 

The sculptor stood watching the scene with earnest sympathy 
“It seems irreverent,” said he, at length, “intrusive, if not irreverent, 
for a third person to thrust himself between the two solely concerned in a 
crisis like the present Yet, possibly as a by-stander, though a deeply in- 
terested one, I may discern somewhat of truth that is hidden from you 
both , nay, at least interpret or suggest some ideas which you might not so 
readily convey to each other ” 

“Speak' ” said Miriam “We confide in you ” 

“Speak ' ” said Donatello “You are true and upright ” 

“I well know,” rejoined Kenyon, “that I shall not succeed in uttering 
the few, deep words which, in this matter, as in all others, include the 
absolute truth But here, Miriam, is one whom a terrible misfortune has 
begun to educate, it has taken him, and through your agency, out of a 
wild and happy state, which, within circumscribed limits, gave him joys 
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that he cannot elsewhere find on earth On his behalf, you have incurred a 
responsibility which you cannot fling aside And here, Donatello, is one 
whom Providence marks out as intimately connected with your destiny. 
The mysterious process, by which our earthly life instructs us for another 
state of being, was begun for you by her She has rich gifts of heart and 
mind, a suggestive power, a magnetic influence, a sympathetic knowledge, 
which, wisely and religiously exercised, are what your condition needs 
She possesses what you require, and, wnth utter self-devotion, will use it 
for your good The bond betwixt you, therefore, is a true one, and never 
except by Heaven’s own act- should be rent asunder ” 

“Ah, he has spoken the truth’” cried Donatello, grasping Miriam’s 
hand 

“The very truth, dear friend,” cried Miriam. 

“But take heed,” resumed the sculptor, anxious not to violate the 
integrity of his own conscience, “take heed , for you love one another, 
and yet your bond is twined with such black threads that you must never 
look upon It as identical with the ties that unite other loving souls It is 
for mutual support, it is for one another’s final good, it is for effort, for 
sacrifice, but not for earthly happiness If such be your motive, believe 
me, friends, it were better to relmquish each other’s hands at this sad mo- 
ment There would be no holy sanction on your wedded life.” 

“None,” said Donatello, shuddermg “We know it well ” 

“None,” repeated Miriam, also shuddering “United miserably en- 
° tangled with me, rathei by a bond of guilt, our union might be for 
eternity, indeed, and most intimate, but, through all that endless dura- 
tion, I should be conscious of his horror ” 

“Not for earthly bliss, therefore,” said Kenyon, “but for mutual eleva- 
tion, and encouragement towards a severe and painful life, you take each 
other’s hands And if, out of toil, sacrifice, prayer, penitence, and earnest 
effort towards right things, there comes, at length, a sombre and thought- 
ful happiness, taste it, and thank Heaven ' So that you live not for it, 
so that it be a wayside flower, springing along a path that leads to higher 
ends, it will be Heaven’s gracious gift, and a token that it recognizes 
3^our union here below ” 

“Have you no more to say^” asked Miriam, earnestly “There is mat- 
ter of sorrow and lofty consolation strangely mingled m your words ” 
“Only this, dear Miriam,” said the sculptor, “if ever in your lives the 
highest duty should require from either of you the sacrifice of the other, 
meet the occasion without shrinking This is all ” 

’i^fliile Kenyon spoke, Donatello had evidently taken m the ideas which 
he propounded, and had ennobled them by the sincerity of his reception. 
His aspect unconsciously assumed a dignity, which, elevating his former 
beauty, accorded with the change that had long been taking place in his 
interior self He was a man, revolving grave and deep thoughts m his 
breast He still held Miriam’s hand, and there they stood, the beautiful 
man, the beautiful woman, united forever, as they felt, m the presence of 
these thousand eye-witnesses, who gazed so curiously at the unintelligible 
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scene Doubtless, the cro\%d recognized them as 
betrothal that %\as destined to result in life-long 
it might be so ^Mio can tell ^\}lcrc happiness ma; 
an expected guest, it may ne\cr show its face’ P< 
It had crept into this sad marnage-bond, when 
trembled at its presence as a crime 
‘‘Farewell ’ said Kenyon . ‘ I go to Rome ” 
“Farewell, true friend' ’said ^Jlrlam 
“Fareweir" said Donatello too 'May you 
guilt to make \ on shrink fiom happiness ” 

At this moment it so chanced that all the thre 
glanced upward at the statue of Pope Julius, an 
figure stretching out the hand of benediction i 
down upon tins guilty and repentant pair its vi 
There is a singular cficct oftentimes when, out o 
thought and deep ab'^orpiion we suddcnl}’ look 
of external objects We ‘^eem at <^11011 moments tc 
into them than by any premeditated obsen’atior 
ejes nine, and with all their hidden meaning c 
again inanimate and inscrutable the instant tba 
our glances So now at that unexpected glimpse, 
the sculptor, all three imagined that they behel 
doweel with spiritual life \ blessing was felt des^ 
his outstretched hand, he apprnsed by look and 
deep union that had passed under his auspices 


CIIAPTHR XXXVI 

Hilda’s TowrcR 


WiiLN we ha\ e once know n RomCj and left her w 
decaying corpse, retaining a trace of the noble sh 
cumulated dust and a fungous grow'th overspreai 
able features, left her m utter w'eanness, no 
crooked, intricate streets, so uncomfortably pav« 
lava that to tread over them is a penitential pilgi 
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of cavalry, to a middle region of princes, cardinals, and ambassadors, and 
an upper tier of artists, just beneath the unattainable sky, left her, worn 
out with shivering at the cheerless and smoky fireside by day, and feast- 
ing with our own substance the ravenous little populace of a Roman bed 
at night, left her, sick at heart of Italian trickery, which has uprooted 
, whatever faith in man’s integrity had endured till now, and sick at stom- 
ach of sour bread, sour wine, rancid butter, and bad cookery, needlessly 
bestowed on evil meats, left her, disgusted with the pretence of holiness 
and the reality of nastiness, each equally omnipresent, left her, half 
lifeless fiom the languid atmosphere, the vital principle of which has been 
used up long ago, or corrupted by myriads of slaughters, left her, 
crushed down m spirit with the desolation of her rum, and the hopeless- 
ness of her future, left her, m short, hating her with all our might, and 
adding our individual curse to the infinite anathema which her old crimes 
have unmistakably brought down,- when we have left Rome in such 
mood as this, we are astonished by the discovery, by and by, that our 
hear t-sti mgs have mysteriously attached themselves to the Eternal City, 
and are drawing us thitherward again, as if it were more familiar, more 
intimately our home, than even the spot where we were born 

It IS with a kindred sentiment, that we now follow the course of our 
story back through the Flaminian Gate, and, treading our way to the Via 
Portoghese, climb the staircase to the upper chamber of the tower where 
we last saw Hilda 

Hilda all along intended to pass the summer m Rome, for she had laid 
out many high and delightful tasks, which she could the better complete 
while her favorite haunts weie deserted by the multitude that thronged 
them throughout the winter and early spring Nor did she dread the sum- 
mer atmosphere, although generally held to be so pestilential She had 
already made trial of it, two years before, and found no worse effect than 
a kind of dreamy languor, which was dissipated by the first cool breezes 
that came with autumn The thickly populated centre of the city, indeed, 
IS never affected by the feverish influence that lies m wait m the Cam- 
pagna, like a besieging foe, and nightly haunts those beautiful lawns and 
woodlands, aiound the suburban villas, just at the season when they most 
resemble Paradise What the flaming sword was to the first Eden, such is 
the malaria to these sweet gardens and groves We may wander through 
them, of an afternoon, it is true, but they cannot be made a home and a 
reality, and to sleep among them is death They are but illusions, there- 
fore, like the show of gleaming waters and shadowy foliage in a desert 
> Rome, within the walls, at this dreaded season, enjoys its festal 
days, and makes itself merry with characteristic and hereditary pastimes, 
for which its broad piazzas afford abundant room It leads its own life 
■mth a freer spirit, now that the artists and foreign visitors are scattered 
abroad No bloom, perhaps, would be visible in a cheek that should be 
unvisited, throughout the summer, by more invigorating winds than any 
mthin fifty miles of the city, no bloom, but yet, if the mind kept its 
healthy energy, a subdued and colorless well-being There was conse- 
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quently little risk m Hilda’s purpose to pass the summer days in the gal- 
leries of Roman palaces, and her nights in that aerial chamber, whither 
the heavy breath of the city and its suburbs could not aspire It would 
probably harm her no more than it did the white doves, who sought the 
same high atmosphere at sunset, and, when morning came, flew down into 
the narrow streets, about their daily business, as Hilda likewise did 
With the Virgin’s aid and blessing, which might be hoped for even by a 
heretic, who so religiously lit the lamp before her shrine, the New Eng- 
land girl would sleep securely m her old Roman tower, and go forth on 
her pictorial pilgrimages without dread or peril In view of such a sum- 
mer, Hilda had anticipated many months of lonely, but unalloyed enjoy- 
ment Not that she had a churlish disinclination to society, or needed to 
be told that we taste one intellectual pleasure twice, and with double the 
result, when we taste it with a friend But, keeping a maiden heart within 
her bosom, she rejoiced in the freedom that enabled her still to choose her 
own sphere, and dwell in it, if she pleased, without another inmate 
Her expectation, however, of a delightful summer was wofully dis- 
appointed Even had she formed no previous plan of remaining there, it 
IS improbable that Hilda would have gathered energy to stir from Rome 
A torpor, heretofore unknown to her vivacious though quiet temperament, 
had possessed itself of the pool girl, like a half-dead serpent knotting its 
cold, inextricable wreaths about her limbs It was that peculiar despair, 
that chill and heavy misery, which only the innocent can experience, al- 
though it possesses many of the gloomy characteristics that mark a sense 
of guilt It was that heart-sickness, which, it is to be hoped, we may all of 
us have been pure enough to feel, once m our lives, but the capacity foi 
which is usually exhausted early, and perhaps with a single agony It was 
that dismal certainty of the existence of evil in the world, which, though 
we may fancy ourselves fully assured of the sad mystery long before, 
never becomes a portion of our practical belief until it t^ces substance 
and reality from the sin of some guide, whom we have deeply trusted and 
revered, or some friend whom we have dearly loved 

When that knowledge comes, it is as if a cloud had suddenly gathered 
over the morning light, so dark a cloud, that there seems to be no longer 
any sunshine behind it or above it The character of our individual be- 
loved one having invested itself with all the attributes of right, that one 
friend being to us the symbol and representative of whatever is good and 
true, when he falls, the effect is amost as if the sky fell with him, bring- 
ing down m chaotic rum the columns that upheld our faith We struggle 
forth again, no doubt, bruised and bewildered We stare wildly about us, 
and discover or, it may be, we never make the discovery that it was 
not actually the sky that has tumbled down, but merely a frail structure 
of our own rearing, which never rose higher than the house-tops, and has 
fallen because we founded it on nothing But the crash, and the affright 
and trouble, are as overwhelming, for the time, as if the catastrophe m- 
vo^Ived the whole moral world Remembering these things, let them sug- 
gest one generous motive for walking heedfully amid the defilement of 
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earthly ways' Let us reflect, that the highest path is pointed out by the 
pure Ideal of those who look up to us, and who, if we tread less loftily, 
may never look so high again 

Hilda’s situation was made infinitely more wretched by the necessity 
of confining all her trouble within her own consciousness To this inno- 
cent girl, holding the knowledge of Miriam’s crime within her tender and 
delicate soul, the effect was almost the same as if she herself had par- 
ticipated m the guilt Indeed, partaking the human nature of those ^^ho 
could perpetrate such deeds, she felt her own spotlessness impugned 

Had there been but a single friend, or, not a friend, since friends were 
no longer to be confided m, after Miriam had betrayed her trust, but, 
had there been any calm, wise mind, any sympathizing intelligence, or, 
if not these, any dull, half-listening ear into which she might ha\e flung 
the dreadful secret, as into an echoless cavern, what a relief ^\ould have 
ensued' But this awful loneliness' It enveloped her w’hithersoever she 
went It was a shadow m the sunshine of festal days, a mist between her 
eyes and the pictures at which she strove to look, a chill dungeon, vhich 
kept her in its gray twilight and fed her with its unwholesome air, fit only 
for a criminal to breathe and pine in 1 She could not escape from it In the 
effort to do so, straying farther into the intricate passages of our nature, 
she stumbled, ever and again, ovei this deadly idea of mortal guilt 

Poor sufferer for another’s sin' Poor well-spring of a virgin’s heart, 
into which a murdered corpse had casually fallen, and whence it could 
not be drawn forth again, but lay there, day after day, night after night, 
tainting its sweet atmosphere w'lth the scent of crime and ugly death' 

The strange sorrow that had befallen Hilda did not fail to impress its 
mysterious seal upon her face, and to make itself perceptible to sensitive 
observers in her manner and carnage A young Italian artist, who fre- 
quented the same galleries w'hich Hilda haunted, grew deeply interested 
in her expression One day, wdiile she stood before Leonardo da Vinci's 
picture of Joanna of Aragon, but evidently without seeing it, for, though 
it had attracted her eyes, a fancied resemblance to Miriam had immediate- 
ly drawm away her thoughts, this artist drew a hasty sketch which he 
afterwards elaborated into a finished portrait It represented Hilda as 
gazing with sad and earnest horror at a blood-spot wLich she seemed just 
then to have discovered on her white robe. The picture attracted consider- 
able notice Copies of an engraving from it may still be found m the 
print-shops along the Corso By many connoisseurs, the idea of the face 
was supposed to have been suggested by the portrait of Beatrice Cenci, 
and, in fact, there was a look somewhat similar to poor Beatrice’s forlorn 
gaze out of the dreary isolation and remoteness, in which a terrible doom 
had involved a tender soul But the modern artist strenuously upheld the 
originality of his own picture, as well as the stainless purity of its subject, 
and chose to call it and was laughed at for his pains “Innocence, dying 
of a blood-stain'” 

“Your picture. Signore Panini, does you credit,” remarked the picture- 
dealer, who had bought it of the young man for fifteen scudi, and after- 
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wards sold it for ten times the sum, “but it would be north a better price 
if you had gnen it a more intelligible title Looking at the face and ex- 
pression of this fair signorma, we seem to comprehend readily enough, 
that she is undergoing one or anothei of those troubles of the heart to 
which young ladies are but too liable But what is this blood-stain? And 
what has innocence to do with it? Has she stabbed her perfidious lover 
with a bodkin?’ 

“She' she commit a crime 1” cried the young artist “Can you look at 
tlie innocent anguish in her face, and ask that question? No, but, as I 
read the mystery, a man has been slam in her presence, and the blood, 
spurting accidental!}' on hei ^^hlte robe, has made a stain which eats into 
her life 

“Then, in the name of hei patron saint,'’ exclaimed the picture-dealer, 
“vhy don't she get the robe made white again at the expense of a feiv 
baiocchi to her washer-woman’ No. no, my dear Panini The picture be- 
ing now my properly, I shall call it ‘The Signonna’s Vengeance ’ She has 
stabbed her lo\er o\ernight, and is repenting it betimes the next morn- 
ing So interpreted, the picture becomes an intelligible and very natural 
representation of a not uncommon fact ” 

Thus coarscl}' does the woild translate all finer griefs that meet its eye 
It is more a coarse world than an unkind one 

But Hilda sought nothing either from the world’s delicacy or its pity, 
and ne\er dreamed of its misinteipretations Her doves often flew in 
through the windows of the towei, wnnged messengers, bringing her wdiat 
sympathy they could, and uttering soft, tender, and complaining sounds, 
deep in their liosoms, which soothed the girl more than a distmcter utter- 
ance might And sometimes Hilda moaned quietly among the doves, 
teaching her voice to accord w'llh theirs, and thus finding a temporaiy re- 
lief from tlie burden of her incommunicable sorrow’^, as if a little portion of 
it, at least, had been told to these innocent friends, and been understood 
and pitied 

VTien she tiimmed the lamp befoie the ^hrgln’s shrine, Hilda gazed at 
the sacred image, and, lude as was the w'oikmanship, beheld, or fancied, 
expressed with the quaint, powerful simplicity w'hich sculptors sometimes 
had five hundred yeais ago, a woman’s tenderness responding to her gaze 
If she knelt, if she prayed, if her oppiessed heart besought the sympathy 
of divine v/omanhood afar in bliss, but not remote, because forever hu- 
manized by the memory of mortal griefs, w’^as Hilda to be blamed? It was 
not a Catholic kneeling at an idolatious shrine, but a child lifting its tear- 
stained face to seek comfort from a mother 
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CHAPTER XXXVII 

The Emptiness of Picture Galleries 

Hilda descended, day by day, from her dove-cote, and -went to one or 
another of the great, old palaces, the Pamfih Dona, the Corsini, the 
Sciarra, the Borghese, the Colonna, where the door-keepers knew her 
well, and offered her a kindly greeting But they shook their heads and 
sighed, on observing the languid step with which the poor girl toiled up 
the grand marble staircases There was no more of that cheery alacrity 
with which she used to flit upward, as if her doves had lent her their 
wings, nor of that glow of happy spirits which had been wont to set the 
tarnished gilding of the picture-frames and the shabby splendor of the 
furniture all a-glimmer, as she hastened to her congenial and delightful 
toil 

An old German artist, whom she often met m the galleries, once laid a 
paternal hand on Hilda’s head, and bade her go back to her own country 

“Go back soon,” he said, with kindly freedom and directness, “or you 
wall go never more And, if you go not, why, at least, do you spend the 
.vhole summer-time in Rome^ The air has been breathed too often, in so 
many thousand years, and is not wholesome for a little foreign flower like 
you, my child, a delicate wood-anemone from the -western forest-land ” 

“I have no task nor duty anywhere but here,” replied Hilda “The old 
masters will not set me free ' ” 

“Ah, those old masters'” cried the veteran artist, shaking his head 
“They are a t5a-annous race' You will find them of too mighty a spirit to 
be dealt with, for long together, by the slender hand, the fragile mind, 
and the delicate heart, of a young girl Remember that Raphael’s genius 
wore out that divinest painter before half his life was lived Since you 
feel his influence powerfully enough to reproduce his miracles so w'ell, it 
will assuredly consume you like a flame ” 

“That might have been my peril once,” answered Hilda “It is not so 
now ” 

“Yes, fair maiden, you stand m that peril now'” insisted the kind old 
man , and he added, smiling, yet in a melancholy vein, and with a Ger- 
man grotesqueness of idea, “Some fine morning, I shall come to the Pina- 
cotheca of the Vatican, with my palette and my brushes, and shall look 
for my little American artist that sees into the very heart of the grand 
pictures' And what shall I behold? A heap of white ashes on the marble 
floor, just m front of the divine Raphael’s picture of the Madonna da 
Fohgno' Nothing more, upon my word' The fire, which the poor child 
feels so fervently, -will have gone into her innermost, and burnt her quite 
up'” 

“It would be a happy martyrdom ' ” said Hilda, faintly smiling “But I 
am far from being worthy of it What troubles me much, among other 
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troubles, is quite tlie reverse of what you think The old masters hold me 
here, it is true, but they no longer warm me with their influence It is not 
flame consuming, but torpor chilling me, that helps to make me 
wretched ’ 

“Perchance, then,” said the German, looking keenly at her, “Raphael 
has a rival in your heart? He vas your first-love, but young maidens are 
not always constant, and one flame is sometimes extinguished bv an- 
other i' ^ 

Hilda shook her head, and turned ava}’- 

She had spoken the truth, however, in alleging that torpor, rather than 
fire, i\as what she had non to dread In those gloomy days that had be- 
fallen her. it was a great additional calamity that she felt conscious of the 
present dimness of an insight, nhicli she once possessed m more than 
ordinary measure She had lost and she trembled lest it should have de- 
parted forever the faculty of appieciatmg those great works of art, 
which heretofore had made so large a portion of hei happiness It was no 
wonder 

A picture however admirable the painter’s art, and wonderful his pow- 
er, requires of the spectator a sunender of himself, m due proportion wnth 
the miracle which has been wi ought Let the canvas glow^ as it may, 3^011 
must look with the ev'C of faith, 01 its highest excellence escapes 3mu 
There is alwa3'S the necessit}^ of helping out the painter’s art with your 
owTi resources of sensibilitv and imagination Not that these qualities 
shall really add anvdhing to what the master has effected, but they must 
be put so entirely under his control, and work along with him to such an 
extent, that, in a diffeicnt mood, w’hen 3^11 are cold and critical, instead of 
sympathetic, 3'ou will be apt to fancy that the loftier merits of the pic- 
ture were of 3mur ow n dreaming, not of his creating 
Like all rev^elations of the better life, the adequate perception of a 
great work of art demands a gifted simplicity of vision In this, and m her 
self-surrender, and the depth and tendeiness of her sympathy, had lam 
Hilda’s remarkable pow'ei as a copyist of the old masters And now that 
her capacity of emotion was choked up with a horrible experience, it in- 
evitably followed that she should seek in vain, among those friends so 
venerated and belov’^ed, for the marv^els w'hich they had heretofore shovra 
her In spite of a reverence that lingered longer than her recognition, 
their poor worshipper became almost an infidel, and sometimes doubted 
whether the pictorial art be not altogether a delusion 

For the first time in her life, Hilda now grew acquainted with that icy 
demon of weariness, who haunts great picture galleries He is a plausible 
Mephistopheles, and possesses the magic that is the destruction of all 
other magic He annihilates color, warmth, and, more especially, senti- 
ment and passion, at a touch If he spare anything, it will be some such 
matter as an earthen pipkin, or a bunch of herrings by Teniers, a brass 
kettle, in which you can see your face, by Gerard Douw, a furred robe, 
or the silken texture of a mantle, or a straw hat, by Van Miens , or a long- 
stalked wine-glass, transparent and full of shifting reflection, or a bit of 
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bread and cheese, or an over-ripe peach, witli a fly upon it, truer than 
reality itself, by the school of Dutch conjuiers These men, and a few 
Flemings, whispers the wicked demon, were the only painters The mighty 
Italian masters, as you deem them, weie not human, nor addressed their 
work to human sympathies, but to a false intellectual taste, which they 
themselves were the first to create Well might they call their doings 
“ait,” for they substituted art instead of nature Their fashion is past, 
and ought, indeed, to have died and been buried along with them 
Then there is such a terrible lack of variety m their subjects The 
churchmen, then great patrons, suggested most of their themes, and a 
dead mythology the lest A quarter-part, probably, of any large collection 
of pictuies, consist of Virgins and infant Christs, repeated o\er and ovei 
again in pretty much an identical spirit, and generally with no more ma- 
ture of the Divine than just enough to spoil them as representations of 
maternity and childhood, wath which e\ciybody’s heart might ha\e some- 
thing to do Half of the othei pictures are hlagdalens. Flights into Egypt, 
Crucifixions, Depositions from the Cross, Pietas, Noli-me-tangercs. or 
the Sacrifice of Abraham, or martyrdoms of saints, originally painted as 
altar-pieces, or for the shrines of chapels, and wofully lacking the accom- 
paniments w'hich the artist had in view 

The remainder of the gallery compiises mythological subjects, such as 
nude Venuses, Ledas, Graces, and, m short, a geneial apotheosis of 
nudity, once fresh and losj'’ peihaps, but yellow and dingy in our day, 
and retaining only a traditionary charm These impure pictures are from 
the same illustrious and impious hands that adventured to call before us 
the august forms of Apostles and Saints, tlie Blessed Mother of the Re- 
deemer, and her Son, at his death, and m his glory, and e\en the awful- 
ness of Him, to whom the martyrs, dead a tliousand years ago, have not 
yet dared to raise their eyes They seem to take up one task or the other 
the disrobed w'oman whom they call Venus, or the type of highest and 
tenderest womanhood in the mother of their Saviour with equal readi- 
ness, but to achieve the former wuth fai more satisfactory success If an 
artist sometimes produced a picture of the Virgin, possessing warmth 
enough to excite devotional feelings, it was probably the object of his 
earthly love to whom ne thus paid the stupendous and fearful homage of 
setting up her portrait to be w^orsliipped, not figuratively as a mortal, but 
by religious souls in their earnest aspirations towards Divinity And w4io 
can trust the religious sentiment of Raphael, or receive an}^ of his Virgins 
as heaven-descended likenesses, after seeing, for example, the Fornarina 
of the Barberim Palace, and feeling how sensual the artist must have been 
to paint such a brazen trollop of his owm accord, and lovingly? Would 
the Blessed Mary reveal herself to his spiritual vision, and favor him with 
sittings alternately with that type of glowing earthhness, the Fornarina? 

But no sooner have we given expiession to this irreverent criticism, 
than a throng of spiritual faces look reproachfully upon us We see 
cherubs by Raphael, whose baby-innocence could only have been nursed 
in paradise , angels by Raphael as innocent as they, but whose serene in- 
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telligence embraces both earthly and celestial things, madonnas by 
Raphael, on whose lips he has impressed a holy and delicate reserve, im- 
plying sanctity on earth, and into whose soft eyes he has thrown a light 
which he never could have imagined except by raising his own eyes with a 
pure aspiration heavenward We remember, too, that divmest counten- 
ance m the Transfiguration, and withdraw all that we have said 

Poor Hilda, however, m her gloomiest moments, was never guilty of 
the high treason suggested m the above remarks against her beloved and 
honored Raphael She had a faculty (which, fortunately for themselves, 
pure women often have) of ignoring all moral blotches m a character that 
won her admiration She puiified the objects of her regard by the mere 
act of turning such spotless e3^es upon them 

Hilda’s despondency, nevertheless, while it dulled her perceptions m 
one respect, had deepened them m another, she saw beauty less vividly, 
but felt truth, or the lack of it, more profoundly She began to suspect 
that some, at least, of her venerated painteis, had left an inevitable hol- 
lowness m their works, because, in the most renowned of them, they es- 
sayed to express to the world what they had not m their own souls They 
deified their light and wandering affections, and were continually play- 
ing off the tremendous jest, alluded to above, of offering the features of 
some venal beauty to be enshrined in the holiest places A deficiency of 
earnestness and absolute truth is generally discoverable m Italian pic- 
tures, after the art had become consummate \Wien you demand what is 
deepest, these pamteis have not wherewithal to respond They substituted 
a keen intellectual perception, and a marvellous knack of external ai- 
rangement, instead of live sympathy and sentiment which should have 
been their inspiration And hence it happens, that shallow and worldly 
men are among the best critics of their works , a taste for pictorial art is 
often no more than a polish upon the hard enamel of an artificial char- 
acter Hilda had lavished her whole heart upon it, and found (just as if 
she had lavished it upon a human idol) that the greater part was thrown 
away 

For some of the earhei painters, however, she still letamed much of her 
former reverence Fra Angelico, she felt, must have breathed a humble 
aspiration between every two touches of his biush, m order to have made 
the finished picture such a visible prayer as we behold it, in the guise of a 
prim angel, or a saint without the human nature Through all these dusky 
centuries, his works may still help a struggling heart to pray Perugino 
was evidently a devout man, and the Virgin, therefoie, revealed herself 
to him in loftier and sweeter faces of celestial womanhood, and yet with 
a kind of homeliness m their human mould, than even the genius of Ra- 
phael could imagine Sodoma, beyond a question, both prayed and wept, 
while painting his fresco, at Siena, of Christ bound to a pillar 

In her present need and hunger for a spiritual revelation, Hilda felt a 
vast and weary longing to see this last-mentioned picture once again It is 
inexpressibly touching So weary is the Saviour, and utterly worn out 
with agony, that his lips have fallen apart from mere exhaustion, his 
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eyes seem to be set, he tries to lean his head against the pillar, but is kept 
from sinking down upon the ground only by the cords that bind him 
One of the most striking effects produced is the sense of loneliness You 
behold Christ deserted both m heaven and earth, that despair is in him 
which wrung forth the saddest utterance man ever made, “Why hast 
Thou forsaken me?” Even in this extremity, however, he is still divine 
The great and reverent painter has not suffered the Son of God to be 
merely an object of pity, though depicting him m a state so profoundly 
pitiful He IS rescued from it, we know not how, by nothing less than 
miracle, by a celestial majesty and beauty, and some quality of which 
these are the outward garniture He is as much, and as visibly, our Re- 
deemer, there bound, theie fainting, and bleeding from the scouige, with 
the cross m view, as if he sat on his throne of glory in the heavens ' So- 
doma, m this matchless picture, has done more towards reconciling the 
incongruity of Divine Omnipotence and outraged, suffering Humanity, 
combined m one person, than the theologians ever did 

This hallowed work of genius shows what pictorial art, devoutly exer- 
cised, might effect m behalf of religious truth , involving, as it does, deep- 
er mysteries of revelation, and bringmg them closer to man’s heart, and 
making him tenderer to be impressed by them, than the most eloquent 
words of preacher or prophet 

It IS not of pictures like the above that galleries, m Rome or elsewhere, 
are made up, but of productions immeasurably below them, and requiring 
to be appreciated by a very different fiame of mind Few amateurs are 
endowed with a tender susceptibility to the sentiment of a picture, they 
are not won from an evil life, nor anywise morally improved by it The 
love of art, therefore, differs widely m its influence from the love of na- 
ture, whereas, if art had not strayed away from its legitimate paths and 
aims, it ought to soften and sweeten the lives of its worshippers, in even a 
more exquisite degree than the contemplation of natural objects But, of 
its own potency, it has no such effect, and it fails, likewise, in that other 
test of its moral value which pool Hilda was now involuntarily trying 
upon it It cannot comfort the heart in affliction , it grows dim when the 
shadow IS upon us 

So the melancholy girl wandeied through those long galleries, and 
over the mosaic pavements of vast, solitary saloons, wondering what had 
become of the splendor that used to beam upon her from the walls She 
grew sadly critical, and condemned almost everything that she was wont 
to admire Heretofore, hei s3Tnpathy went deeply into a picture, yet 
seemed to leave a depth which it was inadequate to sound , now, on the 
contrary, her perceptive faculty penetrated the canvas like a steel probe, 
and found but a crust of paint over an emptiness Not that she gave up all 
art as worthless, only it had lost its consecration One picture in ten 
thousand, perhaps, ought to live in the applause of mankind, from gen- 
eration to generation, until the colors fade and blacken out of sight, or 
the canvas rot entirely away For the rest, let them be piled in garrets. 
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just as the tolerable poets are shelved, when their little day is over Is a 
painter more sacred than a poet^ 

And as for these galleries of Roman palaces, they were to Hilda, 
though she still trod them with the forlorn hope of getting bade her s3T.n- 
pathies, they were drearier than the whitewashed walls of a prison cor- 
ridor If a magnificent palace were founded, as was generally the case, on 
hardened guilt and a stony conscience, if the prince or cardinal who 
stole the marble of his vast mansion from the Coliseum, oi some Roman 
temple, had perpetrated still deadlier crimes, as probably he did, there 
could be no fitter punishment for his ghost than to wander perpetuall} 
through these long suites of rooms, over the cold marble or mosaic of the 
floors, growing chiller at every eternal footstep Fancy the progenitor of 
the Donas thus haunting those heavy halls where his posterity reside’ 
Nor would it assuage his monotonous misery, but increase it manifold, to 
be compelled to scrutinize those masterpieces of art, which he collected 
with so much cost and care, and gazing at them unmtelhgently, still leave 
a further portion of his vital waimth at eveiy one 

Such, 01 of a similar kind, is the torment of those who seek to enjo}^- 
pictures m an uncongenial mood Every haunter of picture galleries, we 
should imagine, must have experienced it, in greater or less degree, Hilda 
never till now, but now most bitteily 

And now, for the first time in her lengthened absence, comprising so 
many years of her young life, she began to be acquainted with the exile’s 
pain Her pictorial imagination brought up vivid scenes of her native vil- 
lage, with its great, old elm-trees, and the neat, comfortable houses, 

> scattered along the wide, grassy margin of its street, and the white meet- 
ing-house, and her mother’s very door, and the stream of gold-brown wa- 
ter, which hei taste for color had kept flowing, all this while, thiough her 
remembrance Oh, dreary streets, palaces, churches, and imperial sepul- 
chres of hot and dusty Rome, with the muddy Tiber eddying through the 
midst, instead of the gold-brown rivulet’ How she pined under this crum- 
bly magnificence, as if it weie piled all upon her human heart’ Hov/ she 
yearned for that native homeliness, those familiar sights, those faces 
which she had known always, those days that never bi ought any strange 
event, that life of sobei week-days, and a solemn sabbath at the close’ 
The peculiai fragrance of a flower-bed, which Hilda used to cultivate, 
came freshly to her memory, across the windy sea, and through the long 
years since the flowers had withered Her heart grew faint at the hundred 
reminiscences that were awakened by that remembered smell of dead 
blossoms, it was like opening a drawer, ^ where many things were laid 
away, and every one of them scented with lavender and dried rose-leaves 

We ought not to betray Hilda’s secret, but it is the truth, that being so 
sad, and so utterly alone, and m such great need of S3mipathy, her 
thoughts sometimes recurred to the sculptor Had she met him now, her 
heart, indeed, might not hav^e been won, but her confidence would have 
flown to him like a bird to its nest One summer afternoon, especially 
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Hilda leaned upon the battlements of her tower, and looked over Rome 
towards the distant mountains, whither Kenyon had told her that he was 
going 

^‘Oh, that he were here'” she sighed, “I perish under this terrible se- 
cret , and he might help me to endure it Oh, that he were here ' ” 

That very afternoon, as the reader may remember, Kenyon felt Hilda’s 
Pand pulling at the silken cord that was connected with his heartstrings, 
as he stood looking towards Rome from the battlements of Monte Bern. 


CHAPTER XXXVin 

Altars and Incense 

Rome has a certain species of consolation readier at hand, for all the 
necessitous, than any othei spot under the sky, and Hilda’s despondent 
state made her peculiarly liable to the peril, if peril it can justly be 
termed, of seeking, or consenting, to be thus consoled 

Had the Jesuits known the situation of this troubled heart, her in- 
heritance of New England Puritanism would hardly have protected the 
poor girl from the pious strategy of those good fathers Knowing, as they 
do, how to work each proper engine, it would have been ultimately im- 
possible for Hilda to lesist the attractions of a faith, which so marvellous- 
ly adapts itself to every human need Not, indeed, that it can satisfy the 
soul’s cravings, but, at least, it can sometimes help the soul towards a 
higher satisfaction than the faith contains within itself It supplies a 
multitude of external forms, in which the spiritual may be clothed and 
manifested , it has many painted windows, as it were, through which the 
celestial sunshine, else disregarded, may make itself gloriously perceptible 
in visions of beauty and splendor There is no one want or weakness of 
human nature for which Catholicism will own itself without a remedy, 
cordials, certainly, it possesses 111 abundance, and sedatives in inexhaus- 
tible variety, and what may once have been genuine medicaments, though 
a little the worse for long keeping 

To do it justice, Catholicism is such a miracle of fitness for its own 
ends, many of which might seem to be admirable ones, that it is difficult 
to imagine it a contrivance of mere man Its mighty machinery was forged 
and put together, not on middle earth, but either above or below If there 
were but angels to work it, instead of the very different class of engineers 
who now manage its cranks and safety-valves, the system would soon 
vindicate the dignity and holiness of its origin 

Hilda had heretofore made many pilgrimages among the churches of 
Rome, for the sake of wondering at their gorgeousness Without a glimpse 



THE MARBLE EAUN 789 

at these palaces of worship, it is impossible to imagine the magnificence 
of the religion that reared them Many of them shme with burnished 
gold They glow with pictures Their walls, columns, and arches seem 
quarry of precious stones, so beautiful and costly are the marbles with 
which they are inlaid Their pavements are often a mosaic, of rare work- 
manship Around their lofty coimces hover flights of sculptured angels, 
and within the vault of the ceiling and the swelling interior of the dome, 
there aie fiescos of such brilliancy, and wrought with so artful a perspec- 
tive, that the sky, peopled with sainted forms, appears to be opened, only 
a little way above the spectator Then there aie chapels, opening from 
the side-aisles and transepts, decorated by princes for their own burial- 
places, and as shiines for their especial saints In these, tlie splendor of 
the entire edifice is intensified and gathered to a focus Unless words were 
gems, that would flame with many-colored light upon the page, and throw 
thence a ti emulous glimmer mto the reader’s eyes, it were vam to at- 
tempt a description of a princely chapel 

Restless with her trouble, Hilda now enteied upon anothei pilgi image 
among these altars and shrines She climbed the hundred steps of the Ara 
Coeli, she trod the broad, silent nave of St John Lateran, she stood in 
the Pantheon, under the round opening in the dome, through which the 
blue sunny sky still gazes dovm, as it used to gaze when there were Ro- 
man deities in the antique niches She went into every church that rose 
before her, but not now to wonder at its magnificence, when she hardly 
noticed more tlian if it had been the pme-built interior of a New England 
meeting-house 

She went and it was a dangerous errand to observe how closely and 
comfortingly the popish faith applied itself to all human occasions It 
was impossible to doubt that multitudes of people found their spiritual 
advantage in it, who would find none at all in our own formless mode of 
worship, which, besides, so far as the sympathy of prayerful souls is 
concerned, can be enjoyed only at stated and too unfrequented periods. 
But here, whenever the hunger for divine nutriment came upon the soul,^ 
it could on the instant he appeased At one or another altar, the incense 
was forever ascending, the mass always being performed, and carrying 
upward with it the devotion of such as had not words for their own pray- 
er And yet, if the worshipper had his individual petition to offer, his own 
heart-secret to •vphisper below his breath, there were divine auditors ever 
ready to receive it from his lips, and what encouraged him still more, 
these auditors had not always been divine, but kept, within their heaven- 
ly memories, the tender humility of a human experience Now a saint m. 
heaven, but once a man on eaith 

Hilda saw peasants, citizens, soldiers, nobles, women with bare heads,, 
ladies in their silks, entering the churches individually, kneeling for mo- 
ments, or for hours, and directing their inaudible devotions to the shrine 
of some saint of their own choice In his hallowed person, they felt them- 
selves possessed of an own friend in heaven They were too humble to ap- 
proach the Deity directly Conscious of their imworthmess, they asked 
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the mediation of their sympathizing patron, who, on the score of his an- 
cient martyrdom, and after many ages of celestial life, might venture to 
talk with the Divine Presence, almost as friend with friend Though 
dumb before its Judge, even despair could spealc, and pour out the miseiy 
of its soul like water, to an advocate so wise to comprehend the case, and 
’ eloquent to plead it, and powerful to win pardon, whatever were the guilt 
Hilda witnessed what she deemed to be an example of this species of con- 
fidence between a young man and his saint He stood before a shiine, 
writhing, wringing his hands, contorting his whole frame m an agony 
of remorseful recollection, but finally Imelt down to weep and pray If 
this youth had been a Protestant, he would have kept all that toiture 
pent up m his heart, and let it burn tliere till it seared him into indiffer- 
ence 

Often and long, Hilda lingered before the shrines and chapels of the 
Virgin, and departed from them with reluctant steps Here, perhaps, 
strange as it may seem, her delicate appreciation of art stood hei m good 
stead, and lost Catholicism a convert If the painter had represented 
Mary with a heavenly face, pool Hilda was now m the very mood to wor- 
ship her, and adopt the faith m which she held so elevated a position 
But she saw that it was merely the flattered portrait of an earthly beauty, 
the wife, at best, of the artist, oi, it might be, a peasant-girl of the Cam- 
pagna, or some Roman princess, to whom he desired to pay his couit For 
love, 01 some even less justifiable motive, the old painter had apotheo- 
sized these women, he thus gamed for them, as far as his skill would go, 
not only the meed of immortality, but the privilege of presiding over 
Christian altars, and of being worshipped with far holier fervors than 
while they dwelt on earth Hilda’s fine sense of the fit and decorous could 
not be betrayed into kneeling at such a shrine 

She never found just the virgin mother whom she needed Here, it was 
an earthly mother, worshipping the earthly bab}^ m her lap, as any and 
every mother does, from Eve’s time downward In another picture, there 
was a dim sense, shovra in the mother’s face, of some divine quality m the 
child In a third, the artist seemed to have had a higher perception, and 
had striven hard to shadow out the Virgin’s joy at bringing the Saviour 
into the world, and her awe and love, inextricably mingled, of the little 
form which she pressed against her bosom So far was good But still, 
Hilda looked for something more, a face of celestial beauty, but human 
as well as heavenly, and with the shadow of past grief upon it, bright 
with immortal youth, yet matronly and motherly, and endowed with a 
queenly dignity, but infinitely tender, as the highest and deepest attribute 
of her divinity 

‘‘Ah,” thought Hilda to herself, “why should not there be a -woman to 
listen to the prayers of women? a mother m heaven for all motherless 
girls like me? In all God’s thought and care for us, can he have withheld 
this boon, which our weakness so much needs?” 

Oftener than to the other churches, she wandered into St Peter’s 
Within its vast limits, she thought, and beneath the sweep of its great 
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dome, there should be space for all forms of Christian truth , room both 
for the faithful and the heretic to kneel, due help for every creature’s 
spiritual want 

Hilda had not always been adequately impressed by the grandeur of 
this mighty cathedral When she first lifted the heavy leathern curtain, at 
one of the doors, a shadowy edifice m her imagination had been dazzled 
out of sight by the reality Her preconception of St Peter’s was a struc- 
ture of no definite outline, misty in its architecture, dim and gray and 
huge, stretching into an interminable peispective, and over-arched by a 
dome like the cloudy firmament Beneath that vast breadth and height, 
as she had fancied them, the personal man might feel his littleness, and 
the soul triumph m its immensity So, m her earlier visits, when the com- 
passed splendor of the actual interior glowed before her eyes, she had pro- 
fanely called it a great prettiness, a gay piece of cabinet-work, on a Ti- 
tanic scale, a jewel-casket, marvellously magnified 
This latter image best pleased her fancy , a casket, all inlaid, m the in- 
side, with precious stones of various hue, so that theie should not be a 
haii’s-breadth of the small interior unadorned with its resplendent gem 
Then, conceive this minute wonder of a mosaic box, increased to the mag- 
nitude of a cathedral, without losing the intense lustre of its littleness, but 
all its petty glory striving to be sublime The magic transfoimation from 
the minute to the vast has not been so cunningly effected but that the rich 
adornment still counteracts the impression of space and loftiness The 
spectator is more sensible of its limits than of its extent 

Until after many visits, Hilda continued to mouin for that dim, illimit- 
able interior, which with her eyes shut she had seen from childhood, but 
which vanished at her first glimpse through the actual door Hei childish 
vision seemed preferable to the cathedral which Michael Angelo, and all 
the great architects, had built, because, of the dream edifice, she had 
said, “How vast it is>” while of the real St Peter’s she could only say, 
“After all, it is not so immense’” Besides, such as the church is, it can 
nowhere be made visible at one glance It stands m its own way You 
see an aisle, or a transept, you see the nave, or the tribune, but, on ac- 
count of its ponderous piers and other obstructions, it is only by this 
fragmentary process that you get an idea of the cathedral 

There is no answering such objections The great church smiles calmly 
upon its critics, and, for all response, says, “Look at me’ ” and if you still 
murmur for the loss of your shadowy perspective, there comes no reply 
save, “Look at me’” m endless repetition, as the one thing to be said 
And, after looking many times, with long intervals between, you dis 
cover that the cathedral has gradually extended itself over the whole com- 
pass of your idea, it covers all the site of your visionary temple, and has 
room for its cloudy pinnacles beneath the dome 

One afternoon, as Hilda entered St Peter’s in sombre mood, its in-' 
tenor beamed upon her with all the effect of a new creation It seemed an 
embodiment of whatever the imagination could conceive, or the heart de- 
sire, as a magnificent, comprehensive, majestic symbol of religious faith 
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All splendor was included within its verge, and there was space for all 
She gazed with delight even at the multiplicity of ornament She was glad 
at tne cneruhim that fluttered upon the pilasters, and of the marble doves, 
hovering unexpectedly, with green olive-branches of precious stones She 
could spare nothing, now, of the manifold magnificence that had been 
lavished, m a hundred places, richly enough to have made world-famous 
shrines m any other church, but which here melted away into the vast 
sunny breadth, and were of no separate account Yet each contributed 
Its little all towards the grandeur of the whole 

She would not have banished one of those grim popes, who sit each over 
his own tomb, scattering cold benedictions out of their marble hands, nor 
a single frozen sister of the Allegoric family, to whom as, lilce hired 
mourners at an English funeral, it costs them no wear and tear of heart 

IS assigned the office of weeping for the dead If you choose to see these 
things, they present themselves , if you deem them unsuitable and out of 
place, they vanish, individually, but leave their life upon the walls 

The pavement' it stretched out illimitably, a plain of many-colored 
marble, where thousands of worshippers might kneel together, and shad- 
owless angels tread among them without brushing their heavenly gar- 
ments against those earthly ones The roof' the dome' Rich, gorgeous, 
filled with sunshine, cheerfully sublime, and fadeless after centuries, those 
lofty depths seemed to translate the heavens to mortal comprehension, 
and help the spirit upward to a yet higher and wider sphere Must not the 
faith, that built this matchless edifice, and warmed, illuminated, and 
overflowed from it, include whatever can satisfy human aspirations at the 
loftiest, or minister to human necessity at the sorest'’ If Religion had a 
material home, was it not here? 

As the scene which we but faintly suggest shone calmly before the New 
England maiden at her entrance, she moved, as if by very instinct, to one 
of the vases of holy water, upborne against a column by two mighty 
cherubs Hilda dipped her fingers, and had almost signed the cross upon 
her breast, but forbore, and trembled, while shaking the water from her 
finger-tips She felt as if her mother’s spirit, somewhere within the dome, 
were looking down upon her child, the daughter of Puritan forefathers, 
and weeping to behold her ensnared by these gaudy superstitions So she 
strayed sadly onward, up the nave, and towards the hundred golden 
lights that swarm before the high altar Seeing a woman, a priest, and a 
soldier kneel to kiss the toe of the brazen St Peter, who protrudes it be- 
yond his pedestal, for the purpose, polished bright with former saluta- 
tions, while a child stood on tiptoe to do the same, the glory of the church 
was darkened before Hilda’s eyes But again she went onward into re- 
moter regions She turned into the right transept, and thence found her 
■way to a shrme, in the extreme corner of the edifice, which is adorned 
With a mosaic copy of Guido’s beautiful Archangel, treading on the pros- 
trate fiend 

This was one of the few pictures, which, m these dreary days, had not 
faded nor deteriorated in Hilda’s estimation, not that it was better than 
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many m which she no longer took an interest, but the subtile delicacy of 
the painter’s genius was peculiarly adapted to her character She felt, 
while gazing at it, that the artist had done a great thing, not merely for 
the Church of Rome, but for the cause of Good The moial of the picture, 
the immortal youth and loveliness of Virtue, and its irresistible might 
against ugly Rvil, appealed as much to Puritans as Catholics 

Suddenly, and as if it were done m a dream, Hilda found herself kneel- 
ing before the shrine, under the ever-burning lamp that throws its rays 
upon the Archangel’s face She laid her forehead on the marble steps be- 
fore the altar, and sobbed out a prayer, she hardly knew to whom, 
whether Michael, the Virgin, or the Father, she hardly knew for what, 
5ave only a vague longing, that thus the burden of her spirit might be 
tightened a hUle 

In an instant she snatched herself up, as it were, from her knees, all 
a-throb with the emotions which were struggling to force their way out 
of her heart by the avenue that had so nearly been opened for them Yet 
there was a strange sense of relief won by that momentary, passionate 
prayer, a strange joy, moreover, whether from what she haci done, or for 
what she had escaped doing, Hilda could not tell But she felt as one half 
stifled, who has stolen a breath of air 

Next to the shrine where she had knelt, there is another, adorned with 
a picture by Guercmo, representing a maiden’s body m the jaws of the 
sepulchre, and her lover weeping over it, while her beatified spirit looks 
down upon the scene, m the society of the Saviour and a throng of saints 
Hilda wondered if it were not possible, by some miracle of faith, so to rise 
above her present despondency that she might look down upon what she 
was, just as Petronilla m the picture looked at her own corpse A hope, 
born of hysteric trouble, fluttered m her heart A presentiment, or what 
she fancied such, whispered her, that, before she had finished the circuit 
of the cathedral, relief would come 

The unhappy are continually tantalized by similar delusions of succor 
near at hand, at least, the despair is very dark that has no such will-o’- 
the-wisp to glimmer in it. 


CHAPTER XXXIX 

The World’s Cathedral 

Still gliding onward, Hilda now looked up into the dome, where the sun- 
shine came through the western windows, and threw across long shafts of 
light They rested upon the mosaic figures of two evangelists above the 
cornice These great beams of radiance, traversing what seemed the 



794 THE WORKS OF HAWTHORNE 

empty space, were made visible in misty glory, by the holy cloud of m- 
cense, else unseen, which had risen into the middle dome It was to Hilda 
as if she beheld the worship of the priest and people ascending heaven- 
waid, purified from its alloy of earth, and acquiring celestial substance m 
the golden atmosphere to which it aspired She wondered if angels did not 
sometimes hover within the dome, and show themselves, m brief glimpses, 
floating amid the sunshine and the glorified vapor, to those who devoutly 
worshipped on the pavement 

She had now come into the southern transept Aiound this portion of 
the church are ranged a number of confessionals They are small taber- 
nacles of carved wood, with a closet for the priest in tlie centre, and, on 
either side, a space for a penitent to kneel, and breathe his confession 
through a perforated auricle into the good father’s ear Observing this 
arrangement, though already familiar to her, our poor Hilda was anew 
impressed with the infinite convenience if we may use so poor a phrase 
of the Catholic religion to its devout believers 

Who, in truth, that considers the matter, can resist a similar impres- 
sion ' In the hottest fever-fit of life, they can always find, ready for their 
need, a cool, quiet, beautiful place of worship They may enter its sacred 
precincts at any hour, leaving tlie fret and trouble of the world behind 
them, and purifying themselves with a touch of holy water at the thres- 
hold In the calm interior, fragrant of rich and soothing incense, they may 
hold converse with some saint, their awful, kindly friend And, most 
precious privilege of all, whatever perplexity, sorrow, guilt, may weigh 
upon their souls, they can fling down the dark burden at the foot of the 
cross, and go forth to sm no more, nor be any longer disquieted, but 
to live again in the freshness and elasticity of innocence 

“Do not these inestimable advantages,” thought Hilda, “or some of 
them at least, belong to Christianity itself? Are they not a part of the 
blessings which the system was meant to bestow upon mankind? Can the 
faith m which I was born and bred be perfect, if it leave a wealv girl like 
me to wander, desolate, with this great trouble crushing me dow?” 

A poignant anguish thrilled within her breast, it was like a thing that 
had life, and was struggling to get out 

“Oh, help' Oh, help' ” cried Hilda, “I cannot, cannot bear it' ” 

Only by the reverberations that followed arch echoing the sound to 
arch, and a pope of bronze repeating it to a pope of marble, as each sat 
enthroned over his tomb did Hilda become aware that she had really 
spoken above her breath But, in that great space, there is no need to 
hush up the heart within one’s own bosom, so carefully as elsewhere, and 
if the cry reached any distant auditor, it came broken into many frag- 
ments, and from various quarters of the church 

Approaching one of the confessionals, she saw a woman kneeling with- 
in Just as Hilda drew near, the penitent rose, came forth, and kissed the 
hand of the priest, who regarded her with a look of paternal benignity, 
and appeared to be giving her some spiritual counsel, in a low voice She 
then knelt to receive his blessing, which was fervently bestowed Hilda 
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was SO struck with the peace and joy in the woman’s face, that, as the lat- 
ter retired, she could not help spewing to her 

‘'You look very happy'” said she “Is it so sweet, then, to go to the 
confessional?” 

“Oh, very sweet, my dear signorma'” answered the woman, with 
moistened eyes and an affectionate smile, for she was so thoroughly 
softened with w'hat she had been doing, that she felt as if Hilda were her 
younger sister “My heart is at rest now Thanks be to the Saviour, and 
the Blessed V irgm and the saints, and this good father, there is no more 
trouble for poor Teresa' ” 

“I am glad for your sake,” said Hilda, sighing for her own “I am a 
poor heietic, but a human sister, and I rejoice for you ' ” 

She went from one to another of the confessionals, and, looking at each, 
percei\ ed that they were inscribed with gilt letters on one, Pno Italica 
Lingua, on another, Pro Flandrica Lingua, on a third. Pro Polonica 
Lingua, on a fourth. Pro Illyrica Lingua, on a fifth. Pro Hispanica 
Lingua In this vast and hospitable cathedral, worthy to be the religious 
heart of the whole world, there was room for all nations, there was access 
to the Divine Grace for eveiy Christian soul, there was an ear for what 
the overburdened heart might have to murmur, speak in what native 
tongue it would 

When Hilda had almost completed the circuit of the transept, she came 
to a confessional the central part was closed, but a mystic rod protruded 
from it, indicating the presence of a priest within on which was in- 
scribed, Pro Anglica Lingua 

It was the word in season ' If she had heard her mother’s voice from 
within the tabernacle, calling her, in her own mother-tongue, to come and 
lay her poor head m her lap, and sob out all her troubles, Hilda could not 
have responded with a more inevitable obedience She did not think, she 
only felt Within her heart was a great need Close at hand, within the 
veil of the confessional, was the relief She flung herself down m the 
penitent’s place, and, tremulously, passionately, with sobs, teais, and the 
turbulent overflow of emotion too long repressed, she poured out the dark 
story which had infused its poison into her innocent life 

Hilda had not seen, nor could she now see the visage of the priest But, 
at intervals, in the pauses of that strange confession, half choked by the 
struggle of her feelings toward an outlet, she heard a mild, calm voice, 
somewhat mellowed by age It spoke soothingly, it encouraged her, it led 
her on by apposite questions that seemed to be suggested by a great and 
tender interest, and acted like magnetism in attracting the girl’s confi- 
dence to this unseen friend The priest’s share m the interview, indeed, re- 
sembled that of one who removes the stones, clustered branches, or what- 
ever entanglements impede the current of a swollen stream Hilda could 
have imagined so much to the purpose were his inquiries that he was 
already acquainted with some outline of what she strove to tell him 
Thus assisted, she revealed the whole of her terrible secret ' The whole, 
except that no name escaped her lips 
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And, ah, what a relief When the hysteric gasp, the strife between 
words and sobs, had subsided, what a torture had passed away from her 
soul! It was all gone, her bosom was as pure now' as in her childhood. 
She was a girl again , she was Hilda of the dove-cote , not that doubtful 
creature whom her o^vn doves had hardly recognized as their mistress and 
playmate, by reason of the death-scent tliat clung to her garments! 

After she had ceased to speak, Hilda heard the priest bestir himself 
with an old man’s reluctant movement He stepped out of the confession- 
al, and as the girl was still kneeling in the penitential corner, he sum- 
moned her forth 

“Stand up, my daughter,” said the mild voice of the confessor, ‘Svhat 
we have further to say must be spoken face to face ” 

Hilda did his bidding, and stood before him w’lth a downcast visage, 
which flushed and grew pale again But it had the wonderful beauty 
which w'e may often observe in those w'ho have recently gone through a 
great struggle, and w'on the peace that lies just on the other side We see 
it in a new mother’s face, we seb it in the faces of the dead, and in 
Hilda’s countenance which had ahvays a rare natural charm for her 
friends this glory of peace made her as lovely as an angel 

On her part, Hilda beheld a venerable figure w ith hair as w’hite as snow', 
and a face strikingly characterized by benevolence It bore marks of 
thought, however, and penetrative insight, although the keen glances of 
the eyes were now somewhat bedimmed with tears, which the aged shed, 
or almost shed, on lighter stress of emotion than w'ould elicit them from 
younger men 

“It has not escaped my observation, daughter,” said the priest, “that 
this is your first acquaintance with the confessional How is this?” 

“Father,” replied Hilda, raising her eyes, and again letting them fall, 
“I am of New England birth, and W'as bred as w'hat you call a heretic ” 

“From New England'” exclaimed the priest. “It w'as my own birth- 
place, likewise, nor have fifty years of absence made me cease to love it 
But, a heretic' And are you reconciled to the Church?” 

“Never, father,” said Hilda 

“And, that being the case,” demanded the old man, “on what ground, 
my daughter, have you sought to avail yourself of these blessed privileges, 
confined exclusively to members of the one true Church, of confession 
and absolution ? ” 

“Absolution, father?” exclaimed Hilda, shrinking back “Oh no, no' I 
never dreamed of that' Only our Heavenly Father can forgive my sms, 
and it IS only by sincere repentance of whatever wrong I may have done, 
and by my own best efforts towards a higher life, that I can hope for his 
forgiveness' God forbid that I should ask absolution from mortal man' ” 

“Then, wherefore,” rejoined the priest, wuth somew'hat less mildness in 
his tone, “wherefore, I ask again, have you taken possession, as I may 
term it, of this holy ordinance, being a heretic, and neither seeking to 
share, nor having faith in, the unspeakable advantages which the Church 
offers to its penitents?” 
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“Father,” answered Hilda, trying to tell the old man the simple truth 
“I am a motherless girl, and a stranger here m Italy I had only God tc 
take care of me, and be my closest friend, and the terrible, terrible crime 
which I have revealed to you, thrust itself between him and me, so tha“ 
I groped for him in the darkness, as it were, and found him not, founc 
nothing but a dreadful solitude, and this crime in the midst of it> I coulc 
not bear it It seemed as if I made the awful guilt my own, by keeping i 
hidden in my heart I grew a fearful thing to myself I was going mad ' ” 

“It was a grievous trial, my poor child' ” observed the confessor “Youi 
relief, I trust, will prove to be gi eater than you yet know' ” 

“I feel already how immense it is'” said Hilda, looking gratefully in hi; 
face “Surely, father, it was the hand of Providence that led me hither 
and made me feel that this vast temple of Christianity, this great home o 
religion, must needs contain some cure, some ease, at least, for my un 
utterable anguish And it has proved so I have told the hideous seaet, 
told it under the sacred seal of the confessional, and now it will burn m3 
poor heart no more ' ” 

“But, daughter,” answered the venerable priest, not unmoved by wha' 
Hilda said, “you forget’ you mistake’ you claim a privilege to whicl 
you have not entitled yourself’ The seal of the confessional, do you say' 
God forbid that it should ever be broken where it has been fairly im- 
pressed, but it applies only to matters that have been confided to its 
keeping in a certain prescribed method, and by persons, moreover, whc 
have faith m the sanctity of the ordinance I hold myself, and any learned 
casuist of the Church would hold me, as free to disclose all the particulars 
of what you term your confession, as if they had come to my knowledge 
m a secular W'ay ” 

“This IS not right, father’ ” said Hilda, fixing her eyes on the old man’s 

“Do not you see, child,” he rejoined, with some little heat, “with all 
your nicety of conscience, cannot you recognize it as my duty to make the 
story knoum to the proper authorities, a great crime against public jus- 
tice being involved, and further evil consequences likely to ensue?” 

“No, father, no’” answered Hilda, courageously, her cheeks flushing 
and her eyes brightening as she spoke “Trust a girl’s simple heart sooner 
than any casuist of your Church, however learned he may be Trust your 
own heart, too’ I came to your confessional, father, as I devoutly believe, 
by the direct impulse of Heaven, which also brought you hither to-day, in 
its mercy and love, to relieve me of a torture that I could no longer bear 
I trusted m the pledge which your Church has always held sacied between 
the priest and the human soul, which, through his medium, is struggling 
towards its Father above What I have confided to you lies sacredly be- 
tween God and yourself Let it rest there, father, for this is right, and if 
you do otherwise, you will perpetrate a great wrong, both as a priest and 
a man ’ And, believe me, no question, no torture, shall ever force my lips 
to utter what would be necessary, in order to malce my confession avail- 
able towards the punishment of the guilty ones Leave Providence to deal 
with them’” 
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“My quiet little countrywoman,” said the priest, with half a smile on 
his kindly old face, “you can pluck up a spirit, I perceive, when you fancy 
an occasion for one ” 

“I have spirit only to do what I think right,” replied Hilda, simply “In 
other respects I am timorous ” 

“But you confuse yourself between right feelings and very foolish in- 
ferences,” continued the priest, “as is the wont of women,- so much I 
have learnt by long experience in the confessional, be they young or old 
However, to set your heart at rest, there is no probable need for me to re- 
veal the matter What you have told, if I mistake not, and perhaps 
more, is already known m the quarter which it most concerns ” 

“Known!” exclaimed Hilda “Known to the authorities of Rome' And 
what will be the consequence?” 

“Hush,” answered the confessor, laying his finger on his lips “I tell 
you my supposition mind, it is no assertion of the fact in order that 
you may go the more cheerfully on your uay, not deeming yourself bur- 
dened with any responsibility as concerns this dark deed And now, 
daughter, what have you to give in return for an old man’s kindness and 
sympathy?” 

“My grateful remembrance,” said Hilda, fervently, “as long as I live' ’ 

“And nothing more?” the priest inquired, with a persuasive smile 
“Will you not leward him vith a great joy, one of the last jo>s that he 
may know on earth, and a fit one to take with him into the better world? 
In a word, will you not allow me to bring you, as a stray lamb into the 
true fold? You have experienced some little taste of the relief and com- 
fort which the Church keeps abundantly in store for all its faithful chil- 
dren Come home, dear child, poor wanderer, w'ho hast caught a 
glimpse of the heavenly light, come home, and be at rest ” 

“Father,” said Hilda, much moved by his kindly earnestness, m which, 
however, genuine as it was, there might still be a leaven of professional 
craft, “I dare not come a step farther than Providence shall guide me Do 
not let it grieve you, therefore, if I never return to the confessional, never 
dip my fingers m holy water , never sign my bosom with the cross I am 
a daughter of the Puritans But, m spite of my heiesy,” she added with a 
sweet, tearful smile, “you may one day see the poor girl, to w'hom you 
have done this great Christian kindness, coming to remind you of it, and 
thank you for it, m the Better Land ” 

The old priest shook his head But as he stretched out his hands at the 
same moment, in the act of benediction, Hilda knelt down and received 
the blessing with as devout a simplicity as any Catholic of them all 
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CHAI’ILR M 

Hilda and \ I'Kilnd 

Whin* Hilda knell to icceive the pnW s benediction, the act was wit- 
nc'^^cd by a pei^on ^^ho stood leaninj: against the marble baliisli.idc that 
siinounds the bundled golden lights, befoic the high altai He had stood 
thcie, indeed, from the moment of the giil’s entiance into the confession- 
al His start of surprise, at fii st beholding hei , and the anxious gloom that 
afleiwaids '•ettlcd on his face, sufliciently betokened that he felt .i deep 
and sad inteiest in v.hat w.is going foiw.ird 

'\ftet Hilda h.id bidden the priest f.ircui 11, slic c.inic sloulj'‘to\v.iids the 
high altar 'I'lie indi\idual. to whom we have alluded, seemed iiicsolutc 
wliethcr to .uh.inre oi rctiie. His hesit.ition kisted so long, that the m.iid- 
en, 5tra}ing through a hapin ie\eiie, had crossed the wide eMent of the 
paxement between the (onfession.il and the altar, bcfoic he h.id decided 
wliethet to meet liei \t l.ist, when within .i p.icc or two, she raised lici 
eyes and rerogni^ed Keinon 

‘ It IS you' ’ she cMkiimcd, with jcw’ful surpiise “I am so happy ” 

In truth, the sculptoi h.id nevei befoie seen, noi haidly imagined, such 
a figure of peaceful be.it itude as Hilda now piesented While loming to- 
wards liim in the solemn r.idi.ince which, <it lh.it penod of llic day, is dif- 
fused tlimugh tin Ir.instjit, and showeied down beneath the dome, she 
seemed of tlie same subst.ime .is the atmosjdieie that envekjped her He 
could scariel> tell wluthci she w.is imbued with sunshine, oi whcthei it 
was a glow of h.ippiness that shone out of hei . 

At all events, it was ,i m.irvellous rh.inge fiom the s.id giil, who had en- 
tered the confessional bewildered wdth .inguish, to tins blight, yet soft- 
ened im.age of religious consokition that emeiged fiom it It was as if one 
of the throng of .ingclic people, who might be hoveimg m the sunny 
depths of the dome, had alighted on the p.ivement Indeed, this cajinbilily 
of transfiguration, which we often see wrought by inwsird delight on pel- 
sons fai less capable of it th.m Hilda, suggests how' angels come by their 
be.iuly It grows out of then h.i|ipiness, and kists foicvci only because 
that IS immortal 

She held out hei hand, and Kenyon wms glad to take it m his own, if 
only to assure himself th.it she was made of eai Ihly matei lal 

“Yes, Hilda, I sec th.il you aie veiy h.ippy,” he replied, gloomily, and 
withdr.aw'ing Ins hand aftei a single pressure. "Foi me, I nevei was less so 
tlian at this moment ” 

“Has any misfortune bcf.allcn you?” ecsked Hilda, with caincstncss 
“Pray tell me, and you shall have my sympathy, though I must still be 
very happy. Now, I know how it is, that the saints above aie touched by 
the sorrows of distressed people on cai th, and yet aic never made wi etched 
by them Not that I piofess to be a saint, you know,” she added, smiling 
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radiantly “But the heart grows so large, and so rich, and so variously en- 
dowed, when it has a great sense of bliss, that it can give smiles to some, 
and tears to others, with equal sincerity, and enjoy its own peace through- 
out all ” 

“Do not say you are no saint'” answered Kenyon, with a smile, though 
he felt that the tears stood m his eyes “You will still be Saint Hilda, 
whatever church may canonwe you ” 

“Ah' you would not have said so, had you seen me but an hout ago'” 
murmured she “I was so wretched, that there seemed a gric\ ous sm m it ” 

“And what has made you so suddenly happy?” inquired the sculptor 
“But fiist, Hilda, ivill you not tell me why you were so w retched?” 

“Had I met you yesteiday, I might have told you that,” she replied 
“To-day, there is no need ” 

“Your happiness, then?” said the sculptor, as sadly as before “Whence 
comes it?” 

“A great burden has been lifted from my heart, from my conscience, 
I had almost said,” answ’eied Hilda, without shunning the glance that 
he fixed upon her “I am a new^ creature, since this morning, Heaven be 
praised for it' It w'as a blessed hour a blessed impulse that brought 
me to this beautiful and glorious cathedral I shall hold it in loving re- 
membrance while I live, as the spot where I found infinite peace after in- 
finite trouble ” 

Hei heart seemed so full, that it spilt its new gush of happiness, as it 
were, like rich and sunny wine out of an ovcr-brimming goblet Ken} on 
saw that che was in one of those moods of elevated feeling, when the soul 
IS upheld by a strange tranquillity, which is really more passionate, and 
less controllable, than emotions far exceeding it in violence He felt that 
here would be indelicacy, if he ought not rather to call it impiety, in his 
stealing upon Hilda, while she w^as thus beyond her owm guardianship, 
and surprising her out of secrets which she might afterwards bitterly re- 
gret betraying to him Therefore, though yearning to know what had hap- 
pened, he resolved to forbear further question 

Simple and earnest people, however, being accustomed to speak from 
their genuine impulses, cannot easily, as craftier men do, avoid the sub- 
ject which they have at heart As often as the sculptor unclosed his lips 
such words as these were ready to burst out 

“Hilda, have you flung your angelic purity into that mass of unspeak- 
able corruption, the Roman Church?” 

“What were you saying?” she asked, as Kenyon forced back an almost 
uttered exclamation of this kind 

“I was thinking of what you have just remarked about the cathedral,” 
said he, looking up into the mighty hollow of the dome “It is indeed a 
magnificent structure, and an adequate expression of the Faith which 
built it When I behold it m a proper mood, that is to say, wdien I bring 
my mind into a fair relation with the minds and purposes of its spiritual 
and material architects, I see but one or two criticisms to make One is, 
that It needs painted windows ” 
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“Oh, no' ” said Hilda “They would be quite inconsistent with so much 
richness of color in the interior of the church Besides, it is a Gothic or- 
nament, and only suited to that style of architecture, which requires a 
gorgeous dimness ” 

“Nevertheless,” continued the sculptor, “yonder squaie apertures, 
filled with ordinal y panes of glass, are quite out of keeping with the sup- 
erabundant splendor of everything about them They remind me of that 
portion of Aladdin’s palace which he left unfinished, in ordei that his 
royal father-in-law might put the finishing touch Daylight, m its natuial 
state, ought not to be admitted here It should stream through a brilliant 
illusion of saints and hierarchies, and old scriptural images, and symbol- 
ized dogmas, purple, blue, golden, and a broad flame of scarlet Then, it 
would be just such an illumination as the Catholic faith allows to its be- 
lievers But, give me to live and die in the pure, white light of 
heaven'” 

“WTiy do jmu look so sorrowfully at me?” asked Hilda, quietly meeting 
his disturbed gaze “Wfliat would you say to me? I love the white light 
too'” 

“I fancied so,” answered Kenyon “Forgive me, Hilda, but I must 
needs speak You seemed to me a rare mixture of impressibility, sym- 
pathy, sensitiveness to many influences, with a certain quality of common 
sense, no, not that, but a higher and finer attribute, for which I find no 
better word However tremulously you might vibrate, this quality, I sup- 
posed, would always bring you back to the equipoise You were a creature 
of imagination, and yet as truly a New England girl as any with whom 
you grew up in your native village If there were one person in the world 
whose native rectitude of thought, and something deeper, more reliable, 
than thought, I would have trusted against all the arts of a priesthood, 
whose taste alone, so exquisite and sincere that it rose to be a moral vir- 
tue, I would have rested upon as a sufficient safeguard, it was yourself ! ” 

“I am conscious of no such high and delicate qualities as you allow me,” 
answered Hilda “But what have I done that a girl of New England birth 
and culture, with the right sense that her mother taught her, and the con- 
science that she developed in her, should not do?” 

“Hilda, I saw you at the confessional' ” said Kenyon 

“Ah, well, my dear friend,” replied Hilda casting down her eyes, and 
looking somewhat confused, yet not ashamed, “you must try to forgive 
me for that, if you deem it wrong, because it has saved my reason, and 
made me very happy Had you been here yesterday, I would have con 
fessed to you ” 

“Would to Heaven I had' ” ejaculated Kenyon 

“I think,” Hilda resumed, “I shall never go to the confessional again, 
for there can scarcely come such a sore trial twice in my life If I had been 
a wiser girl, a stronger, and a more sensible, very likely I might not hav(‘ 
gone to the confessional at all It was the sin of others that drove me 
thither, not my own, though it almost seemed so Being what I am, / 



802 the works of HAWTHORNE 

must either have done what you saw me doing, or have gone mad Would 
that have been better?” 

‘‘Then you are not a Catholic?” asked the sculptor, earnestly 
“Really, I do not quite know what I am,” replied Hilda, encountering 
his eyes with a frank and simple gaze “I have a great deal of faith, and 
Catholicism seems to have a great deal of good Why should not I be a 
Catholic, if I find there what I need, and what I cannot find elsewhere? 
The more I see of this worship, the more I wonder at the exuberance with 
which it adapts itself to all the demands of human infirmity If its minis- 
ters were but a little more than human, above all error, pure from all in- 
iquity, what a religion would it be > ” 

“I need not fear your conversion to the Catholic faith,” remarked Ken- 
yon, “if you are at all aware of the bitter sarcasm implied m your last ob- 
servation It IS very just Only the exceeding ingenuity of the system 
stamps it as the contrivance of man, or some worse author, not an emana- 
tion of the broad and simple wisdom from on high ” 

“It may be so,” said Hilda, “but I meant no sarcasm ” 

Thus conversing, the two friends went together dovsm the grand extent 
of the nave Before leaving the church, they turned to admire again its 
mighty breadth, the remoteness of the glory behind the altar, and the ef- 
fect of visionary splendor and magnificence imparted by the long bars of 
smoky sunshine, which travelled so far before arriving at a place of rest 
“Thank Heaven for having brought me hither!” said Hilda, fervently 
Kenyon’s mind was deeply disturbed by his idea of her Catholic pro- 
pensities , and now what he deemed her disproportionate and misapplied 
veneration for the sublime edifice stung him into irreverence 
“The best thing I know of St Peter’s,” observed he, “is its equable 
temperature We are now enjoying the coolness of last winter, which, a 
few months hence, will be the warmth of the present summer It has no 
cure, I suspect, in all its length and breadth, for a sick soul, but it would 
make an admirable atmospheric hospital for sick bodies What a delight- 
ful shelter would it be for the invalids who throng to Rome, where the 
sirocco steals away their strength, and the tramontana stabs tliem through 
and through, like cold steel with a poisoned point' But within these walls, 
the thermometer never varies Winter and summer are married at the high 
altar, and dwell together in perfect harmony ” 

“Yes,” said Hilda, “and I have always felt this soft, unchanging cli- 
mate of St Peter’s to be another manifestation of its sanctity ” 

“That is not precisely my idea,” replied Kenyon “But what a delicious 
life it would be, if a colony of people with delicate lungs or merely with 
delicate fancies could take up their abode m this ever-mild and tranquil 
air These architectural tombs of the popes might serve for dwellings, and 
each brazen sepulchral doorway would become a domestic threshold 
Then the lover, if he dared, might say to his mistress, ‘Will you share my 
tomb with me?’ and, winning her soft consent, he would lead her to the al- 
tar, and thence to yonder sepulchre of Pope Gregory, which should be 
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their nuptial home What a life would be theirs, Hilda, in their marble 
Eden'” 

“It IS not kind, nor lilce yourself,” said Hilda, gently, “to throw ridicule 
on emotions which are genuine I revere this glorious church for itself and 
Its purposes, and love it, moreover, because here I have found sweet 
peace, after a great anguish ” 

“Forgive me,” answered the sculptor, “and I will do so no more My 
heart is not so irreverent as my words ” 

They went through the piazza of St Peter’s and the adjacent streets, 
silently at first, but, before reaching the bridge of St Angelo, Hilda’s flow 
of spirits began to bubble forth, like the gush of a streamlet that has been 
shut up, by frost, or by a heavy stone over its source Kenyon had never 
found her so delightful asmow, so softened out of the chillness of her vir- 
gm pride, so full of fresh thoughts, at which he was often moved to smile, 
although, on turning them over a little more, he sometimes discovered that 
they looked fanciful only because so absolutely true 
But, indeed, she w^as not quite m a normal state Emerging from gloom 
into sudden cheerfulness, the effect upon Hilda was as if she were just 
now created After long torpor, receiving back her intellectual activity, 
she derived an exquisite pleasure from the use of her faculties, which were 
set m motion by causes that seemed inadequate She continually brought 
to Kenyon’s mind the image of a child, making its plaything of every ob- 
ject, but sporting in good faith, and with a kind of seriousness Looking 
up, for example, at the statue of St Michael, on the top of Hadrian’s cas- 
tellated tomb, Hilda fancied an interview between the Archangel and the 
old emperor’s ghost, who was naturally displeased at finding his mausol- 
eum, which he had ordained for the stately and solemn repose of his ashes 
converted to its present purposes 

“But St Michael, no doubt,” she thoughtfully remarked, “would final- 
ly convince the Emperor Hadrian that where a warlike despot is sown as 
the seed, a fortress and a prison are the only possible crop ” 

They stopped on the bridge to look into the swift eddying flow of the 
yellow Tiber, a mud-puddle m strenuous motion, and Hilda wondered 
whether the seven-branched goldeu candlestick, the holy candlestick of 
the Jews, which was lost at the Ponte Molle, in Constantine’s time, had 
yet been swept as far down the river as this 

“It probably stuck where it fell,” said the sculptor, “and, by this time, 
IS imbedded thirty feet deep in the mud of the Tiber. Nothing will ever 
bring it to light again ” 

“I fancy you are mistaken,” replied Hilda, smiling “There was a mean- 
ing and purpose m each of its seven branches, and such a candlestick can- 
not be lost forever When it is found again, and seven lights are kindled 
and burning m it, the whole world will gam the illumination which it 
needs Would not this be an admirable idea for a mystic story or parable, 
or seven-branched allegory, full of poetry, art, philosophy, and religion? 
It shall be called ‘The Recovery of the Sacred Candlestick ’ As each 
branch is lighted, it shall have a differently colored lustre from the other 
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SIX, and when all the seven are kindled, their radiance shall combine into 
the intense white light of truth ” 

‘Tositively, Hilda, this is a magnificent conception,^’ cried Kenyon 
“The more I look at it, the brighter it bums ” 

“I think so too,” said Hilda, enjoying a childlike pleasure in her own 
idea. “The theme is better suited for verse than prose, and when I go 
home to America, I will suggest it to one of om poets Or, seven poets 
might write the poem together, each lighting a separate branch of the Sa- 
cred Candlestick ” 

“Then you think of going home?” Kenyon asked 
“Only yesterday,” she leplied, “I longed to flee away. Now, all is 
changed, and, being happy again, I should feel deep regret at leaving the 
Pictorial Land But, I cannot tell In Rome, there is something dreary and 
awdul, which -we can never quite escape At least, I thought so yesterday ” 
When they i cached the Via Portoghese, and approached Hilda’s toner, 
the doves, who were waiting aloft, flung themselves upon the air, and 
came floating down about her head The giil caressed them, and respond- 
ed to their coomgs with similar sounds from her onn lips, and with words 
of endearment, and their joyful fluttermgs and airy little flights, evident- 
ly impelled by pure exuberance of spirits, seemed to show that the doves 
had a real sympath}'' nnth tlieir mistress’s state of mind For peace had de- 
scended upon her like a dove 

Bidding the sculptor farewell, Hilda climbed her tower, and came forth 
upon its summit to trim the Virgin’s lamp The doves, well knowing her 
custom, had flown up thither to meet her, and again hovered about her 
head, and very lovely was her aspect, in the evening sunlight, which had 
little further to do with the world, just then, save to fling a golden glory 
on Hilda’s hair, and vanish 

Turning her eyes down into the dusky street which she had just quitted, 
Hilda saw the sculptoi still there, and waved her hand to him 

“How sad and dim he looks, down there in that dreary street' ” she said 
to herself “Something weighs upon his spirits Would I could comfort 
him'” 

“How like a spirit she looks, aloft there, with the evening glory lound 
her head, and those winged creatuies claiming her as akin to them'” 
thought Kenyon, on his part “How far above me' how unattainable' Ah, 
if I could lift myself to her region' Or, if it be not a sin to wish it, 
would that I imght draw her down to an earthly fiieside ' ” 

^ What a sweet reverence is that, w^hen a young man deems his mistress a 
little more than mortal, and almost chides himself for longing to bring her 
close to his heart' A trifling circumstance, but such as lovers make much 
of, gave him hope One of the doves, 'which had been resting on Hilda’s 
shoulder, suddenly flew downward, as if recognizmg him as its mistress’s 
dear friend , and, perhaps commissioned with an errand of regard, brushed 
his upturned face with its wings, and again soared aloft 

The sculptor watched the bird’s return, and saw Hilda greet it with a 
smile 
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CHAPTER XLI 

Snow-drops and Maidenly Delights 

It being still considerably earlier than the period at which artists and 
tourists are accustomed to assemble m Rome, the sculptor and Hilda 
found themselves comparatively alone there The dense mass of native 
Roman life, m the midst of which they were, served to press them near 
one another It was as if they had been thrown together on a desert island 
Or, they seemed to have wandeied, by some strange chance, out of the 
common world, and encountered each other in a depopulated city, wheie 
there were streets of lonely palaces, and unreckonable treasures of beam 
tiful and admirable things, of which they two became the sole inheritors 

In such circumstances, Hilda’s gentle reserve must have been stronger 
than her kindly disposition permitted, if the friendship between Kenyon 
and herself had not grown as warm as a maiden’s friendship can ever be, 
without absolutely and avowedly blooming into love On the sculptor’s 
side, the amaranthine flower was already m full blow But it is veiy beau- 
tiful, though the lover’s heart may grow chill at the peiception, to see how 
the snow will sometimes linger m a virgin’s breast, even after the spring is 
well advanced In such alpine soils, the summer will not be anticipated, 
we seek vainly for passionate flowers, and blossoms of fervid hue and 
spicy fragrance, finding only snow-drops and sunless violets, when it is al- 
most the full season for the crimson rose 

With so much tenderness as Hilda had m her nature, it was strange that 
she so reluctantly admitted the idea of love , especially, as, m the sculp- 
tor, she found both congeniality and variety of taste, and likenesses and 
differences of character, these being as essential as those to any poignan- 
cy of mutual emotion 

So Hilda, as far as Kenyon could discern, still did not love him, though 
she admitted him within the quiet circle of her affections as a dear friend 
and trusty counsellor If we knew what is best for us, or could be content 
with what IS reasonably good, the sculptor might well have been satisfied, 
for a season, with this calm intimacy, which so sweetly kept him a stran- 
ger m her heart, and a ceremonious guest, and yet allowed him the free 
enjoyment of all but its deeper recesses The flowers that grow outside of 
those minor sanctities have a wild, hasty charm, which it is well to prove, 
there may be sweeter ones within the sacred precinct, but none that will 
die while you are handling them, and bequeath you a delicious legacy, as 
these do, m the perception of their evanescence and unreality 

And this may be the reason, after all, why Hilda, like so many other 
maidens, lingered on the hither side of passion, her finer instinct and 
keener sensiblity made her enjoy those pale delights m a degree of which 
men are incapable She hesitated to grasp a richer happiness, as possessing 
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already such measure of it as her heart could hold, and of a quality most 
agreeable to her virgin tastes 

Certainly, they both were very happy Kenyon’s genius, unconsciously 
wrought upon by Hilda’s influence, took a more delicate character than 
heretofore He modelled, among other things, a beautiful little statue of 
maidenhood gathering a snow-drop It was never put into marble, how- 
ever, because the sculptor soon recognized it as one of those fragile crea- 
tions which are true only to the moment that produces them, and are 
wionged if we try to imprison their airy excellence m a permanent ma- 
terial 

On her part, Hilda returned to her customary occupations with a fresh 
love for them, and yet with a deeper look into the heart of things , such 
as those necessarily acquire who have passed from picture galleries into 
dungeon gloom, and thence come back to the picture gallery again It is 
questionable whether she was ever so perfect a copyist thenceforth She 
could not yield herself up to the painter so unreservedly as m times past, 
her character had developed a sturdier quality, which made her less plia- 
able to the influence of other minds She saw into the picture as profound- 
ly as ever, and perhaps more so, but not with the devout sympathy that 
had foimerly given her entire possession of the old master’s idea She had 
known such a reality, that it taught her to distinguish inevitably the large 
portion that is unreal, in every work of art Instructed by sorrow, she felt 
that there is something beyond*almost all which pictorial genius has pro- 
duced, and she never forgot those sad w'anderings from gallery to gallery, 
and fiom church to church, where she had vainly sought a type of the Vir- 
gin Mother, or the Saviour, or saint, or martyr, which a soul m extreme 
need might recognize as the adequate one 

How, indeed, should she have found such? How could holiness be re- 
vealed to the artist of an age when the greatest of them put genius and 
imagination m the place of spiritual insight, and when, from the pope 
downward, all Christendom was corrupt^ 

Meanwhile, months woie away, and Rome received back that large 
portion of Its life-blood which runs in the veins of its foreign and tem- 
porary population English visitors established themselves m the hotels, 
and in all the sunny suites of apartments, in the streets convenient to the 
Piazza di Spagna, the English tongue was heard familiarly along the Cor- 
so, and English children sported m the Pmcian Gardens 

The native Romans, on the other hand, like the butterflies and grass- 
hoppers, resigned themselves to the short, sharp misery which winter 
brings to a people whose arrangements are made almost exclusively with 
a view to summer Keeping no fire within doors, except possibly a spark 
or two m the kitchen, they crept out of their cheerless houses mto the nar- 
row, sunless, sepulchral streets, bringing their firesides along with them, 
in the shape of little earthen pots, vases, or pipkins, full of lighted char- 
coal and warm ashes, over which they held their tingling finger-ends. 
Even in this half-torpid wretchedness, they still seemed to dread a pes- 
tilence in the sunshine, and kept on the shady side of the piazzas, as 
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sciupulouslj^ as in summer Through the open doonuiys no need to shut 
them \slien the ^^cather ^Mlhln was bleaker than without a glimpse into 
the intenoi of their dwellings showed the uncaipeted brick floors, as dis- 
mal as the pavement of a tomb 

The} drew' their old cloaks about them ne\ertheless, and thiew the 
corners o\er their shoulders, with the dignity of attitude and action that 
have come down to these modem citirens as their sole inheiitance from 
the togated nation Somehow* or other, they managed to keep up then 
poor, frost-bitten heails against the pitiless atmospheie with a quiet and 
uncomplaining endurance that really seems the most lespectablc point m 
the present Roman character For, in New' England, 01 in Russia, or 
scarcely m a hut of the Esquimaux, tlicrc is no such discomfort to be 
borne as bj Romans in wmlr\ weathci, when the orange-trees bear icy 
fruit in the gardens and when the runs of all the fountains are shaggy 
with icicles, and the Fountain of TrcM skimmed almost acioss with a 
glassy surface and when there is a ‘^lide in the piar/a of St Peter’s, and 
a fringe of brown, frozen foam along the eastern shore of the Tiber, and 
sometimes a fall of great •^now -flakes into the drear}^ lanes and allej^s of 
the miserable cit\ C.old blast'; that bring death with them, now’ blow’ 
upon the shncring inxalid", who aiinc hither in the hope of bieathing 
balmy airs 

Wlicrever we pass our 'summers, may all our inclement months, from 
No\ ember to April, henceforth be .'jpent in some country that recognizes 
winter as an integral portion of its year! 

Now too, there was especial discomfort in the stately pictuie galleries, 
W’hcre nobodj, indeed, not tlic princely or priestly foundeis, noi any 
who h 3 \e inherited then cheerless magnificence, ever dreamed of such 
an impossibility as fireside waimth, since those great palaces w’ere built 
Hilda, therefore, finding her fingers so much benumbed that the spiritual 
influence could not be transmitted to them, w’as persuaded to leave her 
easel before a picture, on one of diese wintry days, and pay a visit to Ken- 
yon s studio But neither was the studio anything better than a dismal 
den, with its marble shapes shncring around the w’alls, cold as the snow’- 
images which the sculptor used to model in his boj’hood, and sadly behold 
them weep themselves aw’ay at tlie first thaw’ 

Kenyon’s Roman artisans, all this w’hile, had been at w’ork on the Cleo- 
patra The fierce Egyptian queen had now’ struggled almost out of the im- 
prisoning stone, 01, rather, the w’orkmen had found her w’lthin the mass 
of marble, imprisoned there by magic, but still fervid to the touch with 
fiery life, the fossil woman of an age that pioduced statehei, stronger, and 
more passionate creatures than our ow’n You already felt her compressed 
heat, and w’ere aw’aie of a tiger-like character even in her repose If Oc- 
tavius should make his appearance, though the marble still held her with- 
in its embrace, it was evident that she would tear herself forth in a twin- 
klmg, either to spring enraged at his throat, or, sinking into his aims, to 
make one more proof of her rich blandishments, or, falling lowly at his 
feet, to try the efficacy of a woman’s tears 


8o8 the works of HAWTHORNE 

“I am ashamed to tell you how much I admire this statue,” said Hilda 
“No other sculptor could have done it ” 

“This IS very sweet for me to heai,” leplied Kenyon, “and since your 
reserve keeps you from saying more, I shall imagine you expressing every- 
thing that an artist would wish to hear said about his work ” 

“You will not easily go beyond my genuine opinion,” answered Hilda, 
with a smile 

“Ah, youi kind word makes me very happy,” said the sculptor, “and I 
need it, ]ust now, on behalf of my Cleopatra That inevitable period has 
come, for I have found it inevitable, in regard to all my works, when I 
look at what I fancied to be a statue, lacking only breath to make it live, 
and find it a mere lump of senseless stone, into w'hich I have not really 
succeeded m moulding the spiratual part of my idea I should like, now’, 
only it would be such shameful treatment for a discrowned queen, and my 
own offspring too, I should like to hit poor Cleopatra a bitter blow on 
her Egyptian nose wnth this mallet ” 

“That IS a blow which all statues seemed doomed to receive, sooner or 
later, though seldom from the hand tliat sculptured them,” said Hilda, 
laughing “But you must not let yourself be too much disheartened by the 
decay of your faith in what you produce I have heard a poet express sim- 
ilar distaste for his owm most exquisite poem, and I am afraid that this 
final despair, and sense of short-coming, must ahvays be the reward and 
punishment of those who try to grapple with a great or beautiful idea It 
only proves that you have been able to imagine things too high for mortal 
faculties to execute The idea leaves you an imperfect image of itself, 
which you at first mistake for the ethereal reality, but soon find that the 
latter has escaped out of your closest embrace ” 

“And the only consolation is,” remarked Kenyon, ‘,‘tliat the blurred 
and imperfect image may still make a very respectable appearance in the 
eyes of those who have not seen the original ” 

“More than that,” rejoined Hilda, “for there is a class of spectators 
whose S5mipathy will help them to see the perfect through a mist of im- 
perfection Nobody, I think, ought to read poetry, or look at pictures or 
statues, who cannot find a great deal more in them than the poet or artist 
has actually expressed Their highest merit is suggestiveness ” 

“You, Hilda, are yourself the only critic in whom I have much faith,” 
said Kenyon “Had you condemned Cleopatra, nothing should have saved 
her ” 

“You invest me with such an awful responsibility,” she replied, “that I 
shall not dare to say a single word about your other works ” 

“At least,” said the sculptor, “tell me whether you recognize this bust?” 
He pointed to the bust of Donatello It was not the one which Kenyon 
had begun to model at Monte Beni, but a reminiscence of the Count’s 
face, wrought under the influence of all the sculptor’s knowledge of his 
history, and of his personal and hereditary character It stood on a 
wooden pedestal, not nearly finished, but with fine white dust and small 
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cliips of marble scattered about it, and itself inciusted all round ^^alll the 
■white, shapeless substance of the block In the midst appeared the fea- 
tures, lacking sharpness, and very much resembling a fossil countenance, 
but we have already used this simile, m leference to Cleopatra, \Mth 
the accumulations of long-past ages clinging to it 

And yet, strange to say, the face had an expression, and a more recog- 
nizable one than Kenyon had succeeded m putting into the clay model at 
Monte Beni The reader is probably acquainted with Thorwaldsens 
three-fold analogy, the clay model, the Life, the plaster cast, the 
Death, and the sculptured marble, the Resurrection, and it seemed to 
be made good by the spirit that was kindling up these imperfect features, 
like a lambent flame 

*T was not quite sure, at first glance, that I knew the face,’’ observed 
Hilda, “the likeness surely is not a striking one There is a good deal of 
external resemblance, still, to the features of tlie Faun of Praxiteles, be- 
tween whom and Donatello, you know, we once insisted that tliere was a 
perfect twin-brotherhood But the expression is now so very different'” 
“Wfliat do you take it to be^” asked the sculptor 
“I hardly know how to define it,” she answered “But it has an effect 
as if I could see this countenance gradually brightening while I look at it 
It gives the impression of a growing intellectual power and moral sense 
Donatello’s face used to evince little more than a genial, pleasurable sort 
of vivacity, and capability of enjoyment But, here, a soul is being 
breathed into him, it is the Faun, but advancing towards a state of high- 
er development ” 

“Hilda, do you see all this^” exclaimed Kenyon, in considerable sui- 
prise. “I may have had such an idea in my mind, but was quite unaware 
that I had succeeded in conveying it into the marble ” 

“Forgive me,” said Hilda, “but I question whether this striking effect 
has been brought about by any skill or purpose on the sculptor’s part Is 
it not, perhaps, the chance result of the bust being just so far shaped out, 
in the marble, as the process of moral growth had advanced m the orig- 
inal? A few more strokes of the chisel might change the whole expression, 
and so spoil it for what it is now -worth ” 

“I believe you are right,” answered Kenyon, thoughtfully examining 
his -omrk, “and, strangely enough, it was the very expression that I tried 
unsuccessfully to produce in the clay model Well , not another chip shall 
be struck from the marble ” 

And, accordingly, Donatello’s bust (like that rude, rough mass of the 
head of Brutus, by Michael Angelo, at Florence) has ever since remained 
m an unfinished state hlost spectators mistake it for an unsuccessful at- 
tempt towards copying the features of the Faun of Praxiteles One obser- 
■'^er in a thousand is conscious of something more, and lingers long over 
this mysterious face, departing from it reluctantly, and iMth many a 
glance throrni backward ^^^lat perplexes him is the riddle that he sees 
propounded there, the riddle of the soul’s growth, taking its first impulse 
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amid remorse and pain, and stiuggling through the incrustations of the 
senses It was the contemplation of this imperfect portrait of Donatello 
that originally interested us in his history, and impelled us to elicit from 
Kenyon what he knew of his friend’s adventures 


CHAPTER XLII 

Reminiscences or jNIiriam 

When Hilda and himself turned away from the unfinished bust, the 
sculptor’s mind still dwelt upon die reminiscences which it suggested 

‘‘You have not seen Donatello recently,” he remarked, “and therefore 
cannot be aware how' sadly he is changed ” 

“No wonder' ” exclaimed Hilda, growung pale 

The terrible scene which she had witnessed, wlien Donatello’s face 
gleamed out m so fierce a light, came back upon her memory, almost for 
the first time since she knelt at the confessional Hilda, as is sometimes 
the case with persons whose delicate organization requires a peculiar safe- 
guard, had an elastic faculty of thrownng off such recollections as would 
be too painful for endurance The first shock of Donatello’s and Miriam’s 
crime had, indeed, broken through the frail defence of this voluntary for- 
getfulness, but, once enabled to relieve herself of tlie ponderous anguish 
over which she had so long brooded, she had practised a subtile watchful- 
ness in preventing its return 

“No wonder, do you say^” repeated the sculptor, looking at her with 
interest, but not exactly with surprise, for he had long suspected that 
Hilda had a painful knowledge of events w'hich he himself little more than 
surmised “Then you know! you have heard' But what can you pos- 
sibly have heard, and through what channel?” 

“Nothing' ” replied Hilda, faintly “Not one W'ord has reached my ears 
from the lips of any human being Let us never speak of it again! No, no' 
never again'” 

“And Miriam' ” said Kenyon, with irrepressible interest “Is it also for- 
bidden to speak of her?” 

“Hush' do not even utter her name' Try not to think of it'” Hilda 
whispered “It may bring terrible consequences! ” 

“My dear Hilda'” exclaimed Kenyon, regarding her with wonder and 
deep sympathy “My sweet friend, have you had this secret hidden m 
your delicate, maidenly heart, through all these many months! No won- 
der that your life was withering out of you ” 

“It was so, indeed' ” said Hilda, shuddering “Even now, I sicken at the 
recollection ” 
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“And how could it have come to youi knowledge?” continued the 
sculptor “But, no matter' Do not tortuie yourself with referring to the 
subject Only, if at any time it should be a relief to you, remember that 
we can speak freely togetlier, for Miriam has herself suggested a confi- 
dence between us ” 

“j\Iiriain has suggested this ! ” exclaimed Hilda “Yes, I remember, now, 
her advising that the secret should be shared with you But I have sur- 
Mved the death-struggle that it cost me, and need make no fuither revela- 
tions And Miriam has spoken to you ' What manner of woman can she 
be, who after sharing m such a deed, can make it a topic of conversation 
with her friends?” 

“Ah, Hilda,” replied Kenyon, “you do not know, for you could never 
learn it from your ovm heart, vhich is all purity and rectitude, what a 
mixture of good there ma}'’ be in things evil , and how the greatest crim- 
inal, if you look at his conduct fiom his own point of view, or from any 
side-point, may seem not so unquestionably guilty, after all So with Mir- 
iam, so vnth Donatello They are, perhaps, paitners in what we must call 
awful guilt, and yet, I will own to you, when I think of the original 
cause, the motives, the feelings, the sudden concurrence of circumstances 
thrusting them onwaid, the urgency of the moment, and the sublime un- 
selfishness on either pait, I know not well how to distinguish it from 
much that the voild calls heroism Might we not lender some such verdict 
as this? ‘Worthy of Death, but not unworthy of Love ’ ’ ” 

“Never’” answered Hilda, looking at the matter through the clear 
crystal medium of her ovm integrity “This thing, as regaids its causes, is 
all a mysteiy to me, and must remain so But there is, I believe, only one 
right and one wrong, and I do not understand, and may God keep me 
from ever understanding, how two things so totally unlike can be mis- 
taken for one another, nor how two mortal foes, as Right and Wrong 
surely are, can work together in the same deed This is my faith, and I 
should be led astray, if you could persuade me to give it up ” 

“Alas for poor human nature, then’” said Kenyon, sadly, and yet half 
smiling at Hilda’s unworldly and impiacticable theory “I always felt you, 
my dear friend, a terribly severe judge, and have been perplexed to con- 
ceive how such tendei sympathy could coexist with the remorselessness of 
a steel blade. You need no mercy, and therefore know not how to show 
any ” 

“That sounds like a bitter gibe,” said Hilda, with the tears springing 
into her eyes “But I cannot help it It does not alter my perception of 
the truth If there be any such dreadful mixture of good and evil as you 
affirm, and which appears to me almost more shocking than pure evil, 
then the good is turned to poison, not the evil to wholesomeness ” 

The sculptor seemed disposed to say something more, but yielded to the 
gentle steadfastness with which Hilda declined to listen She grew very 
sad , for a reference to this one dismal topic had set, as it were, a prison- 
door ajar, and allowed a throng of torturing recollections to escape from 
their dungeons into the pure air and white radiance of her soul She bade 
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Kenyon a briefer farewell than ordinary, and went homeward to her 
tower 

In spite of her efforts to withdraw them to other subjects, her thoughts 
dwelt upon Miriam, and, as had not heretofore happened, they brought 
with them a painful doubt whether a wrong had not been committed on 
Hilda’s pait, towards the fiiend once so beloved Something that Miriam 
had said, in their final conversation, incurred to her memory, and seemed 
now to deseive more weight than Hilda had assigned to it, in her horror at 
the crime just perpetrated It w^as not that the deed looked less wicked 
and terrible m the retrospect, but she asked herself w'hether there were 
not other questions to be consideied, aside from that single one of IMir- 
lam’s guilt or innocence, as, for example, whether a close bond of friend- 
ship, m w'hich w'e once voluntarily engage, ought to be severed on account 
of any unworthmess, w'hich we subsequently detect in our friend For, m 
these unions of hearts, call them marriage, oi whatever else, we take 
each other for better for w'oise Availing oursehes of our friend’s intimate 
affection, w'e pledge our own, as to be relied upon m every emergency And 
Miat sadder, more desperate emergency could there be, than had befallen 
Miriam? Who more need the tendei succor of the innocent, than wTCtches 
stained wnth guilt ' And must a selfish care for the spotlessness of our owm 
garments keep us from pressing the guilty ones close to our hearts, where- 
in, for the very leason tliat w'e are innocent, lies their securest refuge from 
further ilH 

It was a sad thing for Hilda to find this moral enigma propounded to 
her conscience, and to feel that, w'hichever way she might settle it, there 
would be a cry of wrong on the other side Still, the idea stubbornly came 
back, that the tie between Miriam and herself had been real, the affection 
true, and that therefore the implied compact w^as not to be shaken off 

“Miriam loved me w'ell,” thought Hilda, remorsefully, “and I failed 
her at her sorest need ” 

Miriam loved her w^ell , and not less ardent had been the affection which 
Miriam’s warm, tender, and generous characteristics had excited in Hil- 
da’s more reserved and quiet nature It had never been extinguished, for, 
m part, the wretchedness W'hich Hilda had since endured was but the 
struggle and writhing of her sensibility, still yearning towards her friend. 
And now, at the earliest encouragement, it aw'oke again, and cried out pit- 
eously, complaining of the violence that had been done it 

Recurring to the delinquencies of which she fancied (we say “fancied,” 
because we do not unhesitatingly adopt Hilda’s present view, but rather 
suppose her misled by her feelings) of which she fancied herself guilty 
towards her friend, she suddenly remembered a sealed packet that Mir- 
iam had confided to her It had been put into her hands wuth earnest in- 
junctions of secrecy and care, and if unclaimed after a certain period, was 
to be delivered according to its address Hilda had forgotten it, or, ratlier, 
she had kept the thought of this commission in the background of her con- 
sciousness, with all other thoughts referring to Miriam 

But now the recollection of this packet, and the evident stress which 
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Miriam laid upon its delivery at the specified time, impelled Hilda to hur- 
ry up the staircase of her tower, dieading lest the period should already 
have elapsed 

No , the hour had not gone by, but w'as on the very point of passing 
Hilda read the brief note of instruction, on a comer of the envelope, and 
discovered, that, m case of Miriam’s absence from Rome, the packet was 
to be taken to its destination that very day 

“How nearly I had violated my piomise'” said Hilda “And, since we 
are separated forever, it has the sacredness of an injunction from a dead 
friend There is no time to be lost ” 

So Hilda set forth in the decline of the afternoon, and pursued her way 
towards the quarter of the city m ivhich stands the Palazzo Cenci Her 
habit of self-reliance was so simply strong, so natural, an'd now so well es- 
tablished by long use, that the idea of peril seldom or never occuried to 
Hilda, m her lonely life 

She differed, in this particular, from tlie generality of her sex, although 
the customs and character of her native land often produce women who 
meet the i\orld with gentle fearlessness, and discover that its terrors have 
been absurdly exaggerated by Oie tradition of mankind In ninety-nine 
cases out of a hundred, the apprehensiveness of women is quite gratuitous 
Even as matters now' stand, they are really safer in perilous situations and 
emergencies than men, and might be still more so, if they trusted them- 
selves more confidingly to the chivalry of manhood In all her wanderings 
about Rome, Hilda had gone and returned as securely as she had been ac- 
customed to tread the familiar street of her New' England village, where 
every face wore a look of recognition With lespect to whatever was evil, 
foul, and ugly, in this populous and corrupt city, she trod as if invisible, 
and not only so, but blind She was altogether unconscious of anything 
wicked that went along the same pathw'ay, but w'lthout jostling or imped- 
ing her, any more than gross substance hinders the wanderings of a spirit 
Thus It IS, that, bad as the world is said to have grown, innocence contin- 
ues to make a paradise around itself, and keep it still unfallen 

Hilda’s present ex'pedition led her into w'hat was physically, at least 
the foulest and ugliest part of Rome In tliat vicinity lies the Ghetto, 
where thousands of Jews are crowded within a narrow compass, and lead 
a close, unclean, and multitudinous life, resembling that of maggots when 
they over-populate a decaying cheese 

Hilda passed on the borders of this region, but had no occasion to step 
witliin it Its neighborhood, however, naturally partook of characteristics 
lilce its ow'n There was a confusion of black and hideous houses, piled 
massively out of the rums of former ages, rude and destitute of plan, as a 
pauper would build his hovel, and yet displaying here and there an arched 
gateway, a cornice, a pillar, or a broken arcade, that might have adorned 
a palace Many of the houses, indeed, as they stood, might once have been 
palaces, and possessed still a squalid kind of grandeur Dirt was every- 
where, strewing the narrow streets, and incrustmg the tall shabbiness of 
the edifices, from the foundations to the roofs, it lay upon the thresholds. 
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and looked out of the windows, and assumed the guise of human life in 
the children that seemed to be engendered out of it Their father was the 
sun, and their mother a heap of Roman mud 

It IS a question of speculative interest, whether the ancient Romans 
were as unclean a people as we everywhere find those who have succeeded 
them There appears to be a kind of malignant spell in the spots that have 
been inhabited by these masters of the world, or made famous m their 
history, an inherited and inalienable curse, impelling their successors to 
fling dirt and defilement upon whatever temple, column, ruined palace, or 
tiiumphal arch may be nearest at hand, and on every monument that the 
old Romans built It is most piobably a classic trait, regularly trans- 
mitted downward, and perhaps a little modified by the iDetter civilization 
of Christianity, so that C?esar may have trod narrower and filthier ways 
m his path to the Capitol, than even those of modern Rome 

As the paternal abode of Beatrice, the gloomy old palace of the Cencis 
had an interest for Hilda, although not sufficiently strong, hitherto, to 
overcome the disheartening effect of the exterior, and draw her over its 
threshold The adjacent piazza, of poor aspect, contained only an old 
woman selling roasted chestnuts and baked squash-seeds, she looked 
sharply at Hilda, and inquired whether she had lost her way 

“No,” said Hilda, “I seek the Palazzo Cenci ” 

“Yonder it is, fair signorma,” replied the Roman matron “If you wish 
that packet delivered, which I see in your hand, my grandson Pietro shall 
run with it for a baiocco The Cenci palace is a spot of ill-omen for young 
maidens ” 

Hilda thanked the old dame, but alleged the necessity of doing her er- 
rand m person She approached the front of the palace, which, v/ith all its 
immensity, had but a mean appearance, and seemed an abode which the 
lovely shade of Beatrice would not be apt to haunt, unless her doom made 
It inevitable Some soldiers stood about the portal, and gazed at the 
brown-haired, fair-cheeked Anglo-Saxon girl, with approving glances, but 
not indecorously Hilda began to ascend the staircase, three lofty flights 
of which were to be surmounted, before reaching the door whither she was 
bound 


CHAPTER XLIII 

The Extinction op a Lamp 

Betw^een Hilda and the sculptor there had been a kind of half-expressed 
understanding, that both were to visit the galleries of the Vatican the day 
subsequent to their meeting at the studio Kenyon, accordingly, failed not 
to be there, and wandered through the vast ranges of apartments, but saw 
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nothing of his expected friend The marble faces, which stand innumer- 
able along the walls, and have kept themselves so calm through the vicis- 
situdes of twenty centuries, had no sympathy for his disappointment, and 
he, on the other hand, strode past these treasures and marvels of antique 
art, with the indifference which any preoccupation of the feelings is apt 
to produce, in reference to objects of sculpture Being of so cold and pure 
a substance, and mostly deriving their vitality more from thought than 
passion, they require to be seen through a perfectly transparent medium 

And, moreover, Kenyon had counted so much upon Hilda’s delicate 
perceptions m enabling him to look at two or three of the statues, about 
which they had tallied together, that the entire purpose of his visit was de- 
feated by her absence It is a delicious sort of mutual aid, when the umted 
power of two sympathetic, yet dissimilar, intelligences is brought to bear 
upon a poem by readmg it aloud, or upon a picture or statue by viewing 
it in each other’s company Even if not a word of criticism be uttered, the 
insight of either party is wonderfully deepened, and the comprehension 
broadened, so that the inner mystery of a work of genius, hidden from 
one, will often reveal itself to two Missing such help, Kenyon saw noth- 
ing at the Vatican which he had not seen a thousand times before, and 
more perfectly than now 

In the chill of his disappointment, he suspected that it was a very cold 
art to which he had devoted himself He questioned, at that moment, 
whether sculpture really ever softens and waims the material which it 
handles, whether carved marble is anything but limestone, after all, and 
whether the Apollo Belvedere itself possesses any merit above its physical 
beauty, or is beyond criticism even m that generally acknowledged excel- 
lence In flitting glances, heretofore, he had seemed to behold this statue, 
as something ethereal and godlike, but not now 

Nothing pleased him, unless it were the group of the Laocoon, which, in 
its immortal agony, impressed Kenyon as a type of the long, fierce strug- 
gle of man, involved in the knotted entanglements of Error and Evil, 
those two snakes, which, if no divine help intervene, will be sure to stran- 
gle him and his children in the end What he most admired was the 
strange calmness diffused through this bitter strife, so that it resembled 
the rage of the sea made calm by its immensity, or the tumult of Niagara 
which ceases to be tumult because it lasts forever Thus, m the Laocoon, 
the horror of a moment grew to be the fate of interminable ages Kenyon 
looked upon the group as the one tiiumph of sculpture, creating the re- 
pose, which IS essential to it, in the very acme of turbulent effort, but, m 
truth, it was his mood of unwonted despondency that made him so sensi- 
tive to the terrible magnificence, as well as to the sad moral, of this work 
Hilda herself could not have helped him to see it with nearly such intelli- 
gence 

A good deal more depressed than the nature of the disappointment war- 
ranted, Kenyon went to his studio, and took m hand a great lump of clay 
He soon found, however, that his plastic cunning had departed from hun 
for the time So he wandered forth again into the uneasy streets of Rome, 
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and walked up and down the Corso, where, at that period of the day, a 
throng of passers-by and loiterers choked up the narrow sidewalk A peni- 
tent was thus brought m contact with the sculptor 

It was a figure in a white robe, with a kind of featureless mask over the 
face, through the apertures of which the eyes threw an unintelligible light 
Such odd, questionable shapes are often seen gliding through the streets 
of Italian cities, and are understood to be usually persons of rank, who 
quit their palaces, their gayeties, their pomp, and pride, and assume the 
penitential garb for a season, with a view of thus expiating some crime, or 
atoning for the aggiegate of petty sins that make up a worldly life It is 
their custom to ask alms, and perhaps to measure the duration of their 
penance by the time requisite to accumulate a sum of money out of the 
little droppings of individual charity The avails are devoted to some 
beneficent or religious purpose, so that the benefit accruing to then own 
souls is, m a manner, linked with a good done, or intended, to their fellow- 
men These figures have a ghastly and startling effect, not so much from 
any very impressive peculiarity in the garb, as from the mystery which 
they bear about with them, and the sense that there is an acknowledged 
sinfulness as the nucleus of it 

In the present instance, however, the penitent asked no alms of Ken- 
yon , although, for the space of a minute or two, they stood face to face, 
the hollow eyes of the mask encountering the sculptor’s gaze But, just as 
the crowd was about to separate them, the former spoke, in a voice not 
unfamiliar to Kenyon, though rendered remote and strange by the guilty 
veil through which it penetrated 

'Ts all well with you. Signore?” inquired the penitent, out of the cloud 
in which he walked 

‘‘All is well,” answered Kenyon “And with you?” 

But the masked penitent returned no answer, being borne away by the 
pressure of the throng 

The sculptor stood watching the figure, and was almost of a mind to 
hurry after him and follow up the conversation that had been begun, but 
it occurred to him that there is a sanctity (or, as we might rather term it, 
an inviolable etiquette) which prohibits the recognition of persons who 
choose to walk under the veil of penitence 

“How strange I ” thought Kenyon to himself “It was surely Donatello' 
What can bring him to Rome, where his recollections must be so painful, 
and his presence not without peril? And Miriam' Can she have accom- 
panied him'”’ 

He walked on, thinking of the vast change in Donatello, since those 
days of gayety and innocence, when the young Italian was new in Rome, 
and was just beginning to be sensible of a more poignant felicity than he 
had yet experienced, in the sunny warmth of Miriam’s smile The growth 
of a soul, which the sculptor half imagined that he had witnessed in his 
friend, seemed hardly worth the heavy price that it had cost, in the sacri- 
fice of those simple enjoyments that were gone forever A creature of an- 
tique healthfulness had vanished from the earth , and, in his stead, there 
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was onty one other morbid and remorseful man, among millions that were 
cast in tlie same indistinguishable mould 

The accident of thus meeting Donatello the glad Faun of his imagina- 
tion and memory, non transformed into a gloomy penitent- contributed 
to deepen the cloud that had fallen over Kenyon’s spnits It caused him 
to fancy, as we generally do, in the petty tioubles which extend not a 
hand's-lireadth be>ond our own ‘:phcrc that the whole woild wxis sadden- 
ing aiound him It took the sinistei aspect of an omen, although he could 
not distinctlj see what tiouble it might forebode 

If it had not been for a peculiar soil of pique, with which lovers aie 
much coinersant, a preposterous Kind of resentment which endea\ors to 
A\Teak Itself on the beloved obiect, and on one s own heart in requital of 
mishaps for which neither is in fault, Kenyon might at once ha\e betaken 
himself to Hilda’s studio and a'^ked wh> the appointment was not kept 
But the inter\ lew of lo-da\ was to have been ‘^o rich in present joy, and its 
results so important to his future life, that the bleak failuic was too much 
for his equanimiU'. He was angry with poor Hilda, and censuied hei wnth- 
out a hearing angry with himself, too and thciefoie inflicted on this lat- 
ter criminal the severest penalty in his powei angry with the day that 
was passing o\cr him. and would not pcunit its latter hours to redeem the 
disappointment of the morning 

To confers the truth, it h.id been the sculptoi’s purpose to stake all his 
hopes on that inter\icw in the galleries of the ’^'atican Straying with 
Hilda through those long \ istas of ideal beauty, he meant, at last, to utter 
himself upon that theme which kners aie fain to discuss in village lanes, 
in wood-paths, on sea-side sands, in crowded stieets, it little matters 
where, indeed, since roses are sure to blush along the w'ay, and daisies and 
violets to spring beneath the feet, if the spoken word be giaciously re- 
ceived He was resolved to make proof whether the kindness that Hilda 
evinced for him was the precious token of an individual preference, or 
merel}^ the sweet fragrance of her disposition, which othei fiiends might 
share as largely as himself He would tiy if it were possible to take this 
shy, yet frank, and innocently fearless creature captive, and imprison her 
in his heart, and make her sensible of a wader fieedom there, than in all 
the world besides 

It was hard, we must allow, to see the shadow^ of a wuntry sunset falling 
upon a day that w as to have been so bright, and to find himself just where 
yesterday had left him, only wath a sense of being drearily balked, and 
defeated without an oppoitunity for struggle So much had been antici- 
pated from these now’^ vaanished hours, that it seemed as if no other day 
could bring back the same golden hopes 

In a case like this, it is doubtful wdiethei Kenyon could have done a 
much better thing than he actually did, by going to dine at the Cafe Nuo- 
vo, and drinking a flask of Montefiascone , longing, the while, for a beaker 
or two of Donatello’s Sunshine It would have been just the wane to cure a 
lover’s melancholy, by illuminating his heart with tender light and 
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warmth, and suggestions of undefined hopes, too ethereal for his morbid 
humor to examine and reject them 

No decided improvement resulting from the draught of Montefiascone, 
he went to the Teatro Argentine, and sat gloomily to see an Italian com- 
edy, which ought to have cheered him somewhat, being full of glancing 
merriment, and effective over everybody’s risibilities except his own The 
sculptor came out, however, before the close of the performance, as dis- 
consolate as he went m 

As he made his way through the complication of narrow streets, which, 
perplex that portion of the city, a carriage passed him It was driven rap- 
idly, but not too fast for the light of a gas-lamp to flare upon a face with- 
in, especially as it was bent forward, appearing to recognize him, while a 
beckoning hand was protruded from the window On his part, Kenyon at 
once knew the face, and hastened to the carriage, which had now stopped 

“Miriam' you in Rome^” he exclaimed “And your friends know noth- 
ing of it^” 

“Is all well with you?” she asked 

This inquiry, m the identical woids which Donatello had so recently 
addressed to him, from beneath the penitent’s mask, startled the sculp- 
tor Either the previous disquietude of his mind, or some tone m Mir- 
iam’s voice, or the unaccountableness of beholding her there at all, made 
it seem ominous 

“All IS well, I believe,” answered he, doubtfully “I am aware of no' 
misfortune Have you any to announce?” 

Re looked still more earnestly at Miriam, and felt a dreamy uncer- 
tainty whether it was really herself to whom he spoke True, there were 
those ’oeautiful features, the contour of which he had studied too often, 
and wath a sculptor’s accuracy of perception, to be m any doubt that it 
was Miriam’s identical face But he was conscious of a change, the na- 
ture of which he could not satisfactorily define, it might be merely her 
dress, which, imperfect as the light was, he saw to be richer than the sim- 
ple garb that she had usually worn The effect, he fancied, w^as partly ow-' 
mg to a gem which she had on her bosom, not a diamond, but something 
that glimmered with a clear, red lustre, like the stars m a southern sky 
Somehow or other, this colored light seemed an emanation of herself, as if 
all that was passionate and glowing, m her native disposition, had crys- 
tallized upon her breast, and were just now scintillating more brilliantly 
than ever, in sympathy with some emotion of her heart 

Of course there could be no real doubt that it was Miriam, his artist 
friend, with whom and Hilda he had spent so many pleasant and familiar 
hours, and whom he had last seen at Perugia, bending wnth Donatello be- 
neath the bronze pope’s benediction It must be that self-same Miriam, 
but the sensitive sculptor felt a difference of manner, which impressed 
him more than he conceived it possible to be affected by so external a 
thing He remembered the gossip so prevalent in Rome on Miriam’s first 
appearance , how that she was no real artist, but the daughter of an illus- 
trious or golden lineage, who was merely playing at necessity, mingling 
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TMth human struggle for her pastime, stepping out of her native sphere 
only for an interlude, just as a princess might alight from her gilded 
equipage to go on foot through a rustic lane And now, after a mask in 
vhich love and death had perfoimed then several parts, she had resumed 
hei proper character 

“Have 3^ou anjdhmg to tell me?’’ cried he, impatiently, for nothing 
causes a moie disagreeable v ibration of the nei ves than this perception of 
ambiguousness in familiar persons or affairs “Speak, for my spirits and 
patience have been much tried to-day ’’ 

IMiriam put her finger on her lips, and seemed desirous that Kenyon 
should know of the presence of a thud person He now saw, indeed, that 
there was some one beside her in the carriage, hitlierto concealed by hei 
attitude, a man, it appeared, with a sallow Italian face, wdiich the sculp- 
tor distinguished but imperfectlv', and did not recogniae 

“I can tell 3'ou nothing,” she replied, and leaning towards him, she 
whispered, appearing then more like the jMiriam whom he knew than in 
what had befoie passed, “Only, when the lamp goes out do not despair ” 
The carriage drove on. leaving Kenj'on to muse ov^er this unsatisfac- 
torv' interview, which seemed to have served no better puipose than to 
fill his mind with more ominous foiebodings than before Why were Don- 
atello and I\Iiriam in Rome, where both, m all likelihood, might hav^e 
much to dread ^ And why had one and the olliei addressed him wnth a 
question that seemed prompted by a knowledge of some calamity, either 
alread}’’ fallen on his unconscious head, or impending closely over him^ 

‘ I am sluggish, ' muttered Keii} on, to himself, “a w^eak, neiveless fool, 
devoid of energy and piomptitude, or neither Donatello nor Miriam 
could hav'e escaped me thus' They aie awaie of some misfortune that 
concerns me deeply How soon am I to know it too?” 

There seemed but a single calamity possible to happen within so nar- 
row a sphere as that with which the sculptor was connected, and even to 
that one mode of evil he could assign no definite shape, but only felt that 
it must have some reference to Hilda 

Flinging aside the morbid hesitation, and the dallyings with his own 
wishes, which he had permitted to influence his mind thioughout the day, 
he now hastened to the Via Poitoghese Soon the old palace stood before 
him, with Its massive tower rising into the clouded night, obscuied from 
view at Its midmost elevation, but levealed again, higher upward, by the 
Virgin’s lamp that twinkled on the summit Feeble as it was, m the broad, 
surrounding gloom, that little ray made no inconsiderable illumination 
among Kenyon’s sombre thoughts, for, remembering IHiiiam’s last 
words, a fantasy had seized him that he should find the sacred lamp ex- 
tinguished 

And, even while he stood gazing, as a manner at the star m which he 
put his trust, the light quiveied, sank, gleamed up again, and finally went 
out, leaving the battlements of Hilda’s tower in utter darkness For the 
first time in centuiies, the consecrated and legendary flame, before the 
loftiest shrine in Rome, had ceased to burn 
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CHAPTER XLIV 

The Deserted Shrine 

Kenyon knew the sanctity which Hilda (faithful Protestant, and daugh- 
ter of the Puritans, as the girl was) imputed to this shrine He was aware 
of the profound feeling of responsibility, as well earthly as religious, with 
which her conscience had been impressed, when she became the occupant 
of her aerial chamber, and undertook the task of keeping the consecrated 
lamp alight There was an accuracy and a certainty about Hilda’s move- 
ments, as regarded all matters that lay deep enough to have their roots in 
right or wrong, which made it as possible and safe to rely upon the timely 
and careful trimming of this lamp (if she were m life, and able to creep 
up the steps) , as upon the rising of to-morrow’s sun, with lustre undimin- 
ished from to-day 

The sculptor could scarcely believe his eyes, therefore, when he saw the 
flame flicker and expire His sight had surely deceived him And now, 
since the light did not reappear, there must be some smoke-wreath or im- 
penetrable mist brooding about the tower’s gray old head, and obscuring 
it from the lower world But no^ For right over the dim battlements, as 
the wind chased away a mass of clouds, he beheld a star, and, moreover, 
by an earnest concentration of his sight, was soon able to discern even the 
darkened shrine itself There was no obscurity around the tower , no in- 
firmity of his own vision The flame had exhausted its supply of oil, and 
become extinct But where was Hilda^ 

A man m a cloak happened to be passing, and Kenyon anxious to 
distrust the testimony of his senses, if he could get more acceptable evi- 
dence on the other side appealed to him 

“Do me the favor. Signore,” said he, “to look at the top of yonder 
tower, and tell me whether you see the lamp burning at the Virgin’s 
shrine ” 

“The lamp, Signore?” answered the man, without at first troubling 
himself to look up “The lamp that has burned these four hundred years’ 
how is it possible. Signore, that it should not be burning now?” 

“But look’ ” said the sculptor, impatiently 

With good-natured indulgence for what he seemed to consider as the 
whim of an eccentric Forestiero, the Italian carelessly threw his eyes up- 
wards, but, as soon as he perceived that there was really no light, he 
lifted his hands with a vivid expression of wonder and alarm 

“The lamp is extinguished’” cried he “The lamp that has been burn- 
ing these four hundred years ’ This surely must portend some great mis- 
fortune , and, by my advice. Signore, you will hasten hence, lest the tower 
tumble on our heads A priest once told me, that, if the Virgin withdrew 
her blessing, and the light went out, the old Palazzo del Torre would sink 
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into the earth, with all that dwell in it There will be a terrible crash be- 
fore morning I ” 

The stranger made the best of his way from the doomed premises, 
while Kenyon who would willingly have seen the tower crumble down 
before his eyes, on condition of Hilda’s safety determined, late as it 
^ was, to attempt ascertaining if she were in her dove-cote 

Passing through the arched entrance, which, as is often the case with 
Roman entrances, was as accessible at midnight as at noon, he groped 
his way to the broad staircase, and, lighting his wax taper, went glimmer- 
ing up the multitude of steps that led to Hilda’s door The hour being so 
unseasonable, he intended merely to knock, and, as soon as her voice from 
within should reassure him, to retire, keeping his explanations and apolo- 
gies for a fitter time Accordingly, reaching the lofty height where the 
maiden, as he trusted, lay asleep, with angels watching over her, though 
the Virgin seemed to have suspended her care, he tapped lightly at the 
door-panels, then knocked more forcibly, then thundered an impa- 
tient summons No answer came, Hilda, evidently, was not there 
After assuring himself that this must be the fact, Kenyon descended 
the stairs, but made a pause at every successive stage, and knocked at the 
door of its apartment, regardless whose slumbers he might disturb, in his 
anxiety to learn where the girl had last been seen But, at each closed en- 
trance, there came those hollow echoes, which a chamber, or any dwelling, 
great or small, never sends out, m response to human knuckles or iron 
hammer, as long as there is life within to keep its heart from getting 
dreary 

Once, indeed, on the lower landing-place, the sculptor fancied that 
there was a momentary stir, inside the door, as if somebody were listen- 
ing at the threshold He hoped, at least, that the small, iron-barred aper- 
ture would be unclosed, through which Roman housekeepers are wont to 
take careful cognizance of applicants for admission, from a traditionary 
dread, perhaps, of letting m a robber or assassin But it remained shut, 
neither was the sound repeated , and Kenyon concluded that his excited 
nerves had played a trick upon his senses, as they are apt to do when we 
most wish for the clear evidence of the latter 

There was nothing to be done, save to go heavily away, and await 
whatever good or ill to-morrow’s daylight might disclose 

Betimes in the morning, therefore, Kenyon went back to the Via Porto- 
ghese, before the slant rays of the sun had descended half-way down the 
gray front of Hilda’s tower As he drew near its base, he saw the doves 
perched in full session, on the sunny height of the battlements, and a pair 
of them who were probably their mistress’s especial pets, and the con- 
fidants of her bosom-secrets, if Hilda had any came shooting down, and 
made a feint of alighting on his shoulder But, though they evidently rec- 
ognized him, their shyness would not yet allow so decided a demonstra- 
tion Kenyon’s eyes followed them as they flew upward, hoping that they 
might have come as joyful messengers of the girl’s safety, and that he 
should discern her slender form, half hidden by the parapet, trimming the 
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extinguished lamp at the Virgin’s shrine, just as other maidens set about 
the little duties of a household Or, perhaps, he might see hei gentle and 
sweet face smiling down upon him, midway towards heaven, as if she had 
flown thither for a day or two, just to visit her kindred, but had been 
drawn earthward again by the spell of unacknowledged love 

But his eyes were blessed by no such fair vision or reality, noi, in truth, 
were the eager, unquiet fluttenngs of the doves indicative of any joyful 
intelligence, which they longed to share with Hilda’s friend, but of anx- 
ious inquiries that they knew not how to utter They could not tell, any 
more than he, whither their lost companion had withdrawn herself, but 
v/ere m the same void despondency i\ith him, feeling their sunny and airy 
lives darkened and grown imperfect, now that her sweet society was taken 
out of it 

In the brisk morning air, Kenyon found it much easier to pursue his re- 
searches than at the preceding midnight, when, if any slumberers heard 
the clamor that he made, they had responded only with sullen and drowsy 
maledictions, and turned to sleep again It must be a very dear and inti- 
mate reality for which people will be content to give up a dream Wdien 
the sun was fairlj^ up, however, it was quite another thing The hetero- 
geneous population, inhabiting the lower floor of the old toi\er, and the 
othei extensive regions of the palace, were now willing to tell all they 
knew, and imagine a great deal more The amiability of these Italians, 
assisted by their sharp and nimble wits, caused them to overflow wuth 
plausible suggestions, and to be very bounteous in their a\owals of in- 
terest for the lost Hilda In a less demonstrative people, such expressions 
would have implied an eagerness to search land and sea, and never rest till 
she were found In the mouths that uttered them, they meant good washes, 
and were, so far, better than indifference There w'as little doubt that 
many of them felt a genuine kindness for the shy, brown-haired, delicate, 
young foreign maiden, who had flown from some distant land to alight 
upon their tower, where she consulted only with the doves But their en- 
ergy expended itself m exclamation, and they w'ere content to leave all 
more active measures to Kenyon, and to the Virgin, whose affair it was, 
to see that the faithful votary of her lamp received no haim 

In a great Parisian domicile, multifarious as its inhabitants might be, 
the concierge under the archway would be cognizant of all then incom- 
ings and issuings forth But, except in rare cases, the general entrance 
and main staircase of a Roman house are left as free as the street, of 
which they form a sort of by-lane The sculptor, tlierefore, could hope to 
find information about Hilda’s movements only from casual observers 
On probing the knowledge of these people to the bottom, there w'as 
various testimony as to the period when the girl had last been seen Some 
said that it was four days since there had been a trace of her, but an Eng- 
lish lady, in the second piano of the palace, was rather of opinion that she 
had met her, the morning before, with a drawing-book m her hand Hav- 
ing no acquaintance with the young person, she had talcen little notice 
and might have been mistaken A count, on the piano next above, was 
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very certain that be had lifted his hat to Hilda, under the archway, two 
afternoons ago An old woman, who had formerly tended the shrine 
threw some light upon the matter, by testifying that the lamp required to 
be replenished once, at least, in three days, though its reservoir of oil was 
exceedingly capacious 

On the whole, though there was other evidence enough to create some 
perplexity, Kenyon could not satisfy himself that she had been visible 
since the afternoon of the third preceding day, when a fruit-seller remem- 
bered her coming out of the arched passage, with a sealed packet in her 
hand As nearly as he could ascertain, this was within an hour after Hilda 
had taken leave of the sculptor, at his own studio, with the understand- 
ing that they were to meet at the Vatican the next day Two nights, there- 
fore, had intervened, during which the lost maiden was unaccounted for 
The door of Hilda’s apartments was still locked, as on the preceding 
night, but Kenyon sought out the wife of the person who sublet them, 
and prevailed on her to give him admittance by means of the duplicate 
key, which the good woman had m her possession On entering, the maid- 
enly neatness and simple grace, recognizable in all the arrangements, 
made him visibly sensible that this was the daily haunt of a pure soul, m 
whom religion and love of beauty were at one 

Thence, the sturdy Roman matron led the sculptor across a narrow 
passage, and threw open the door of a small chamber, on the threshold of 
which he reverently paused Within, there was a bed, covered with white 
drapery, enclosed with snowy curtams, like a tent, and of barely width 
enough for a blender figure to repose upon it The sight of this cool, airy, 
and secluded bower caused the lover’s heart to stir as if enough of Hilda’s 
gentle dreams were lingering there to make him happy for a single in- 
stant But then came the closer consciousness of her loss, bringing along 
with it a sharp sting of anguish 

“Behold, Signore,” said the matron, “here is the little staircase by ■ 
which the signonna used to ascend and trim the Blessed Virgin’s lamp. 
She was worthy to be a Catholic, such pains the good child bestowed to 
keep it burning, and doubtless the Blessed Mary will intercede for her, 
in consideration of her pious offices, heretic though she was What will be- 
come of the old palazzo, now that the lamp is extinguished, the saints 
above ns only know’ Will you mount, Signore, to the battlements, and 
see if she has left any trace of herself there?” 

The sculptor stepped across the chamber and ascended the little stair- 
case, which gave him access to the breezy summit of the tower It affected 
him inexpressibly to see a bouquet of beautiful flowers beneath the shrine, 
and to recognize in them an offering of his own to Hilda, who had put 
them in a vase of water, and dedicated them to the Virgin, m a spirit pait- 
ly fanciful, perhaps, but still partaking of the religious sentiment which 
so profoundly influenced her character One rose-bud, indeed, she had 
selected for herself from the rich mass of flowers, for Kenyon well re- 
membered recognizing it m her bosom when he last saw her at his studio 
“That little part of my great love she took,” said he to himself “The 
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remainder she would have devoted to Heaven, but has left it withering in 
the sun and wind Ah ' Hilda, Hilda, had you given me a right to watch 
over you, this evil had not come > ” 

“Be not downcast, signormo mio,” said the Roman matron, m response 
to the deep sigh which struggled out of Kenyon’s breast ‘The dear little 
maiden, as we see, has decked yonder blessed shrine as devoutly as I my- 
self, or any other good Catholic woman, could have done It is a reli- 
gious act, and has more than the efficacy of a prayer The signorina will 
as surely come back as the sun will fall through the window tomorrow no 
less than to-day Her own doves have often been missing for a day or two, 
but they were sure to come fluttering about her head again, wdien she 
least expected them So wall it be wath this dove-like child ” 

“It might be so,” thought Kenyon, with yearning anxiety, “if a pure 
maiden were as safe as a dove, m this evil world of ours ” 

As they returned through the studio, with the furniture and arrange- 
ments of which the sculptor w'as familiar, he missed a small ebony writ- 
ing-desk that he remembered as ha\ing always been placed on a table 
there He knew that it was Hilda’s custom to deposit her letters in this 
desk, as well as other little objects of wdiich she wished to be specially 
careful 

“What has become of it?” he suddenly inquired, laying his hand on 
the table 

“Become of what, pray^ ’ exclaimed the w’oman, a little disturbed 
“Does the Signore suspect a robbery, then?” 

‘The signorma’s writing-desk is gone,” replied Kenyon, “it alw’ays 
stood on this table, and I myself saw it there only a few days ago ” 

“Ah, well'” said the woman, recovering her composure, which she 
seemed partly to have lost “The signorina has doubtless taken it away 
with her The fact is of good omen, for it proves that she did not go un- 
expectedly, and IS lilcely to return when it may best suit her convenience ” 

“This IS very smgulai,” observed Kenyon “Have the rooms been en- 
tered by yourself, or any other person, since the signorina’s disappear- 
ance?” 

“Not by me. Signore, so help me Heaven and the saints'” said the 
matron “And I question whether there are more than two keys in Rome 
that will suit this strange old lock Here is one , and as for the other, the 
signorina carries it in her pocket ” 

The sculptor had no reason to doubt the word of this respectable dame 
She appeared to be well-meaning and kind-hearted, as Roman matrons 
generally are, except when a fit of passion incites them to show^er hor- 
rible curses on an obnoxious individual, or peihaps to stab him with the 
steel stiletto that serves them for a hair-pin But Italian asseverations of 
any questionable fact, however true they may chance to be, have no wit- 
ness of their truth in the faces of those who utter them Their words are 
spoken with strange earnestness, and yet do not vouch for themselves as 
coming from any depth, like roots drawn out of the substance of the soul, 
with some of the soil clinging to them There is always a something in- 
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scrutable, instead of franlcness, m their eyes In short, they he so much 
like truth, and speak tiuth so much as if they were telling a lie, that their 
auditor suspects himself m the wrong, whether he believes or disbelieves 
them, it being the one thing certain, that falsehood is seldom an intoler- 
able burden to the tenderest of Italian consciences 

“It IS very strange what can have become of the desk' ” repeated Ken- 
yon, looking the woman in the face 

“Very strange, indeed. Signore,” she replied meekly, without turning 
away her eyes in the least, but checking his insight of them at about half 
an inch below the surface “I think the signorina must have taken it with 
her ” 

It seemed idle to linger here any longer Kenyon therefore departed, 
after making an arrangement with the woman, by the terms of which she 
was to allow the apartments to remain in their present state, on his as- 
suming the responsibility for the rent 

He spent the day in making such further search and investigation as 
he found practicable , and, though at first trammelled by an unwillingness 
to draw public attention to Hilda’s affairs, the urgency of the circum- 
stances soon compelled him to be thoroughly in earnest In the course of 
a week, he tried all conceivable modes of fathoming the mystery, not 
merely by his personal efforts and those of his brother-artists and friends, 
but through the police, who readily undertook the task, and expressed 
strong confidence of success But the Roman police has very little effi- 
ciency, except in the interest of the despotism of which it is a tool With 
their cocked hats, shoulder-belts, and swords, they wear a sufficiently im- 
posing aspect, and doubtless keep their eyes open wide enough to track a 
political offender, but are too often blind to private outrage, be it mur- 
der or any lesser crime Kenyon counted little upon their assistance, and 
profited by it not at all 

Remembering the mystic words which Miriam had addressed to him, ' 
he was anxious to meet her, but knew not whither she had gone, nor how 
to obtain an interview either with herself or Donatello The days wore 
away, and still there were no tidings of the lost one, no lamp rekindled 
before the Virgin’s shrine, no light shining into the lover’s heart, no star 
of Hope he was ready to say, as he turned his eyes almost reproachfully 
upward m heaven itself ' 


CHAPTER XLV 

The Flight of Hilda’s Doves 

\ 

Along with the lamp on Hilda’s tower, the sculptor now felt that a light 
had gone out, or, at least, was ominously obscured, to which he owed 
whatever cheerfulness had heretofore illummated his cold, artistic life 
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The idea of this girl had been like a taper of virgin wax, burning with a 
pure and steady flame, and chasing away the evil spirits out of the magic 
circle of Its beams It had darted its rays afar, and modified the whole 
sphere in which Kenyon had his being Beholding it no more, he at once 
found himself in darkness and astray 

This was the time, perhaps, when Kenyon first became sensible what a 
dreary city is Rome, and what a terrible weight is there imposed on hu- 
man life, when any bloom within the heart corresponds to the spell of 
rum, that has been thrown over the site of ancient empire He wandered, 
as it were, and stumbled over the fallen columns, and among the tombs, 
and groped his way into the sepulchral darkness of the catacombs, and 
found no path emerging from them The happy may well enough continue 
to be such, beneath the brilliant sky of Rome But, if you go thither in 
melancholy mood, if you go with a luin m your heart, or with a vacant 
site there, where once stood the airy fabric of happiness, now vanished, 
all the pondeious gloom of the Roman Past will pile itself upon that spot, 
and crush you down as with the heaped-up marble and granite, the earth- 
mounds, and multitudinous bricks of its material decay 

It might be supposed that a melancholy man would here make ac- 
quaintance with a grim philosophy He should learn to bear patiently his 
individual griefs, that endure only for one little lifetime, when here are 
the tokens of such infinite misfortune on an imperial scale, and when so 
many far landmarks of time, all around him, are brmgmg the remoteness 
of a thousand years ago into the sphere of yesterday But it is m vain that 
you seek this shrub of bitter sweetness among the plants that root them- 
selves on the roughness of massive walls, or trail downward from the cap- 
itals of pillars, or spring out of the green turf m the palace of the Ciesars 
It does not grow m Rome, not even among the five hundred various 
weeds which deck the grassy arches of the Coliseum You look through a 
vista of century beyond century, through much shadow, and a little sun- 
shine, through barbarism and civilization, alternating with one another 
like actors that have prearranged their parts, through a bioad pathway 
of progressive generations bordered by palaces and temples, and bestrid- 
den by old, triumphal arches, until, in the distance, you behold the obel- 
isks, with their unintelligible inscriptions, hinting at a past infinitely more 
remote than history can define Your own life is as nothing, when com- 
pared with that immeasurable distance, but still you demand, none the 
less earnestly, a gleam of sunshine, instead of a speck of shadow, on the 
step or two that will bring you to your quiet rest 

How exceedingly absurd' All men, from the date of the earliest obel- 
isk, and of the whole world, moreover, since that far epoch, and before, 
have made a similar demand, and seldom had their wish If they had it, 
what are they the better now? But, even while you taunt yourself with 
this sad lesson, your heart cries out obstreperously for its small share of 
earthly happiness, and will not be appeased by the myriads of dead hopes 
that he crushed into the soil of Rome How wonderful that this our nar- 
row foothold of the Present should hold its own so constantly, and, while 
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every moment changing, should sUll be like a rock betwixt the encoun 
mg tides of the long Past and the infinite To-come ' 

jMan of marble though he w'as, the sculptor grieved for the Irrevoca 
Looking back upon Hilda’s way of life, he marvelled at his own blmd 
pidity, ^\hich had kept him from remonstrating as a friend, if with 
stronger right against the risks that she continually encountered B( 
so innocent, she had no means of estimating those risks, nor even a ] 
sibility of suspecting their existence But he who had spent year; 
Rome, with a man’s far w ider scope of observation and experience k 
things that made him shudder It seemed to Ken3mn, looking through 
darkly colored medium of his fears, that all modes of crime were crow 
into the close intricacy’’ of Roman streets, and that there was no rede 
ing element, such as exists in other dissolute and wacked cities 
For here w’as a priesthood, pampered, sensual, wath red and bloi 
cheeks, and carnal eyes With apparently a grosser development of . 
man life than most men, they were placed m an unnatural relation \ 
woman, and theieby lost the health}^ human conscience that pertain 
other human beings, who own the sweet household ties connecting tl 
with wafe and daughter And heie was an indolent nobility, wath no I 
aims 01 opportunities, but cultivating a vicious w^ay of life, as if it werf 
art, and the only one which they cared to learn Here was a populat 
high and low, that had no genuine belief in virtue, and if they recogni 
anj’’ act as criminal thej'^ might throw off all care, remoise, and mem 
of It, by kneeling a little while at the confessional, and rising unburder 
active, elastic, and incited by fresh appetite for the next ensuing sin H 
w^as a soldiery who felt Rome to be their conquered city, and doubt 
considered themsehes the legal inheritors of the foul license which G; 
Goth, and Vandal have here exercised in days gone by 

And what localities for new' crime existed m those guilty sites, wl 
the crime of departed ages used to be at home, and had its long, hen 
tary haunt' What street in Rome, what ancient rum, what one pi 
w'here man had standing-room, w'hat fallen stone was there, unstaii 
with one oi another kind of guilt' In some of the vicissitudes of the cil 
pride, or its calamity, the dark tide of human evil had swelled over it, 
higher than the Tiber ever rose against the acclivities of tlie seven hi 
To Kenyon’s morbid view', there appeared to be a contagious eleme 
rising foglike from the ancient depravity of Rome, and brooding over 
dead and half-rotten city, as now'here else on earth It prolonged the te 
ency to crime, and developed an instantaneous grow'th of it, whenever 
opportunity w'as found And where could it be found so readily as he 
In those vast palaces, there were a hundred remote nooks where In 
cence might shriek m vain Beneath meaner houses there were unsuspt 
ed dungeons that had once been princely chambers, and open to the d 
light, but, on account of some wickedness there perpetrated, each pass 
age had thrown its handful of dust upon the spot, and buried it fr 
sight Only ruffians knew of its existence, and kept it for murder, £ 
worse crime 
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Such was the city through which Hilda, for three years past, had been 
wandering without a protector or a guide She had trodden lightly over 
the crumble of old crimes, she had taken her way amid the grime and cor- , 
ruption which Paganism had left there, and a perverted Christianity had 
made more noisome, walking saint-like through it all, with white, inno- 
cent feet, until, m some dark pitfall that lay right across her path, she 
had vanished out of sight It was terrible to imagine what hideous out- 
rage might have thrust her into that abyss ! 

Then the lover tried to comfort himself with the idea that Hilda’s sanc- 
tity was a sufficient safeguard Ah, yes, she nas so pure ' The angels, that 
were of the same sisterhood, would never let Hilda come to harm A mir- 
acle would be wrought on her behalf, as naturally as a father would 
stretch out his hand to save a best-beloved child Providence would keep 
a little area and atmosphere about her as safe and wholesome as heaven 
itself, although the flood of perilous iniquity might hem her round, and 
its black waves hang curling above her head' But these reflections were of 
slight avail No doubt they W'eie the religious truth Yet the ways of 
Providence are utterly inscrutable, and many a murder has been done, 
and many an innocent virgin has lifted her white arms, beseeching its aid 
in her extremity, and all m vain, so that, though Providence is infinitely 
good and wise, and perhaps for that very reason, it may be half an 
eternity before the great circle of its scheme shall bring us the super- 
abundant recompense for all these sorrow’s' But what the lover asked w’as 
such prompt consolation as might consist wnth the brief span of mortal 
life, the assurance of Hilda’s present safety, and her restoration w’lthm 
that very hour 

An imaginative man, he suffered the penalty of his endowment in the 
hundred-fold variety of gloomily tinted scenes that it presented to him, in 
which Hilda was always a central figure The sculptor forgot his marble 
Rome ceased to be anything, for him, but a labyrinth of dismal streets, in 
one or another of which the lost girl had disappeared He w’as haunted 
with the idea, that some circumstance, most important to be know n, and, 
perhaps, easily discoverable, had hitherto been overlooked, and that, if 
he could lay hold of this one clew, it would guide him directly in the track 
of Hilda’s footsteps With this purpose m view’, he went, every morning, 
to the Via Portoghese, and made it the starting-point of fresh investiga- 
tions After nightfall, too, he invariably returned thither, with a faint 
hope fluttering at his heart that the lamp might again be shining on the 
summit of the tower, and would dispel this ugly mystery out of the cir- 
cle consecrated by its rays There being no point of which he could take 
firm hold, his mind was filled with unsubstantial hopes and fears Once, 
Kenyon had seemed to cut his life in marble, now he vaguely clutched at 
it, and found it vapor 

In his unstrung and despondent mood, one trifling circumstance affect- 
ed him with an idle pang The doves had at first been faithful to their lost 
mistress They failed not to sit in a row upon her wmdow-sill, or to alight 
on the shrine, or the church-angels, and on the roofs and-portals of the 
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neighboring houses, in evident expectation of her reappearance After the 
second week, however, they began to take flight, and dropping off by 
pairs, betook themselves to other dove-cotes Only a single dove re- 
mained, and blooded drearily beneath the shrine The flock, that had de- 
parted, were like the many hopes that had vanished from Kenyon’s 
heart, the one that still lingered, and looked so wretched, was it a 
Hope, or already a Despair? 

In the street, one day, the sculptor met a priest of mild and venerable 
aspect, and as his mind dwelt continually upon Hilda, and was especially 
active in bunging up all incidents that had ever been connected with her, 
it immediately struck him that this was the very father with whom he had 
seen her at the confessional Such tiust did Hilda inspire m him, that 
Kenyon had never asked wdiat was the subject of the communication be- 
tw'een herself and this old priest He had no reason for imagining that it 
could have any relation wuth her disappearance, so long subsequently, 
but, being thus brought face to face with a personage, mysteriously asso- 
ciated, as he now remembered, wuth her whom he had lost, an impulse ran 
before his thoughts and led the sculptoi to address him 

It might be that the reverend kindliness of the old man’s expression 
took Kenyon’s heart by suipiise, at all events, he spoke as if there were a 
recognized acquaintanceship, and an object of mutual interest between 
them 

“She has gone from me, father,” said he 

“Of whom do you speak, my son?” mquiied the priest 

“Of that sweet girl,” answered Kenyon, “wdio knelt to you at the con- 
fessional Surely, you remember her, among all the mortals to whose con- 
fessions you have listened' For she alone could have had no sins to 
reveal ” 

“Yes, I remember,” said the priest, with a gleam of recollection in his 
eyes “She was made to bear a miraculous testimony to the efficacy of the 
divine ordinances of the Church, by seizing forcibly upon one of them, 
and finding immediate relief from it, heretic though she was It is my pur- 
pose to publish a brief narrative of this miracle, for the edification of 
mankind, in Latin, Italian, and English, from the printing-press of the 
Propaganda Poor child' Setting apart her heresy, she was spotless, as 
you say And is she dead?” 

“Heaven forbid, fathei ' ” exclaimed Kenyon, shrinking back “But she 
has gone from me, I know not whither It may be yes, the idea seizes 
upon my mind that what she revealed to you will suggest some clew to 
the mystery of her disappearance ” 

“None, my son, none,” answered the priest, shalrmg his head, never- 
theless, I bid you be of good cheer That young maiden is not doomed to 
die a heretic Who knows what the Blessed Virgin may at this moment be 
doing for hei soul ' Perhaps, when you next behold her, she will be clad m 
the shining white robe of the true faith ” 

This latter suggestion did not convey all the comfort which the old 
priest possibly intended by it, but he imparted it to the sculptor, along 



THE WORKS OF HAWTHORNE 


830 

With his blessing, as the two best things that he could bestow, and said 
nothing further, except to bid him farewell 

When they had paited, however, the idea of Hilda’s conversion to 
Catholicism recurred to her lover’s mind, bringing with it certain reflec- 
tions, that gave a new turn to his surmises about the mystery into which 
she had vanished Not that he seriously apprehended although the su- 
perabundance of her religious sentiment might mislead her for a moment 
that the New England girl would permanently succumb to the scarlet 
superstitions which surrounded her m Italy But the incident of the con- 
fessional if known, as probably it was, to the eager propagandists who 
prowl about for souls, as cats to catch a mouse would surely inspire the 
most confident expectations of bringing her over to the faith With so 
pious an end in view, would Jesuitical morality be shocked at the thought 
of kidnapping the mortal body, for the sake of the immortal spirit that 
might otherwise be lost forever? Would not the kind old priest, himself, 
deem this to be infinitely the kindest service that he could perform for 
the stray lamb, who had so strangely sought his aid? 

If these suppositions were veil founded, Hilda was most likely a pris- 
oner in one of the religious establishments that are so numerous in Rome 
The idea, accordmg to the aspect in vhich it was vieved brought now a 
degiee of comfort, and now an additional perplexity On the one hand, 
Hilda was safe from any but spiritual assaults, on the other, wdiere was 
the possibility of breaking through all those barred portals, and searching 
a thousand convent-cells, to set her free? 

' Kenyon, howevei, as it happened, w'as prevented from endeavoring to 
follow out tins surmise, w'hich only tlie state of hopeless uncertainty, that 
almost bewildered his reason, could have led him for a moment to enter- 
tain A communication reached him by an unknovn hand, m consequence 
of which, and within an hour after receiving it, he took his wxiy through 
one of the gates of Rome 


CHAPTER XLVI 

A Walk, on the Campagna 

It was a bright forenoon of February, a month in w^hich the brief severity 
of a Roman winter is already past, and when violets and daisies begin to 
show themselves in spots favored by the sun The sculptor came out of 
the city by the gate of San Sebastiano, and walked briskly along the Ap- 
pian Way 

For the space of a mile or two beyond the gate, this ancient and famous 
road is as desolate and disagreeable as most of the other Roman avenues. 
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It extends over small, uncomfortable paving-stones, between brick and 
plastered walls, which are very solidly constructed, and so high as almost 
to exclude a view of the surrounding country The houses are of most un- 
inviting aspect, neither picturesque, nor homelike and social, they have 
seldom or never a door opening on the wayside, but are accessible only 
from the real, and froira inliospitably upon the tiaveller through iron- 
graled windows Here and there appears a dreary inn, or a wine-shop, 
designated by the withered bush beside the entrance, within which you 
discern a stone-built and sepulchial interior, where guests refresh them- 
sehes with sour bread and goats’-milk clieese, washed down with wme of 
dolorous acerbity 

At frequent intervals along the loadside uprises the rum of an ancient 
tomb As they stand now, these structures are immensely high and biok- 
en mounds of conglomerated brick, stone, pebbles, and earth, all molten 
by time into a mass as solid and indestructible as if each tomb weie com- 
posed of a single bovider of granite When first erected, they were cased 
externally, no doubt, with slabs of polished marble, artfuly wrought bas- 
reliefs, and all such suitable adornments, and were rendered majestically 
beautiful by grand aichitectural designs This antique splendor has long 
since been stolen from the dead, to decoiate the palaces and churches of 
tlie living Nothing remains to the dishonored sepulchres, except their 
massiveness 

E\en the pyramids form hardly a sti anger spectacle, or are more alien 
from human sympathies, than the tombs of the Appian Way, with their 
gigantic height, breadth, and solidity, defying time and the elements, and 
far too mighty to be demolished by an ordinary earthquake Here you 
may see a modern dwelling, and a garden with its vines and olive-trees 
peiched on the lofty dilapidation of a tomb, which forms a precipice of 
fifty feet in depth on each of the four sides There is a home on that fu- 
nereal mound, where generations of children have been born, and succes- 
sive lives been spent, undisturbed by the ghost of the stern Roman whose 
ashes were so preposterously burdened Other sepulchres wear a crown of 
grass, shrubbery, and forest-trees, which throw out a bioad sweep of 
branches, having had time, twice over, to be a thousand years of age On 
one of them stands a towei, which, though immemorially more modem 
than the tomb, was itself built by immemorial hands, and is now rifted 
quite from top to bottom by a vast fissure of decay, the tomb-hillock, its 
foundation, being still as firm as ever, and likely to endure until the last 
trump shall rend it wnde asunder, and summon forth its unknown dead 

Yes, its unknown dead^ For, except in one or two doubtful instances, 
these mountainous sepulchral edifices have not availed to keep so much 
as the bare name of an individual or a family from oblivion Ambitious of 
everlasting remembrance, as they were, the slumberers might just as well 
have gone quietly to rest, each in his pigeon-hole of a columbarium, or un- 
der his little green hillock, in a graveyard, without a headstone to mark 
the spot It is rather satisfactory than otherwise, to think that all these 
idle pains have turned out so utterly abortive 
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About two miles, oi more, from the city-gate, and right upon the road- 
side, Kenyon passed an immense round pile, sepulchral m its original pur- 
poses, like those already mentioned It w^as built of great blocks of hewn 
stone, on a vast, square foundation of rough, agglomerated material, such 
as composes the mass of all the other ruinous tombs But whatever might 
be the cause, it was m a far better state of preservation than tliey. On its 
broad summit rose the battlements of a meducval fortress, out of the 
midst of which (so long since had time begun to crumble the supple- 
mental structure, and cover it wnth soil, by means of vayside dust) grew 
trees, bushes, and thick festoons of ivy This tomb of a ivoman had be- 
come the citadel and donjon-keep of a castle, and all the care that Cecilia 
Metella’s husband could bestow, to secure endless peace for her beloved 
relics, had only sufficed to make that handful of precious ashes the nu- 
cleus of battles, long ages after her death 

A little beyond this point, the sculptor turned aside from the Appian 
Way, and directed his course across the Campagna, guided by tokens 
that were obvious only to himself On one side of him, but at a distance, 
the Claudian aqueduct was striding over fields and water-courses Before 
him, many miles aw^ay, with a blue atmosphere between, rose the Alban 
hills, brilliantly silvered w’lth snow and sunshine 

He was not without a companion A buffalo-calf, that seemed shy and 
sociable by the self-same impulse, had begun to miike acquaintance with 
him, from the moment when he left the road This frolicsome creature 
gambolled along, now before, now behind , standing a moment to gaze at 
him, with wild, curious eyes, he leaped aside and shook his shaggy head, 
as Kenyon advanced too nigh, then, after loitering m the rear, he came 
galloping up, like a charge of cavalry, but halted, all of a sudden, when 
the sculptor turned to look, and bolted across the Campagna, at the slight- 
est signal of nearer approach The young sportive thing, Kenyon half 
fancied, was serving him as a guide, like the heifer that led Cadmus to 
the site of his destined city, for, in spite of a hundred vagaries, his gen- 
eral course was m the right direction, and along by several objects which 
the sculptor had noted as landmarks of his way 

In this natural intercourse with a rude and healthy form of animal life, 
there was something that wonderfully revived Kenyon’s spirits The warm 
rays of the sun, too, were wholesome for him in body and soul , and so 
w^as a breeze that bestirred itself occasionally, as if for the sole purpose of 
breathing upon his cheek, and dymg softly away, when he w'ould fain 
have felt a little more decided kiss This shy, but loving breeze reminded 
him strangely of what Hilda’s deportment had sometimes been towards 
himself 

The weather had very much to do, no doubt, with these genial and de- 
lightful sensations, that made the sculptor so happy w'lth mere life, in 
spite of a head and heart full of doleful thoughts, anxieties, and fears, 
which ought in all reason to have depressed him It was like no weather 
that exists an5nvhere, save in Paradise and in Italy, certainly not in 
America, where it is always too strenuous on the side either of heat oi 
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cold Young as the season was, and wintry as it would have been under a 
more rigid sky, it lesembled summer lather than what we New-Englanders 
recognize m-our idea of spiing But there was an indescribable somethin^ 
sweet, fresh, and remotely affectionate, which the matronly summer loses 
and which thrilled, and, as it were, tickled Kenyon’s heart with a feeling 
partly of the senses, yet far more a spiritual delight In a word, it was as 
if Hilda’s delicate breath were on his cheek 
Aftei walking at a brisk pace foi about half an hour, he reached a spot 
where an excavation appeared to have been begun, at some not very dis- 
tant peiiod There was a hollow space in the earth, looking exceedingly 
like a deserted cellar, being enclosed within old subterranean walls, con- 
structed of thin Roman bricks, and made accessible by a nariow flight of 
stone steps A suburban villa had probably stood over this site, m the im- 
perial days of Rome, and these might have been the rums of a bath-room, 
or some othei apartment that was required to be wholly or partly under 
ground A spade can scarcely be put into that soil, so rich in lost and for- 
gotten things, without hitting upon some discovery which would attract 
all eyes, in any other land If you dig but a little way, you gather bits of 
precious marble, coins, rings, and engraved gems, if you go deeper, you 
break into columbaria, or into sculptuied and richly frescoed apartments 
that look like festive halls, but were only sepulchres 
The sculptor descended into the cellar-like cavity, and sat down on a 
block of stone His eagerness had brought him thither sooner than the 
appointed hour The sunshine fell slantwise into the hollow, and hap- 
pened to be resting on what Kenyon at fiist took to be a shapeless fiag- 
ment of stone, possibly marble, whicli was partly concealed by the crum- 
bling down of earth 

But his practised eye was soon aware of something artistic m this rude 
object To relieve the anxious tedium of his situation, he cleared away 
some of the soil, winch seemed to have fallen very recently, and discov- 
ered a headless figure of marble It was earth-stained, as well it might be, 
and had a slightly corroded surface, but at once impressed the sculptor as 
a Greek production, and wonderfully delicate and beautiful The head 
was gone, both arms w^ere broken off at the elbow Protruding from the 
loose earth, however, Kenyon beheld the fingers of a marble hand, it was 
still appended to its arm, and a little further search enabled him to find 
the other Placing these limbs in what the nice adjustment of the fractures 
proved to be their true position, the poor, fragmentary woman forthwith 
showed that she retained her modest instincts to the last She had per- 
ished With them, and snatched them back at the moment of revival For 
these long-buried hands immediately disposed themselves in the manner 
that nature prompts, as the antique artist knew, and as all the world has 

seen, in the Venus de’ Medici , , , 

‘‘What a discovery is here'” thought Kenyon to himself I seek for 
Hilda, and find a marble woman' Is the omen good or ilP 

In a corner of the excavation lay a small round block of stone, much in- 
crusted with earth that had dried and hardened upon it So, at least, you 
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would have described this object, until the sculptor lifted it, turned it 
hither and thither in his hands, brushed off the clinging soil, and finally 
placed It on the slender neck of the newly discovered statue The effect 
was magical It immediately lighted up and vivified the whole figure, en- 
doi;Mng it with personality, soul, and intelligence The beautiful Idea at 
once asserted its immortality, and converted that heap of forlorn frag- 
ments into a whole, as perfect to the mind, if not to the eye, as when the 
new marble gleamed with snowy lustre, nor was the impression marred by 
the earth that still hung upon the exquisitely gi aceful limbs, and even 
filled the lovely crevice of the lips Kenyon cleared it away from between 
them, and almost deemed himself rewarded with a living smile 

It was either the prototype or a better repetition of the Venus of the 
Tribune But those who have been dissatisfied with the small head, the 
narrow, soulless face, the button-hole eyelids, of that famous statue, and 
its mouth such as nature never moulded, should see the genial breadth of 
, this far nobler and sweeter countenance It is one of the few works of an- 
tique sculpture in which we recognize womanhood, and that, moreover, 
without prejudice to its divinity 

Here, then, was a treasure for the sculptor to have found ! How hap- 
pened it to be lying there, beside its grave of twenty centuries^ Why were 
not the tidings of its discovery already noised abroad? The world was 
iicher than yesterday, by something far more precious than gold For- 
gotten beauty had come back, as beautiful as ever , a goddess had risen 
from her long slumber, and was a goddess still Another cabinet m the 
Vatican was destined to shine as lustrously as that of the Apollo Belve- 
dere , or, if the aged pope should resign his claim, an emperor would woo 
this tender marble, and win her as proudly as an imperial bride' 

Such were the thoughts with which Kenyon exaggerated to himself the 
importance of the newly discovered statue, and strove to feel at least a 
portion of the interest which this event would have inspired m him a lit- 
tle while before But, m reality, he found it difficult to fix his mind upon 
the subject He could hardly, we fear, be reckoned a consummate artist, 
because there was something dearer to him than his art, and, by the 
greater strength of a human affection, the divine statue seemed to fall 
asunder again, and become only a heap of worthless fragments 

While the sculptor sat listlessly gazing at it, there was a sound of small 
hoofs, clumsily galloping on the Campagna, and, soon, his fiisky ac- 
quaintance, the buffalo-calf, came and peeped over the edge of the exca- 
vation Almost at the same moment, he heard voices, which approached 
nearer and nearer , a man’s voice, and a feminine one, talking the musical 
tongue of Italy Besides the hairy visage of his four-footed friend, Ken- 
yon now saw the figures of a peasant and a contadina, malcmg gestures of 
salutation to him, on the opposite verge of the hollow space* 
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CHAPTER XL VII 

J 

The Peasant and Contadina 

They descended into the excavation a young peasant, m the short blue 
jacket, the small-clothes buttoned at the knee, and buckled shoes, that 
compose one of the ugliest dresses ever worn by man, except the wearer’s 
form have a grace which any garb, or the nudity of an antique statue, 
would equally set off, and, hand in hand with him, a village girl, m one of 
those brilliant costumes largely kindled up with scarlet, and decorated 
OTth gold embroider3q in wdiich the contadinas an ay themselves on feast- 
days But Kenyon was not deceived, he had recognized the voices of his 
friends, indeed, even before then disguised figures came between him and 
the sunlight Donatello was the peasant, the contadina, with the airy 
smile, half mirthful, tliough it shone out of melancholy eyes,- was 
Miriam, 

They both greeted the sculptor with a familiar kindness which remind 
ed him of the daj's when Hilda and they and he had lived so happily to- 
gether, befoie the nij^sleiious adventure of the catacomb What a succes- 
sion of sinister events had followed one spectral figuie out of that gloomy 
labjnnnth 

“It is carnival time, you know,” said Miriam, as if m explanatioh of 
Donatello’s and hei own costume “Do you remember how merrily w'e 
spent the Carnival, last yeai ?” 

“It seems man}'’ years ago,” replied Kenyon “We are all so changed' ” 

When individuals appioach one another with deep purposes on both 
sides, they seldom come at once to the mattei which they have most at 
heart They dread the electric shock of a too sudden contact with it A 
natural impulse leads them to steal gradually onward, hiding themselves, 
as It were, behind a closer, and still a closer topic, until they stand face to 
face with the true point of interest Miriam was conscious of this impulse, 
and partially obeyed it 

“So, your instincts as a sculptor have brought you into the presence of 
our newly discovered statue,” she observed “It is not beautifuP A far 
truer image of immortal ivomanhood than the poor little damsel at Flor- 
ence, world-famous though she be ” 

“Most beautiful,” said Kenyon, casting an indifferent glance at the 
Venus “The time has been lyhen the sight of this statue would have been 
enough to make the day memorable ” 

“And will it not do so, now"^” Miriam asked “I fancied so, indeed, 
when we discovered it two days ago It is Donatello’s prize We were sit- 
ting here together, planning an interview with you, when his keen eyes 
detected the fallen goddess, almost entirely buried under that heap oi 
earth, which the clumsy excavators showered down upon her, I suppose 
We congratulated ourselves, chiefly for your sake The eyes of us three 
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are the only ones to which she has yet revealed herself Does it not fright- 
en you a little, like the apparition of a lovely woman that lived of old, 
and has long lam in the grave?” 

“Ah, Miriam' I cannot respond to you,” said the sculptor, with irre- 
pressible impatience “Imagination and the love of art have both died 
out of me ” 

“Miriam,” interposed Donatello, with gentle gravity, “why should we 
keep our friend in suspense? We know what anxiety he feels Let us give 
him what intelligence we can ” 

“You are so direct and immediate, my beloved friend' ” answered Mir- 
iam with an unquiet smile “There are several reasons why I should like 
to play round this matter a little while, and cover it with fanciful 
thoughts, as we strew a grave with flowers ” 

“A grave' ” exclaimed the sculptor 

“No grave m which your heart need be buried,” she replied, “you have 
no such calamity to dread But I linger and hesitate, because every word 
I speak brings me nearer to a crisis from which I shrink Ah, Donatello' 
let us live a little longer the life of these last few days ' It is so bright, so 
airy, so childlike, so without either past or future! Here, on the wild 
Campagna, you seem to have found, both for yourself and me, the life 
that belonged to you in early youth, the sweet irresponsible life which 
you inherited from your mythic ancestry, the Fauns of Monte Beni Our 
stern and black reality will come upon us speedily enough But, first, a 
brief time more of this strange happiness ” 

“I dare not Imgei upon it,” answered Donatello, with an expression 
that reminded the sculptor of the gloomiest days of his remorse at Monte 
Beni “I dare to be so happy as you have seen me, only because I have 
felt the time to be so brief ” 

“One day, then' ” pleaded Miriam “One more day in the wild freedom 
of this sweet-scented air ” 

“Well, one more day,” said Donatello, smiling, and his smile touched 
Kenyon with a pathos beyond words, there being gayety and sadness both 
melted into it, “but here is Hilda’s friend, and our own Comfort him, at 
least, and set his heart at rest, since you have it partly in your power ” 

“Ah, surely he might endure his pangs a little longer'” cried Miriam, 
turning to Kenyon with a tricksy, fitful kind of mirth, that served to hide 
some solemn necessity, too sad and serious to be looked at m its naked 
aspect “You love us both, I think, and will be content to suffer for our 
sakes, one other day Do I ask too much?” 

“Tell me of Hilda,” replied the sculptor, “tell me only that she is safe, 
and keep back what else you will ” 

“Hilda IS safe,” said Miriam “There is a Providence purposely for 
Hilda, as I remember to have told you long ago But a great trouble an 
evil deed, let us acknowledge it has spread out its dark branches so 
widely, that the shadow falls on innocence as well as guilt There was 
one slight link that connected your sweet Hilda with a crime which it 
was her unhappy fortune to witness, but of which I need not say she was 
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as guiltless as the angels that looked out of heaven, and saw it too No 
matter, now, what the consequence has been You shall have your lost 
Hilda bade, and who knows peihaps tenderer than she was ” 

“But when will she leturn?” persisted the sculptor, “tell me the when, 
and where, and how' ” 

“A little patience Do not press me so,” said Miriam, and again Ken- 
yon was struck by the spntelike, fitful characteristic of her manner, and 
a soit of hysteiic gayetjq which seemed to be a will-o’-the-wisp from a 
sorrow stagnant at her heart “You have moie time to spare than I First, 
listen to something that I have to tell We will talk of Hilda by and by ” 

Then Miriam spoke of her own life, and told facts that threw a gleam 
of light over many things which had perplexed the sculptor m all his 
previous knowledge of her She described herself as springing from Eng- 
lish paientage, on the mother’s side, but with a vein, likewise, of Jewish 
blood, yet connected, through her father, with one of those few princely 
families of Southern Italy, which still retain gieat wealth and influence 
And she revealed a name, at which her auditor started, and grew pale, for 
it was one tliat, onl}’’ a few j^eais before, had been famihai to the world 
m connection with a m3^sterious and terrible event The reader if he 
thmk it worth while to recall some of the strange incidents which have 
been talked of, and forgotten, within no long time past will remember 
Miriam’s name 

“You shudder at me, I perceive,” said Miriam, suddenly interrupting 
her narrative 

“No, you w^erc innocent,” replied the sculptor “I shudder at the fatal- 
ity that seems to haunt your footsteps, and throw's a shadow of crime 
about your path, you being guiltless ” 

“There was such a fatality,” said Miriam, “yes, the shadow fell upon 
me, innocent, but I went astray in it, and wandered as Flilda could tell 
you into crime ” 

She went on to say, that, while yet a child, she had lost her English 
mother From a very early period of her life, there had been a contract of 
betrothal betw'een herself and a certain marchese, the representative of 
another branch of her paternal house, a family arrangement between 
two persons of disproportioned ages, and in w'hich feeling went for noth- 
ing Most Italian girls of noble rank w'ould have yielded themselves to 
such a marriage, as an affair of course But there was something m Mir- 
iam’s blood, m her mixed race, in her recollections of her mother, some 
characteristic, finally, in her own nature, which had given her freedom 
of thought, and force of will, and made this prearranged connection 
odious to her Moreover, the character of her destined husband would 
have been a sufficient and insuperable objection, for it betrayeci traits so 
evil, so treacherous, so vile, and yet so strangely subtle, as could only be 
accounted for by the insanity which often develops itself m old, close-kept 
races of men, when long unmixed with newer blood Reachir^ the age 
when the marriage contract should have been fulfilled, Miriam had utter- 
ly repudiated it 
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Some time afterwards had occurred that terrible event to which Mir- 
iam had alluded, when she revealed her name, an event, the frightful and 
; mysterious circumstances of which will recur to many minds, but of 
I which few or none can have found for themselves a satisfactory explana- 
^ tion It only concerns the present nariative, inasmuch as the suspicion of 
being at least an accomplice in the crime fell darkly and directly upon 
Miriam herself 

‘‘But you know that I am innocent!” she cried, interrupting herself 
again, and looking Kenyon m the face 

“I know it by my deepest consciousness,” he answered, “and I know it‘ 
by Hilda’s trust and entire affection, wdiich you never could have won 
had you been capable of guilt ” 

“That IS sure ground, indeed, for pronouncing me innocent,” said Mir- 
iam with the tears gushing into her eyes “Yet I ha\e since become a hor- 
ror to your samt-like Hilda, by a crime wdiich she herself saw me help to 
perpetrate ' ” 

She proceeded with hei story The great influence of her family con- 
nections had shielded her from some of the consequences of her imputed 
guilt But, in her despaii, she had fled from home, and had surrounded her 
flight with such circumstances as rendered it the most proliable conclu- 
sion that she had committed suicide Miriam, however, was not of the 
feeble nature ivhich takes advantage of that obvious and poor resource in 
earthly difficulties She flung herself upon the world, and speedily cieated 
a new sphere, m wdiich Hilda’s gentle purity, the sculptor’s sensibility, 
clear thought, and genius, and Donatello’s genial simplicity, had gnen 
her almost her first experience of happiness Then came that ill-omened 
adventure of the catacomb The spectral figure which she encountered 
there was the evil fate that had haunted her through life 

Looking back upon what had happened, jMiriam observed, she now 
consideied him a madman Insanity must have been mixed up with his 
original composition, and developed by those very acts of depravity 
which it suggested, and still more intensified, by the remorse that ulti- 
mately followed them Nothing was stranger in his dark career than the 
penitence which often seemed to go hand in hand with crime Since his 
death, she had ascertained that it finally led him to a convent, w'here his 
severe and self-inflicted penance had even acquired him the reputation of 
unusual sanctity, and had been the cause of his enjoying greater freedom 
than IS commonly allowed to monks 

“Need I tell you more?” asked Miriam, after proceeding thus far “It is 
still a dim and dreary mystery, a gloomy twnlight mto which I guide you, 
but possibly you may catch a glimpse of much that I myself can explain 
only by conjecture At all events, you can comprehend w'hat my situation 
must have been, after that fatal interview in the catacomb My persecutor 
had gone thither for penance, but followed me forth wnth fresh impulses 
to crime He had me m his power Mad as he was, and wicked as he was. 
With one word he could have blasted me in the belief of all the world In 
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your belief too, and Hilda’s! Even Donatello would have shiunk from me 
vitli horror'” 

‘‘Never,” said Donatello, “my instinct would have known you inno- 
cent ” 

“Hilda and Donatello and myself, ve three would have acquitted 
you.” said Kenyon, “let the world say what it might Ah, Miriam, you 
should have told us this sad stor}’' sooner ' ” 

“I thought often of revealing it to you,” answeied Miriam, “on one 
^occasion, especially, it was after 3^11 had showm me youi Cleopatra, it 
seemed to leap out of my heart, and got as fai as my very lips But finding 
you cold to accept my confidence, I tliiust it back again Had I obeyed 
my first impulse, all w ould ha\ e tinned out differently ” 

‘‘And Hilda!” resumed the sculptor “AVhat can have been hei connec- 
tion with these dark incidents?” 

“She will, doubtless, tell 3^11 with her owm lips,” replied Miriam 
“Through sources of infoimation winch I possess m Rome, I can assure 
3'ou of her safet3* In two da3s moie by the help of the special Provi- 
dence that, as I love to tell you, watches ovei Hilda she shall rejoin 
you ” 

“Still tw 0 da3's more ' ” mui mured the sculptoi 

“Ah, 30U are ciuel now ' l^Ioie cuiel than 3^011 know^'” exclaimed Mn- 
lam, w'Jlh another gleam of that fantastic, fitful gayety, which had more 
than once marked hei manner, duiing this inteiview “Spare youi poor 
friends'” 

“I know' not wiiat you mean, IMii lam,” said Kenyon 

“No matter she replied, “3'ou will understand heieafter But could 
you think it? Here is Donatello haunted v ith strange remoise, and an 
unmitigable resohe to obtain wiiat he deems justice upon himself He 
fancies, wnth a kind of direct simplicity, winch I have vainly tried to com- 
bat, that, wiien a w'rong has lieen done, the doer is bound to submit him- 
self to wiiatsoever tribunal takes cognizance of such things, and abide its 
judgment I ha\e assured him that there is no such thing as earthty jus- 
tice, and especiall3' none here, under the head of Christendom 

“We will not argue the point again,” said Donatello, smiling “I have 
no head for argument, but only a sense, an impulse, an instinct, I believe, 
which sometimes leads me right But wiiy do we talk now of w'hat may 
make us sorrowful? There are still two days more Let us be happy'” 

It appeared to Kenyon that since he last saw Donatello, some of the 
sw'eet and deLghtful characteristics of the antique Faun had retained to 
him There were slight, careless graces, pleasant and simple peculiarities, 
that had been obliteiated by the heavy grief through which he was pass- 
ing at Monte Beni, and out of which he had hardly emerged, when the 
sculptor parted with Miriam and him beneath the bronze pontiff s out- 
stretched hand These happy blossoms had now reappeared A playful- 
ness came out of his heait, and glimmered like firelight in his actions, 
alternating, or even closely intermingled, with profound sympathy and 
serious thought 
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“Is he not beautiful?” said Miriam, watching the sculptor’s eye as it 
dwelt admiringly on Donatello “So changed, yet still, in a deeper sense, 
so much the same' He has travelled in a circle, as all things heavenly and 
earthly do, and now comes back to his original Self, with an inestimable 
treasure of improvement won from an experience of pain How wonderful 
IS this' I tremble at my own thoughts, yet must needs probe them to their 
depths Was the crime m which he and I were wedded was it a bless- 
ing, in that strange disguise? Was it a means of education, bringing a 
simple and imperfect nature to a point of feeling and intelligence w’hich it 
could have reached under no othei discipline?” 

“You stir up deep and perilous matter, Miriam,” replied Kenyon “I 
dare not follow you into the unfathomable abysses W’hither you are 
tending ” 

“Yet there is a pleasure m them' I delight to brood on the verge of this 
great mystery,” returned she “The story of the fall of man' Is it not re- 
peated m our romance of Monte Beni? And may we follow the analogy 
yet further? Was that very sm, into which Adam precipitated himself 
and all his race, was it the destined means by which, over a long path- 
way of toil and sorrow, we are to attain a higher, brighter, and profound- 
er happiness, than our lost birthright gave? Will not this idea account 
for the permitted existence of sm, as no other theory can?” 

“It IS too dangerous, Miriam' I cannot follow you'” repeated the 
sculptor “Mortal man has no right to tread on the ground where you now 
set your feet ” 

“Ask Hilda what she thinks of it,” said Miriam, with a thoughtful 
smile “At least, she might conclude that sm which man chose instead of 
good has been so beneficently handled by omniscience and omnipotence, 
that, whereas our dark enemy sought to destroy us by it, it has really be 
come an instrument most effective in the education of intellect and soul ” 

Miriam paused a little longer among these meditations, which the 
sculptor, rightly felt to be so perilous, she tlien pressed his hand, m token 
of farewell 

“The day after to-morrow,” said she, “an hour before sunset, go to the 
Corso, and stand in front of the fifth house on your left, beyond the An- 
tonine column You will learn tidings of a friend ” 

Kenyon would have besought her for more definite intelligence, but 
<=he shook her head, put her finger on her lips, and turned away with an 
Illusive smile The fancy impressed him, that she, too, like Donatello, had 
reached a wayside paradise, m their mysterious hfe-journey, where they 
both threw down the burden of the before and after, and, except for this 
interview with himself, were happy in the flitting moment Today, Dona- 
tello was the sylvan Faun, to-day, Miriam was his fit companion, a 
Nymph of grove or fountain, to-morrow, a remorseful man and woman, 
linked by a marriage-bond of crime, they would set forth towards an 
inevitable goal. 
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CHAPTER XLVllI 

A Scene in the Corso 

On the appointed afternoon, Kenyon failed not to make his appearance 
in the Corso, and at an hour much earlier than Miriam had named 

It was carnival time The merriment of this famous festival was in full 
progress, and the stately avenue of the Corso was peopled with hundreds 
of fantastic shapes, some of which probably represented the mirth of an- 
cient times, surviving through all manner of calamity, ever since the days 
of the Roman Empire For a few afternoons of early spring, this mouldy 
gayety strays into the sunshine, all the remainder of the year, it seems to 
be shut up in the catacombs or some other sepulchral storehouse of the 
past 

Besides these hereditary foims, at which a hundred generations have 
laughed, there were others of modern date, the humorous effluence of the 
day that was now passing It is a day, however, and an age, that appears 
to be remarkably barren, when compared with the prolific originality of 
former times, in productions of a scenic and ceremonial chaiacter, wheth- 
er grave or gay To own the truth, the Carnival is alive, this present year, 
only because it has existed through centuries gone by It is traditionary, 
not actual If decrepit and melancholy Rome smdes, and laughs broadly, 
indeed, at carnival time, it is not in the old simplicity of real mirth, but 
with a half-conscious effort, like our self-deceptive pretence of jollity at a 
threadbare joke Whatever it may once have been, it is now but a narrow 
stream of merriment, noisy of set purpose, running along the middle of 
the Corso, through the solemn heart of the decayed city, without extend- 
mg its shallow influence on either side Nor, even within its own limits, 
does it affect the mass of spectators, but only a comparatively few, in 
street and balcony, who carry on the warfare of nosegays and counterfeit 
sugar-plums The populace look on with staid composure, the nobility 
and priesthood take little or no part in the matter, and, but for the hordes 
of Anglo-Saxons who annually take up the flagging mirth, the Carnival 
might long ago have been swept away, with the snow-drifts of confetti 
that whiten all the pavement 

No doubt, however, the worn-out festival is still new to the youthful 
and light-hearted, who make the worn-out world itself as fresh as Adam 
found it on his first forenoon in Paradise It may be only age and care 
that chill the life out of its grotesque and airy not, with the impertinence 
of their cold criticism. 

Kenyon, though young, had care enough within his bieast to render 
the Carnival the emptiest of mockeries Contrasting the stern anxiety of 
his present mood with the frolic spirit of the preceding year, he fancied 
that so much trouble had, at all events, brought wisdom in its tram But 
there is a wisdom that looks grave, and sneers at merriment , and again a 
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deepei wisdom, that stoops to be gay as often as occasion serves, and 
oftenest avails itself of shallow and trifling grounds of mirth , because, if 
we wait for more substantial ones, we seldom can be gay at all Therefore, 
had it been possible, Kenyon would have done well to mask himself m 
some Wild, hairy visage, and plunge into the throng of other maskers, as 
at the Carnival before Then, Donatello had danced along the Corso in 
all the equipment of a Faun, doing the part with wonderful felicity of exe- 
cution, and revealing furry ears, which looked absolutely real , and Mir- 
iam had been, alternately, a lady of the antique regime, m powder and 
brocade, and the prettiest peasant-girl of the Campagna, in the gayest of 
costumes , while Hilda, sitting demurely m a balcony, had hit the sculptor 
with a single rose-bud, so sweet and fresh a bud that he knew at once 
whose hand had flung it 

These were all gone, all those dear friends whose sympathetic mirth 
had made him gay Kenyon felt as if an interval of many years had passed 
since the last Carnival He had grown old, the nimble jollity was tame, 
and the maskers dull and heavy, the Corso was but a narrow and shabby 
street of decaying palaces, and even the long, blue streamer of Italian 
sky, above it, not half so brightly blue as formerly 

Yet, if he could have beheld the scene with his deal, natural eyesight, 
he might still have found both merriment and splendor in it Everywhere, 
and all day long, there had been tokens of the festival, m the baskets 
brimming over with bouquets, for sale at the street-corners, or borne 
about on people’s heads, while bushels upon bushels of variously colored 
confetti were displayed, looking just lilce veritable sugar-plums, so that a 
stranger would have imagined that the whole commerce and business of 
stern old Rome lay m flowers and sweets And, now, in the sunny after- 
noon, there could hardly be a spectacle more picturesque than the vista of 
that noble street, stretching into the interminable distance between two 
rows of lofty edifices, from every window of which, and many a balcony, 
flaunted gay and gorgeous carpets, bright silks, scarlet cloths with rich 
golden fringes, and Gobelin tapestry, still lustrous witli varied hues, 
though the product of antique looms Each separate palace had put on a 
gala-dress, and looked festive for the occasion, whatever sad or guilty se- 
cret it might hide within Every window, moreover, was alive with the 
faces of women, rosy girls, and children, all kindled into brisk and mirth- 
ful expression, by the incidents in the street below In the balconies that 
projected along the palace fronts stood groups of ladies, some beautiful, 
all richly dressed, scattering forth their laughter, shrill, yet sweet, and 
the musical babble of their voices, to thicken into an airy tumult over the 
heads of common mortals 

All these innumerable eyes looked down into the street, the whole ca- 
pacity of which was thronged with festal figures, m such fantastic variety 
that it had taken centuries to contrive them, and through the midst of 
the mad, merry stream of human life, rolled slowly onward a never-end- 
ing procession of all the vehicles in Rome, from the ducal carriage, with 
the powdered coachman high in front, and the three golden lackeys, 
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dinging in the rear, down to the rustic cart drawn by its single donkey 
Among this various crowd, at windows and in balconies, in cart cab, ba- 
rouche, or gorgeous equipage, or bustling to and fro afoot, there v!as a 
sympathy of nonsense, a true and genial brotherhood and sisterhood 
based on the honest purpose and a wise one, too of being foolish, all 
together The sport of mankind, like its deepest earnest, is a battle’ so 
these festive people fought one another with an ammunition of sugar- 
plums and flowers 

Not that they were veritable sugar-plums, however, but something that 
lesembled them only as the apples of Sodom look like better fiuit They 
were concocted mostly of lime, with a gram of oat, or some other v 01 Ih- 
less kernel, in the midst Besides the hail-storm of confetti, the combat- 
/ ants threw handfuls of flour or lime into the air, where it hung.like smoke 
over a battle-field, or, descending, whitened a black coat 01 priestly lobe, 
and made the curly locks of youth irreverently hoary 

At the same time with this acrid contest of quicklime, which caused 
much effusion of tears from suffering eyes, a gentler warfare of flowers 
was carried on, principally between knights and ladies Originally, no 
, doubt, when this pretty custom was first instituted, it may have had a 
sincere and modest import Each youth and damsel, gathering bouquets 
of field-flowers, or the sweetest and fairest that grew in their own gar- 
dens, all fresh and virgin blossoms, flung them, with true aim, at the one, 
or few, whom they regarded wnth a sentiment of shy partiality at least, if 
not with love Often, the lover in the Corso may thus have received fiom 
his bright mistress, in her father’s princely balcony, the first sweet intima- 
tion that his passionate glances had not stiuck against a heart of marble 
What more appropriate mode of suggesting her tender secret could a 
maiden find than by the soft hit of a rose-bud against a young man’s 
cheek 

This was the pastime and the earnest of a more innocent and homelier 
age Nowadays, the nosegays are gathered and tied up by sordid hands, 
chiefly of the most ordinary flowers, and are sold along the Corso, at 
mean price, yet more than such venal things are worth Buying a basket- 
ful, you find them miserably wilted, as if they had flowm hither and thith- 
er through two or three carnival days already, muddy, too, having been 
fished up from the pavement, where a hundred feet have trampled on 
them You may see throngs of men and boys w'ho thrust themselves be- 
neath the horses’ hoofs to gather up bouquets that were aimed amiss from 
balcony and carriage , these they sell again, and yet once more, and ten 
times over, defiled as they all are with the wicked filth of Rome 

Such are the flowery favors the fragrant bunches of sentiment 
fly betw'een cavalier and dame, and back again, from one end of the Corse 
to the other Perhaps they may s5mibolize, more aptly than w'as intended, 
the poor, battered, wilted hearts of those who fling them , hearts w hich 
crumpled and crushed by former possessors, and stained ^^th various 
mishap have been passed from hand to hand along the muddy stree ' 
Way of life, instead of being treasured in one faithful bosom 



S44 THE WORKS OF HAWTIIOPNE 

These venal and polluted flowers, therefore, and those deceptive bon- 
bons, are types of the small reality that still subsists in the observance of 
the Carnival. Yet the government seemed to imagine that there might be 
excitement enough, wild mirth, perchance, following its antics beyond 
law, and frisking fiom fi olic into earnest, to i endcr it expedient to guard 
the Corso with an imposing show of military power Besides the ordinary 
force of gendarmes, a strong patrol of papal dragoons, in steel helmets and 
white cloaks, were stationed at all the stieet-corners Detachments of 
French infantry stood by then stacked muskets in the Pia/za del Popolo, 
at one extremity of the couise, and before the palace of the Austrian em- 
bassy, at the other, and by the column of Antoninus, midway between 
Had that chained tiger-cat, the Roman populace, shown only so much as 
the tip of his claw^s, the sabres w’ould have been flashing and the bullets 
whistling, in light earnest, among the combatants who now pelted one an- 
other wnth mock sugar-plums and wilted flowers 

But, to do the Roman people justice, they were restrained by a better 
safeguaid than the sabre or the bayonet, it wxis their own gentle courtesy, 
which imparted a sort of sacredness to the hereditary festival. At first 
sight of a spectacle so fantastic and c\tra\agant, a cool observer might 
have imagined the whole town gone mad, but, in the end, he would see 
that all this apparently unbounded license is kept strictly within a limit 
of its owm, he w'ould admire a people who can so freely let loose their 
mirthful propensities, while muzzling those fiercer ones that tend to mis- 
chief Everybody seemed lawless, nobody was rude If any reveller over- 
stepped the mark, it was sure to be no Roman, but an Englishman or an 
Ameiican, and even the rougher play of this Gotliic race was still soft- 
ened by the insensible influence of a moral atmospheie more delicate, in 
some respects, than w'e breathe at home Not that, after all, we like the 
fine Italian spirit better than our own, popular rudeness is sometimes the 
symptom of rude moral health But, w'here a Carniv al is in question, it 
would probably pass off more decorousl3g as w ell as more airily and de- 
lightfully, m Rome, than in any Anglo-Saxon city 

When Kenyon emerged from a side-lane into the Corso, the mirth was 
at its height Out of the seclusion of his own feelings, he looked foi th at 
the tapestried and damask-curtained palaces, the slow -moving, double 
line of carriages, and the motley maskers that sw’armed on foot, as if he 
were gazing through the iron lattice of a pnson-w’indow' So remote from 
the scene w^ere his sympathies, that it affected him like a thin dream, 
through the dim, extravagant material of w'hich he could discern more 
substantial objects, while too much under its control to start forth broad 
awake Just at that moment, too, there came another spectacle, making its 
way right through the masquerading thiong 

It was, first and foremost, a full band of martial music, reverberating, 
in that narrow and confined, though stately avenue, betw'een the walls of 
the lofty palaces, and roaring upward to the sky, wnth melody so pow'er- 
ful that It almost grew to discord Next came a body of cavalry and 
mounted gendarmes, with great display of military pomp They w^ere es- 
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corting a long tram of equipages, each and all of which shone as gorgeous- 
1}^ as Cinderella’s coach, ^Mth paint and gilding Like that, too, they were 
provided with coachmen, of mighty breadth, and enormously tall foot- 
men, m immense, povdered wigs, and all the splendor of gold-laced, 
three-cornered hats, and embroidered silk coats and bieeches By the old- 
fashioned magnificence of this procession, it might worthily have included 
his Holiness m person, v ith a suite of attendant Cardinals, if those sacred 
’dignitaries would kindly ha\ e lent then aid to heighten the frolic of the 
Carnhal But, for all its show of a martial escort, and its antique splen- 
dor of costume, it was but a tram of the municipal authorities of Rome, 
illusive shadows, every one, and among them a phantom, styled the 
Roman Senator, proceeding to the Capitol 
The riotous interchange of nosegays and confetti was partially sus- 
pended, vhile the procession passed One v ell-directed shot, howevei, it 
vas a double handful of povdered lime, flung by an impious New-Eng- 
lander, hit the coachman of the Roman Senatoi full m the face, and 
hurt his dignity ama 2 mgl\’’ It appealed to be his opinion, that the Re- 
public was again crumbling into rum, and that the dust of it now filled 
his nostrils, tliough, in fact, it vould hardly be distinguished from the 
official povder with vhich he vas alread}'’ plentifully bestiewii 
Willie the sculptor, vith his dreamy eyes, was taking idle note of this 
trifling circumstance, two figures pas'^ed before him, hand m hand The 
countenance of each vas coveiod vith an impenetrable black mask, but 
one seemed a peasant of the Campagna, the other, a contadma in her 
holiday costume 


CHAPTER XLIX 

A Frolic or the Carnr'al 

Thi. crovd and confusion, just at that moment, hindered the sculptoi 
from pursuing these figures, the peasant and contadma, who, indeed, 
were but two of a numerous tribe that thronged the Corso, m similar 
costume As soon as he could squeeze a passage, Kenyon tried to follmv 
in their footsteps, but quickly lost sight of them, and was thrown 
track by stopping to examine various groups of masqueraders, m which 
he fancied the objects of his search to be included He found many a sal- 
low peasant or herdsman of the Campagna, in such a dress as Donatello 
wore, many a contadma, too, brown, broad, and sturdy, in her finery of 
scarlet, and decked out with gold or coral beads, a pair of heavy ear- 
rings, a curiously wought cameo or mosaic brooch, and a silver comb or 
long stiletto among her glossy haii But those shapes of grace and beauty , 
which he sought, had vanished 
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As soon as the procession of the Senatoi had passed, the merry-makers 
resumed then antics with fresh spiiit, and the artillery of bouquets and 
sugar-plums, suspended for a moment, began anew The sculptor himself, 
being probably the most anxious and unquiet spectator theie, w'as es- 
pecially a mark foi missiles fiom all quarteis, and foi the piactical jokes 
which the license of the Cainival permits In fact, his sad and contracted 
blow so ill accorded with the scene, that the revellers might be pardoned 
for thus using him as the butt of then idle mirth, since he evidently could 
not otherwise contribute to it 

Fantastic figures, with bulbous heads, the circumference of a bushel, 
gunned enormously m his face Harlequins struck him %\ith their wooden 
swords, and appeared to expect Ins immediate transformation into some 
jollier shape A little, long-tailed, horned fiend sidled up to him, and sud- 
denly blew at him thiough a tube, enveloping our pool friend in a whole 
harvest of winged seeds A biped, with an ass’s snout, brayed close to his 
ear, ending his discoidant iipioar with a peal of human laughter Five 
strapping damsels so, at least, then petticoats bespoke them, in spite of 
an aw'ful freedom in the flourish of their legs, joined hands, and danced 
aiound him, inviting him by their gestures to peiform a hornpipe in the 
midst Released from these ga}'' persecutors, a clown in motlej' rapped him 
on the back with a blowm bladder, in which a handful of dried peas rattled 
horribly 

Unquestionably, a caie-stricken mortal has no business abroad, when 
the rest of mankind are at high carnival, they must eitlier pelt him and 
absolutely martyr him with jests, and finally bury him beneath tlie aggre- 
gate heap, or else the potency of his darker mood, because the tissue of 
human life takes a sad dye more readily than a gay one, will quell their 
holiday humors, like the aspect of a death’s-head at a banquet Only that 
w^e know Kenyon’s errand, we could hardly forgive him for venturing 
into the Coiso wuth that troubled face 

Even yet, his merry maityrdom was not half over There came along a 
gigantic female figure, seven feet high, at least, and taking up a third of 
the street’s breadth wuth the preposterously sw^elling sphere of her crino- 
line skiits Singling out the sculptoi, she began to make a ponderous as- 
sault upon his heart, throwing amorous glances at him out of her great 
goggle-eyes, offering him a vast bouquet of sunflowers and nettles, and 
soliciting his pity by all sorts of pathetic and passionate dumb-show^ Her 
suit meeting no favor, the rejected Titaness made a gesture of despair 
and rage, then suddenly drawing a huge pistol, she took aim right at the 
obdurate sculptor’s breast, and pulled the trigger The shot took effect, 
for the abominable plaything went off b}'’ a spring, like a boy’s popgun, 
covering Kenyon wuth a cloud of lime-dust, under shelter of w^hich tlie 
revengeful damsel strode away 

Heieupon, a whole host of absurd figures surrounded him pretending 
to sjrmpathize in his mishap Clowns and party-colored harlequins, 
orang-outangs, bear-headed, bull-headed, and dog-headed individuals, 
faces that would have been human, but for their enormous noses, one 
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terrific creature, with a visage right m the centre of his breast, and all 
other imaginable kinds of monstrosity and exaggeration These appari- 
tions appeared to be investigating the case, after the fashion of a coroner’s 
jury, poking their pasteboard countenances close to the sculptor’s with an 
unchangeable grin, that gave still more ludicrous effect to the comic alarm 
and sorrow of their gestures Just then, a figure came by, m a gray wig 
and rusty gown, with an inkhoin at his button-hole, and a pen behind his 
ear, he announced himself as a notary, and offered to make the last will 
and testament of the assassinated man This solemn duty, however, wa= 
mteirupted by a surgeon, who brandished a lancet, three feet long, and 
proposed to him to let him take blood 

The affair was so like a feverish dream, that Kenyon lesigned himself 
to let It take its course Fortunately the humors of the Carnival pass from 
one absurdity to another, without lingering long enough on any, to wear 
out even the slightest of them The passiveness of his demeanoi afforded 
too little scope foi such broad merriment as the masqueraders sought In 
a few moments they vanished from him, as dreams and spectres do, leav- 
ing him at liberty to pursue his quest, with no impediment except the 
ciowd that blocked up the footway 

He had not gone far vhen the peasant and tlie contadma met him 
They were still hand in hand, and appeared to be straying through the 
grotesque and animated scene, taking as little part in it as himself It 
might be because he recognized them, and knew their solemn secret, that 
the sculptor fancied a melancholy emotion to be expiessed by the very 
movement and attitudes of these two figures, and even the grasp of their 
hands, uniting them so closely, seemed to set them in a sad remoteness 
fiom the world at which they gazed 
“I rejoice to meet you,” said Kenyon 

But they looked at him through the eye-holes of their black masks, 
without answering a word 

“Pray give me a little light on the matter which I have so much, at 
heart,” said he, “if ^mu know anything of Hilda, for Heaven’s sake, 
speak'” 

Still, they were silent, and the sculptor began to imagine that he must 
have mistaken the identity of these figures, theie being such a multitude 
m similar costume Yet theie w'as no other Donatello, no other Miriam 
He felt, too, that spiritual certainty which impresses us with the presence 
of our friends, apart fiom any testimony of the senses 

“You are unkind,” resumed he, “knowing the anxiety which oppress- 
es me, not to relieve it, if in youi power ” 

The reproach evidently had its effect, for the contadma now spoke, and 
it was Miriam’s voice 

“We gave you all the light we could,” said she “You are yourself un- 
kind, though you little think how much so, to come between us at this 
hour There may be a sacred hour, even in carnival time ” 

In another state of mind, Kenyon could have been amused by the im- 
pulsiveness of this response, and a sort of vivacity that he had often noted 


THE WORKS OF HAWTHORNE 

in Miriam’s conversation But he was conscious of a profound sadness in 
her tone, overpowering its momentary irritation, and assuring him that 
a pale, tear-stained face was hidden behind her mask 
“Forgive me! ” said he 

Donatello here extended his hand, not that which -was clasping Mir- 
iam’s, and she, too, put her free one into the sculptor’s left, so that 
they were a linked circle of three, with many reminiscences and forebod- 
ings flashing through then hearts Kenyon knew intuitively that these 
once familiar friends were paiting with him, now 
“Farewell ' ” they all three said, in the same breath. 

No sooner was the w^ord spoken, than they loosed their hands, and the 
uproar of the Carnival swept like a tempestuous sea over the spot, which 
they had included within their small circle of isolated feeling 

By this interview, the sculptor had learned nothing in reference to 
Hilda, but he understood that he was to adhere to the instructions al- 
ready received, and await a solution of the mystery in some mode that he 
could not yet anticipate Passing his hands over his eyes, and looking 
about him, for the event just described had made the scene even more 
dreamlike than before, he now found himself approaching that broad 
piazza bordering on the Corso, which has for its central object the sculp- 
tured column of Antoninus It w'as not fai from this vicinity that jMiriam 
had bid him wait Struggling onward, as fast as the tide of merrj'-makers, 
setting strong against him, w'ould permit, he W’as now beyond the Palazzo 
Colonna, and began to count tlie houses The fifth w’as a palace, wnth a 
long front upon the Corso, and of stately height, but somewdiat grim with 
age 

Over its arched and pillared entrance there w^as a balcony, richly hung 
with tapestry and damask, and tenanted, for the time, bj’’ a gentleman of 
venerable aspect, and a group of ladies The white hair and whiskers of 
the former, and the wunter-roses in his cheeks, had an English look, the 
ladies, too, showed a fair-haiied Saxon bloom, and seemed to taste the 
mirth of the Carnival with the freshness of spectators to whom the scene 
was new All the party, the old gentleman wuth grave earnestness, as if he 
were defending a rampart, and his young companions witli exuberance of 
frolic, showered confetti inexhaustibly upon the passers-by 
In the rear of the balcony, a broad-brimmed, ecclesiastical beaver was 
visible An abbate, probably an acquaintance and cicerone of the Eng- 
lish family, was sitting there, and enjoying the scene, though partially 
withdrawn from view, as the decorum for his order dictated 

There seemed no better nor other course for Kenyon, than to keep 
watch at this appointed spot, waiting for whatever should happen next 
Clasping his arm around a lamp-post, to prevent being carried away by 
the turbulent stream of wayfarers, he scrutinized every face, with the idea 
that some one of them might meet his eyes with a glance of intelligence 
He looked at each mask, harlequin, ape, bulbous-headed monster, or 
anything that was absurdest, not knowing but that the messenger might 
come, even in such fantastic guise Or, perhaps, one of those quaint fig- 
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ureS; in the stately mff, the cloah, tunic, and trunk-hose, of three centuries 
ago, might bring him tidings of Hilda, out of that long-past age At times, 
his disquietude took a hopeful aspect, and he fancied that Hilda might 
come by, her own sweet self, m some shy disguise which the instinct of his 
love would be sure to penetrate Or, she might be borne past on a trium- 
phal car, like the one just now approachmg, its slow-moving wheels en- 
ciicled and spoked with foliage, and drawn by horses, that were harnessed 
and wreathed with flowers Being, at best, so far beyond the bounds of 
reasonable conjecture, he might anticipate the wildest event, or find either 
his hopes or fears disappointed m what appeared most probable 

The old Englishman and his daughters, m the opposite balcony, must 
have seen something unutterably absurd m the sculptor’s deportment, 
poring into this whirlpool of nonsense so earnestly, m quest of what was 
to make his life dark or bright Earnest people, who try to get a reality out 
of human existence, are necessarily absurd m the view of the revelleis and 
masqueraders At all events, after a good deal of mirth at the expense of 
his melancholy visage, the fair occupants of the balcony favored Kenyon 
vnth a salvo of confetti, which came rattling about him Idee a hail-storm 
Lookmg up, instinctively, he was surprised to see the abbate in the back- 
ground lean forward and give a courteous sign of recognition 

It was the same old priest with whom he had seen Hilda, at the con- 
fessional, the same with whom he had talked of her disappearance on 
meeting him m the street 

Yet, whatever might be the reason, Kenyon did not now associate this 
ecclesiastical personage with the idea of Hilda His eyes lighted on the old 
man, just for an instant, and then returned to the eddying thiong of the 
Corso, on his minute scrutiny of which depended, for aught he knew, the 
sole chance of ever finding any tiace of her There was, about this mo- 
ment, a bustle on the other side of the street, the cause of which Kenyon 
did not see, nor exert himself to discover A small party of soldiers or 
gendarmes appeared to be concerned in it, they were perhaps arresting 
some disorderly character, who, under the influence of an extra flask of 
wine, might have reeled across the mystic limitation of carnival proprie- 
ties 

The sculptor heard some people near him talking of the incident 
“That contadina, in a black mask, was a fine figure of a woman ” 

“She was not amiss,” replied a female voice, “but hei companion was 
far the handsomer figure of the two Could they be really a peasant and a 
contadina, do you imagine^” 

“No, no,” said the other “It is some frolic of the Carnival, carried a 
little tob far ” 

This conversation might have excited Kenyon’s interest, only that, 
just as the last words were spoken, he was hit by two missiles, both of a 
kind that were flying abundantly on that gay battle-field One, we are 
ashamed to say, was a cauliflower, which, flung by a young man from a 
passing carriage, came with a prodigious thump against his shoulder, the 
other was a single rose-bud, so fresh that it seemed that moment gathered 
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It flew from the opposite balcony, smote gently on his lips, ani'd fell into 
his hand He looked upward, and beheld the face of his lost Hilci.'’;il 
She was dressed m a white domino, and looked pale and bew? ildercd, 
and yet full of tender joy IMoreover, there ^\as a gleam of delicat/e mirth- 


or three 
Tiost be- 
mirthfiil 


-vhispered a 
sufficiently 
!and invited 


fulness m her eyes, which the sculptor had seen there only two 
times, in the course of their acquaintance, but thought it the i 
witching and fairy-hke of all Hilda’s expressions That soft, , 
smile caused her to melt, as it were, into the w'lld frolic of the Oirnival, 
and become not so strange and alien to the scene, as her unexp/iccted ap- 
parition must othei wuse have made her. j 

Meanwhile, the venerable Englishman and his daughters W'pre staring 
at poor Hilda in a w^ay that pioved them altogether astonishedf, as well as 
inexpressibly shocked, b}’’ her sudden intrusion into their j irivate bal- 
cony They looked, as, indeed, English people of respectal iility would, 
if an angel were to alight in then circle, without due introcjuction from 
somebody wdiom the}'’ knew, in the court abo\ e, they looked as if an un- 
pardonable libert}^ had been taken, and a suitable apology mi|st be made, 
after w'hicli, the intruder would be expected to withdraw' 

The abbate, how’ever, drew the old gentleman aside, and 
few words that served to mollif}’’ him, he bestowed on Hilda a 
benignant, though still a perplexed and questioning regard, 
her, m dumb-show, to put herself at her ease 

But, w'hoevci w'as in fault, our shy and gentle Hilda hadMreamed of 
Qo intrusion Whence she had come, or where she had been hjidden, dur- 
ing this mysterious interval, we can but impcrfccLlv surmise, jand do not 
mean, at present, to make it a matter of formal explanation with the 
reader It is better, perhaps, to fancy that she had been snatclied away to 
a land of pictuie, that she had been straying watli Claude in the golden 
light which he used to shed over his landscapes, but w'hich he could never 
have beheld wath his walung eyes till he aw'oke in the better clime We 
will imagine that, for the sake of the true simplicity wath Vv'hich she loved 
them, Hilda had been permitted, for a season, to converse w ith the great, 
departed masters of the pencil, and behold the duaner works which they 
have painted in heavenly colors Guido had shown her anothei portrait of 
Beatrice Cenci, done from the celestial life, in w'hich that forlorn mys- 
tery of the earthly countenance was exchanged for a radiant joy Peru- 
gino had allowed her a glimpse at liis easel, on wdiich she discerned w'hat 
seemed a woman’s face, but so divine, by the very depth and softness of 
its womanhood, that a gush of happy tears blinded tlie maiden’s eyes be- 
fore she had time to look Raphael had taken Hilda by the hand, that 
fine, forcible hand which Kenyon sculptured, and drawn aside the cur- 
tain of gold-frmged cloud that hung before his latest masterpiece On 
earth, Raphael painted the Transfiguration What higher scene may he 
have since depicted, not from imagination, but as revealed to his actual 
sight’ 

Neither will we retrace "the steps by which she returned to the actual 
world For the present, be it enough to say that Hilda had been sum- 
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moned forth from a secret place, and led we know not through what mys- 
terious passages, to a point where the tumult of life burst suddenly upon 
her ears She heard the tramp of footsteps, the rattle of wheels, and the 
mingled hum of a multitude of voices, with strains of music and loud 
laughter breaking through Emerging into a great, gloomy hall, a curtain 
was drawn aside, she found herself gently propelled into an open balcony, 
whence she looked out upon the festal street, with gay tapestries flaunting 
over all the palace fronts, the windows thronged with merry faces, and a 
crowd of maskers noting upon the pavement below 

Immediately, she seemed to become a portion of the scene Her pale, 
large-eyed, fragile beauty, her wondering aspect and bewildered grace, 
attracted the gaze of many, and there fell around her a shower of bou- 
quets, and bonbons freshest blossoms and sweetest sugar-plums, sw^eets 
to the sweet such as the revellers of the Carnival reserve as tributes to 
especial loveliness Hilda pressed her hand across her brow, she let her 
eyelids fall, and, lifting them again, looked through the grotesque and 
gorgeous show, the chaos of mad jollity, m quest of some object by which 
she might assure herself that the whole spectacle was not an illusion 

Beneath the balcony, she recognized a familiar and fondly remembered 
face The spirit of the hour and the scene exercised its influence over her 
quick and sensitive nature, she caught up one of the rose-buds that had 
been showered upon her, and aimed it at the sculptor It hit the mark, he 
turned his sad eyes upward, and there was Hilda, in whose gentle presence 
his own secret sorrow and the obtrusive uproar of the Carnival alike died 
away from his perception 

That night, the lamp beneath the Virgin’s shrine burned as brightly as 
if' it had never been extinguished, and though the one faithful dove had 
gone to her melancholy perch, she greeted Hilda rapturously the next 
morning, and summoned her less constant companions, whithersoever 
they had flown, to renew their homage 


CHAPTER u 

Meriam, Hilda, Kenyon, Donatello 

The gentle reader, we trust, would not thank us for one of those minute 
elucidations, which are so tedious, and, after all, so unsatisfactor}'-, in 
clearing up the romantic mysteries of a story He is too wise to insist upon 
looking closely at the wrong side of the tapestry, after the right one has 
been sufficiently displayed to him, woven wath the best of the artist’s skill, 
and cunningly arranged with a view to the harmonious exhibition of its 
colors If any brilliant, or beautiful, or even tolerable effect have been 
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produced, this pattern of kindly readers will accept it at its worth, with- 
out tearing its web apart, with the idle purpose of discovcnng how the 
threads have been knit together, for the sagacity by which he is dis- 
tinguished will long ago have taught him that any narrative of human 
action and adventure whethei we call it history or romance is certain 
to be a fragile handiwork, more easily rent than mended The actual ex- 
perience of even the most ordinary life is full of events that never explain 
themselves, either as regards their origin or their tendency 

It would be easy, from con\ ersations W'hich we have held with the 
sculptor, to suggest a clew' to tlie mystery of Hilda’s disappearance, al- 
though, as long as she lemained in Italy, there w'as a remarkable reserve 
m her communications upon this subject, ev'en to her most intimate 
friends Either a pledge of secrcc}' had been exacted, or a prudential mo- 
tive warned her not to leveal the stratagems of a religious body, or the 
secret acts of a despotic government w'hichever might be responsible in 
the present instance w'hile still w'lthm the scope of their jurisdiction. 
Possibly, she might not heisclf be fully aware w'hat pow'er had laid its 
grasp upon her person AVhat has chiefly perplexed us, however, among 
Hilda’s adventures, is tlie mode of her release, m which some inscrutable 
tyranny or othei seemed to talvC pait in the frolic of the Carnival We 
can only account for it, by supposing that the fitful and fantastic imagina- 
tion of a woman sportive, because she must otherwise be desperate 
had arranged this incident, and made it the condition of a step which her 
conscience, or the conscience of another, required her to take 
A few days after Hilda’s reappeaiance, she and the sculptor w'ere stray- 
ing together through the stieets of Rome Being deep in talk, it so hap- 
pened that tliey found themselves near the majestic, pillared portico, and 
huge, black rotundity of the Pantheon It stands almost at the central 
point of the labyrinthine intricacies of the modern city, and often pre- 
sents itself before the bewildered stranger, when he is m search of other 
objects Hilda, looking up, proposed that they should enter 

‘T nevei pass it without going in,” she said, “to pay my homage at the 
tomb of Raphael ” 

“Nor I,” said Kenyon, “without stopping to admire the noblest edifice 
which the barbarism of the early ages, and the more barbarous pontiffs 
and princes of later ones, have spared to us ” 

They went in, accordingly, and stood in the free space of that great 
circle, around which are ranged the arched recesses and stately altars, 
formerly dedicated to heathen gods, but Christianized thiough twelve 
centuries gone by The world has nothing else like the Pantheon So grand 
it is, that the pasteboard statues over the lofty cornice do not disturb the 
effect, any more than the tin crowns and hearts, the dusty artificial flow- 
ers, and all manner of trumpery gewgaws, hanging at the saintly shrines 
The rust and dingmess that have dimmed the precious marble on the 
walls, the pavement, with its great squares and rounds of porphyiy and 
granite, cracked crosswise and in a hundred directions, shownng how 
loughly the troublesome ages have trampled here, the gray dome above, 
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with its opening to the sky, as if heaven were looking down into the in- 
terior of ±is place of worship, left unimpeded for prayers to ascend the 
more freely all these things make an impression of solemnity, which St 
Peter’s itself fails to produce. 

“I thmk,” said the sculptor, “it is to the aperture in the dome that 
great Eye, gazing heavenward that the Pantheon owes the peculiarity 
of its effect It IS so heathenish, as it were, so unlike all the snugness of 
our modern civilization' Look, too, at the pavement, directly beneath the 
open space' So much ram has fallen there, in the last two thousand years, 
that it IS green with small, fine moss, such as grows over tombstones m a 
damp English churchyard ” 

“I like better,” replied Hilda, “to look at the bright, blue sky, roofing 
the edifice where the builders left it open It is very delightful, in a breezy 
day, to see the masses of white cloud float over the opening, and then the 
sunshine fall through it again, fitfully, as it does now Would it be any 
wonder if we were to see angels hovering there, partly m and partly out, 
with genial, heavenly faces, not intercepting the light, but only trans- 
muting it into beautiful colors? Look at that broad, golden beam a 
slopmg cataract of sunlight which comes down from the aperture and 
rests upon the shrine, at the right hand of the entrance' ” 

“There is a dusky picture over that altar,” observed the sculptor “Let 
us go and see if this strong illumination brings out any merit m it ” 
Approachmg the shrine, they found the picture little worth looking at, 
but could not forbear smiling, to see that a very plump and comfortable 
tabby-cat whom we ourselves have often observed haunting the Pan- 
theon had established herself on the altar, m the genial sunbeam, and 
was fast asleep among the holy tapers Their footsteps disturbing her, she 
awoke, raised herself, and sat blinking m the sun, yet with a certain dig- 
nity and self-possession, as if conscious of representing a saint 

“I presume,” remarked Kenyon, “that this is the first of the feline race 
that has ever set herself up as an object of worship, m the Pantheon or 
elsewhere, smce the days of ancient Egypt See, there is a peasant from 
the neighlioiing market, actually kneeling to her' She seems a gracious 
and benignant saint enough ” 

“Do not make me laugh,” said Hilda, reproachfully, “but help me to 
drive the creature away It distresses me to see that poor man, or any 
human being, directing his prayers so much amiss ” 

“Then, Hilda,” answered the sculptor, more seriously, “the only place 
in the Pantheon for you and me to Imeel is on the pavement beneatli the 
central aperture If we pray at a saint’s shrine, we shall give utterance to 
earthly wishes, but if we pray face to face with the Deity, we shall feel it 
impious to petition for aught that is narrow and selfish Methinks, it is 
this that makes the Cathohcs so delight m the worship of saints, they 
can bring up all their little worldly wants and whims, their individualities 
and human weaknesses, not as thmgs to be repented of, but to be hu- 
mored by the canonized humanity to which they pray Indeed, it is very 
tempting'” 
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What Hilda might have answered must be left to conjecture, for as she 
turned from the shrine, her eyes were attracted to the figure of a female 
jiemtent, kneeling on the pavement just beneath the great central eye, in 
the very spot which Kenyon had designated as the only one whence pray- 
ers should ascend The upturned face was invisible, behind a veil or mask, 
which formed a part of the garb 

^Tt cannot beP’ whispered Hilda, witli emotion “No, it cannot be! ” 

“Wrhat disturbs you?” asked Kenyon “Why do you tremble so?” 

“If it were possible,” she replied, “I should fancy that kneeling figure 
to be Miriam!” 

“As you say, it is impossible,” rejoined the sculptor “We know too well 
what has befallen both her and Donatello ” 

“Yes , it is impossible i ” repeated Hilda 

Her voice was still ti emulous, however, and she seemed unable to with- 
draw hei attention from the kneeling figure Suddenly, and as if the idea 
of Miriam had opened the w’hole volume of Hilda’s reminiscences, she 
put this question to the sculptor 

“Was Donatello really a Faun?” 

“If you had evei studied the pedigree of the far-descended heir of 
Monte Bern, as I did,” answ'ered Kenyon, with an irrepressible smile, 
“you would have retained few doubts on that point Faun or not, he had 
a genial nature, which, had the rest of mankind been in accordance witli 
it, would have made earth a paradise to our poor friend It seems the 
moral of his story, that human beings of Donatello’s character, com- 
pounded especially for happiness, have no longer any business on earth, 
or elsewhere Life has growm so sadly serious, that such men must change 
their nature, or else perish, like the antediluvian creatures, that required, 
as the condition of their existence, a more summer-like atmosphere than 
ours ” 

“I will not accept your moral! ” replied the hopeful and happy-natured 
Hilda 

“Then here is anothei , talce your choice! ” said the sculptor, remember- 
ing what Miriam had recently suggested, m reference to the same point 
“He perpetrated a great crime , and his remorse, gnawung into his soul, has 
awakened it, developing a thousand high capabilities, moral and intel- 
lectual, which we never should have dreamed of asking for, within the 
scanty compass of the Donatello whom w^e loiew ” 

‘T know not whether this is so,” said Hilda “But what then?” 

“Here comes my perplexity,” continued Kenyon “Sin has educated 
Donatello, and elevated him Is sin, then, w'hicli we deem such a dread- 
ful blackness m the universe, is it, like sorrow, merely an element of 
human education, through which w'e struggle to a higher and purer state 
than we could otherwise have attained? Did Adam fall, that we might 
ultimately rise to a far loftier paradise than his?” 

“Oh, hush' ” cried Hilda, shrinking from him with an expression of hor- 
ror which wounded the poor, speculative sculpture to the soul “This is 
terrible, and I could weep for you, if you indeed believe it Do not you 
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perceive what a mockery your creed makes, not only of all religious senti- 
ments, but of moral law? and how it annuls and obliterates whatever pre- 
cepts of Heaven are written deepest within us? You have shocked me be- 
yond words'” 

“Forgive me, Hilda! ” exclaimed the sculptor, startled by her agitation, 
“I never did believe it! But the mind wanders wild and wide, and, so 
lonely as I live and work, I have neither pole-star above nor light of cot- 
tage-wmdo\^s here below, to bring me home Were you my guide, my 
counsellor, my inmost friend, with that white wisdom which clothes you 
as a celestial garment, all would go well 0 Hilda, guide me home' ” 

“We are both lonely, both fai from home' ” said Hilda, her eyes filling 
with tears “I am a poor, •v\ealc girl, and have no such wisdom as you 
fancy in me ” 

What further may have passed between these lovers, while standing 
before the pillared shrine, and the marble hladonna that marks Raphael’s 
tomb, ^\hlU^er they had now wandered, we are unable to record But when 
the kneeling figure beneath the open eye of the Pantheon arose, she looked 
towards the pair, and extended her hands with a gesture of benediction 
Then they knew that it was Miriam They suffered her to glide out of the 
portal, however, without a gieeting, for those extended hands, even while 
they blessed, seemed to repel, as if hliriam stood on the other side of a 
fathomless abyss, and v arned them from its verge 

So Kenyon won the gentle Hilda’s shy affection, and her consent to be 
his bride Anothei hand must henceforth trim tlie lamp before the Vir- 
gin’s shiine, for Hilda was coming down from her old tower, to be her- 
self enshrined and worshipped as a household saint, in the light of her 
husband’s fireside And, now' that life had so much human promise in it, 
thej' resolved to go back to their oivn land , because the years, after all, 
have a kind of emptiness, wdien w'e spend too many of them on a foreign 
shore We defer the realit}' of life, m such cases, until a future moment, 
w'hen we shall again breathe our native air , but, by and by, there are no 
future moments, or, if we do leturn, we find that the native air has lost 
its invigorating quality, and that life has shifted its reality to the spot 
where we have deemed ourselves only tempoiary residents Thus, between 
tw'o countries, w'C have none at all, or only that little space of either, m 
which we finally lay down our discontented bones It is wise, therefore, to 
come back betimes, or never 

Before they quitted Rome, a bridal gift was laid on Hilda’s table It 
was a bracelet, evidently of great cost, being composed of seven ancient 
Etruscan gems, dug out of seven sepulchres, and each one of them the 
signet of some princely personage, who had lived an immemorial time 
ago Hilda remembered this precious ornament It had been Miriam’s, 
and once, with the exuberance of fancy that distinguished her, she had 
amused heiself with telling a mythical and magic legend for each gem, 
comprising the imaginary adventures and catastrophe of its former wear- 
er Thus, the Etruscan bracelet became the connecting bond of a series 
of seven wondrous tales, all of which, as they were dug out of seven sepul- 
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chres, were characterized by a seven-fold sepulchral gloom, such as Mir- 
iam’s imagination, shadowed by her own misfortunes, was wont to fling 
over its most sportive flights 

And now, happy as Hilda was, the bracelet brought the tears into her 
e3’’es, as being, in its entire circle, the s)TTibol of as sad a mystery as any 
that Miriam had attached to the separate gems For, what was Miriam’s 
life to be? And where was Donatello? But Hilda had a hopeful soul, and 
saw sunlight on the mountain-tops 


CONCLUSION 

There comes to the author, from many readers of the foregoing pages, a 
demand for further elucidations respecting the mysteries of the story 
He reluctantly avails himself of the opportunity afforded by a new edi- 
tion, to explain such incidents and passages as may have been left too 
much in the dark, reluctantly, he repeats, because the necessity makes 
him sensible that he can have succeeded but imperfectly, at best, m 
throwing about this Romance the kind of atmosphere essential to the ef- 
fect at which he aimed 

He designed the story and the characters to bear, of course, a certain 
relation to human nature and human life, but still to be so artfully and 
aiiiiy removed from our mundane sphere, that some laws and proprieties 
of their own should be implicitly and insensibly acknowledged 

The idea of the modern Faun, for example, loses all the poetry and 
beauty which the Author fancied in it, and becomes nothing better than 
a grotesque absurdity, if we bring it into the actual light of day He had 
hoped to mystify this anomalous creature between the Real and the Fan- 
tastic, in such a manner that the reader’s sympathies might be excited to 
a certain pleasurable degree, without impelling him to ask how Cuvier 
would have classified poor Donatello, or to insist upon being told, m so 
many words, whether he had furry ears or no As respects all who ask such 
questions, the book is, to that extent, a failure 

Nevertheless, the Author fortunately has it in his power to throw light 
upon several matters in which some of his readers appear to feel an in- 
terest To confess the truth, he was himself troubled with a curiosity 
similar to that which he has just deprecated on the part of his readers, 
and once took occasion to cross-examine his friends, Hilda and the sculp- 
tor, and to pry mto several dark recesses of the story, with which they 
had heretofore imperfectly acquainted him 

We three had climbed to the top of St Peter’s, and were looking down 
upon the Rome we were soon to leave, but which (havmg already sinned 
sufficiently in that way) it is not my purpose further to describe It oc- 
curred to me, that, being so remote m the upper air, my friends might 
safely utter, here, the secrets which it would be perilous even to whisper 
on lower earth 

“Hilda,” I began, “can you tell me the contents of that mysterious 
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packet which Miriam intrusted to your charge, and which was addressed 
to Signore Luca Barboni, at the Palazzo Cenci?” 

‘'1 never had any further knowledge of it,” replied Hilda, “nor felt it 
right to let myself be curious upon the subject ” 

“As to its precise contents,” interposed Kenyon, “it is impossible to 
speak But hliriam, isolated as she seemed, had family connections in 
Rome, one of whom, there is reason to believe, occupied a position in the 
papal government 

“This Signore Luca Barboni was either the assumed name of the per- 
sonage in question, or tlie medium of communication between that in- 
dividual and Miriam Now, under such a government as that of Rome, it 
IS obvious that hlinam’s privacy and isolated life could only be main- 
tained through the connivance and support of some influential person 
connected with the administration of affairs Free and self-controlled as 
she appeared, her every movement ^^as watched and investigated far 
more thoroughly by the priestly rulers than by her dearest friends 
“Miriam, if I mistake not, had a purpose to withdraw herself from tins 
irksome scrutiny, and to seek real obscurity in another land, and the 
packet, to be delivered long aftei her departure, contained a reference to 
this design, besides certain family documents, which were to be imparted 
to her relative as from one dead and gone ” 

“Yes, it IS clear as a London fog,” I remarked “On this head no fur- 
ther elucidation can be desired But when Hilda went quietly to deliver 
the packet, why did she so mysteriously vanish?” 

“You must recollect,” replied Kenyon, with a glance of friendly com- 
nuseration at my obtuseness, “that Miriam had utterly disappeared, 
leaving no trace by which her whereabouts could be known In the mean- 
time, the municipal authorities had become aware of the murder of the 
Capuchin ^ and from many preceding circumstances, such as his persecu- 
tion of Miriam, they must have seen an obvious connection between her- 
self and that tragical event Furthermoie, there is reason to believe that 
Miriam was suspected of connection with some plot, or political intrigue, 
of which there may have been tokens in the packet And when Hilda ap- 
peared, as the bearer of this missive, it was leally quite a matter of course, 
under a despotic government, that she should be detained ” 

“Ah, quite a matter of course, as you say,” answered I “How excessive- 
ly stupid in me not to have seen it sooner' But there are other riddles On 
the night of the extinction of the lamp, you met Donatello, in a penitent’s 
garb, and afterwards saw and spoke to Miriam, m a coach, with a gem 
glowing on her bosom What was the business of these two guilty ones m 
Rome, and who was Miriam’s companion?” 

“Who' ” repeated Kenyon, “why her official relative, to be sure, and as 
to their business, Donatello’s still gnawing remorse had brought him 
hitherward, in spite of Miriam’s entreaties, and kept him lingering in the 
neighborhood of Rome, with the ultimate purpose of delivering himself 
up to justice Hilda’s disappearance, which took place the day before, 
was known to them through a secret channel, and had brought them into 
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the city, where Miriam, as I surmise, began to malce arrangements, even 
then, for that sad frolic of the Carniv^ ” 

“And where was Hilda all that dreary time between?” inquired I 

“Where were you, Hilda^” asked Kenyon, smiling 

Hilda threw her eyes on all sides, and seeing that there was not even a 
bird of the air to fly away with the secret, nor any human being nearer 
than the loiterers by the obelisk, m the piazza below, she told us about 
her mysterious abode 

“I was a prisoner in the Convent of the Sacre Cceur, in the Trinita de’ 
Monte,” said she, “but in such kindly custody of pious maidens, and 
watched over by such a dear old priest, that had it not been for one or 
two disturbing recollections, and also because I am a daughter of the 
Puritans I could willingly have dwelt there forever 
, “My entanglement with Miriam’s misfortunes, and the good abbate’s 
mistaken hope of a proselyte, seem to me a sufficient clew to the whole 
mystery ” 

“The atmosphere is getting delightfully lucid,” observed I, “but there 
are one or two things that still puzzle me Could you tell me and it shall 
be kept a profound secret, I assure you what were Miriam’s real name 
and rank, and precisely the nature of the troubles that led to all those 
direful consequences?” 

“Is it possible that you need an answer to those questions?” exclaimed 
Kenyon, with an aspect of vast surprise. “Have you not even surmised 
Miriam’s name? Think awhile, and you will assuredly remember it If 
not, I congratulate you most sincerely, for it indicates that your feelings 
have never been harrowed by one of the most dreadful and mysterious 
events that have occurred within the present century ' ” 

“Well,” resumed I, after an interval of deep consideration, “I have but 
few things more to ask Where, at this moment, is Donatello?” - 

“The Castle of Saint Angelo,” said Kenyon, sadly, turning his face to- 
wards that sepulchral fortress, ‘“is no longer a prison, but there are others 
which have dungeons as deep, and in one ot them, I fear, lies our poor 
Faun ” 

“And why, then, is Miriam at large^” I asked 

“Call it cruelty if you Lke, not mercy,” answered Kenyon “But, after 
all, her crime lay merely in a glance She did no murder > ” 

“Only one question more,” said I, with intense earnestness “Did Dona- 
tello’s ears resemble those of the Faun of Praxiteles?” 

“I know, but may not tell,” replied Kenyon, smiling mysteriously “On 
that point, at all events, there shall be not one word of explanation ” 

Leamington, March 14, i860 



FROM TWICE-TOLD TAT.ES 




THE GRAY CHAMPION 


TwrRE was once a time when New England groaned under the actual 
pressure of heavier wrongs than those thieatened ones which brought on 
the Revolution James II , the bigoted successor of Charles the Voluptu- 
ous, had annulled the charters of all the colonies, and sent a harsh and 
unprincipled soldier to take away our liberties and endanger our religion 
The admmistration of Sir Edmund Andros lacked scarcely a single char- 
acteristic of tyranny a Governor and Council, holding office from the 
King, and wholly independent of the country, laws made and taxes lev- 
ied without concurrence of the people immediate or by their representa- 
tives, the rights of private citizens violated, and the titles of all landed 
property dedaied void, the voice of complamt stifled by restrictions on 
the press, and, finally, disaffection overawed by the first band of mer- 
cenary troops that ever marched on our free soil For two years our an- 
cestors were kept in sullen submission by that filial love which had in- 
variably secured their allegiance to the mother country, whether its head 
chanced to be a Parliament, Protector, or Popish Monarch Till these evil 
times, however, such allegiance had been merely nominal, and the colon- 
ists had ruled themselves, enjoying far more freedom than is even yet the 
privilege of the native subjects of Great Britain 
At length a rumor reached our shores that the Prince of Orange had 
ventured on an enterprise, the success of which would be the triumph of 
civil and religious rights and the salvation of New England It was but 
a doubtful whisper it might be false, or the attempt might fail , and, in 
either case, the man that stirred against King James would lose his head. 
Still the intelligence produced a marked effect The people smiled mys- 
teriously m the streets, and threw bold glances at their oppressors, while 
far and wide there w^as a subdued and silent agitation, as if the slightest 
signal would rouse the whole land from its sluggish despondency Aware 
of their danger, the rulers resolved to avert it by an imposing display of 
strength, and perhaps to confirm their despotism by yet harsher measures 
One afternoon m April, 1689, Sir Edmund Andros and his favorite coun- 
cillors, being warm with wine, assembled the red-coats of the Governor’s 
Guaid, and made their appearance in the streets of Boston The sun was 
near setting when the march commenced 

The roll of the drum at that unquiet crisis seemed to go through the 
streets, less as the martial music of the soldiers, than as a muster-call to 
the inhabitants themselves A multitude, by various avenues, assembled 
m King Street, which was destined to be the scene, nearly a century 
afterwards, of another encounter between the troops of Britain, and a 
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people struggling against her tyranny Though more than sixty years had 
elapsed since the pilgrims came, this crowd of their descendants still 
showed the strong and sombre features of th6ir character perhaps more 
strikingly m such a stern emergency than on happier occasions Theie 
were the sober garb, the geneial severity of mien, the gloomy but un- 
dismayed expression, the scriptural forms of speech, and the confidence 
in Heaven’s blessing on a righteous cause, which would have marked a 
band of the original Puritans, when threatened by some peril of the wil- 
derness Indeed, it was not yet time for the old spirit to be extinct, since 
there were men in the street that day who had worshipped there beneath 
the trees, before a house was reared to the God for whom they had become 
exiles Old soldiers of the Parliament were here, too, smiling grimly at 
the thought that their aged arms might strike another blow against the 
house of Stuart Here, also, were the veterans of King Philip’s war, who 
had burned villages and slaughtered young and old, with pious fierceness, 
while the godly souls throughout the land were helping them with prayer. 
Several ministers were scattered among the crowd, which, unlike all other 
mobs, regarded them with such reverence, as if there were sanctity in 
their very garments These holy men exerted their influence to quiet the 
people, but not to disperse them Meantime, the purpose of the Governor, 
in disturbing the peace of the town at a period when the slightest com- 
motion might throw the country into a ferment, was almost the universal 
subject of inquiry, and variously explained 
“Satan will strike his master-stroke presently,” cried some, “because 
he knoweth that his time is short All our godly pastors are to be dragged 
to prison! We shall see them at a Smithfield fire m King Street*” 
Hereupon the people of each parish gathered closer round their min- 
ister, who looked calmly upwards and assumed a more apostolic dignity, 
as well befitted a candidate for the highest honor of his profession, the 
crown of martyrdom It was actually fancied, at that period, that New 
England might have a John Rogers of her own to take the place of that 
worthy m the Primer 

“The Pope of Rome has given orders for a new St Bartholomew'” 
cried others “We are to be massacred, man and male child' ” 

Neither was this rumor wholly discredited, although the wiser class be- 
lieved the Governor’s object somewhat less atrocious His predecessor 
under the old charter, Bradstreet, a venerable companion of the first set- 
tlers, was known to be m town There were grounds for conjecturing, that 
Sir Edmund Andros intended at once to strike terror by a parade of mili- 
tary force, and to confound the opposite faction by possessing himself of 
their chief 

“Stand firm for the old charter Governor ' ” shouted the crowd, seizing 
upon the idea “The good old Governor Bradstreet' ” 

"ViTiile this cry was at the loudest, the people were surprised by the 
well-known figure of Governor Bradstreet himself, a patriarch of nearly 
ninety, who appeared on the elevated steps of a door, and, with char- 
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acteristic mildness, besought them to submit to the constituted authori- 
ties 

“My children,” concluded this veneiable person, “do nothing rashly. 
Cry not aloud, but pray for the welfare of New England, and expect pa- 
tiently what the Lord will do in this matter! ” 

The event was soon to be decided All this time, the roll of the drum 
had been approaching through Cornhill, louder and deeper, till with re- 
verberations from house to house, and the regular tramp of martial foot- 
steps, it burst into the street A double rank of soldiers made their ap- 
pearance, occupying the whole breadth of the passage, with shouldered 
matchlocks, and matches burning, so as to present a row of fires m the 
dusk Their steady march w’as like the progress of a machine, that would 
roll irresistibly over everything in its w-ay Next, moving slow'ly, with a 
confused clatter of hoofs on the pavement, rode a party of mounted gen- 
tlemen, the central figure being Sir Edmund Andros, elderly, but erect 
and soldier-like Those around him w^ere his favorite councillors, and the 
bitterest foes of New' England At his right hand rode Edw’ard Randolph, 
our arch-enemy, that “blasted wTetch,” as Cotton iMather calls him, who 
achie\ed the downfall of our ancient government, and W'as follow’ed w'lth 
a sensible curse, through life and to his grave On the other side was Bul- 
livant, scattering jests and mockery as he rode along Dudley came be- 
hind, with a downcast look, dreading, as well he might, to meet the in- 
dignant gaze of the people, w’ho beheld him, their only countryman by 
birth, among the oppressors of his native land The captain of a frigate 
m the harbor, and two or three civil officers under the Crown, were also 
there But the figure which most attracted the public eye, and stirred up 
the deepest feeling, w'as the Episcopal clergyman of King’s Chapel, rid- 
ing haughtily among the magistrates m his priestly vestments, the fitting 
representatives of prelacy and persecution, the union of church and state, 
and all those abominations which had driven the Puritans to the wilder- 
ness Another guard of soldiers, in double rank, brought up the rear 

The whole scene w'as a picture of the condition of New England, and 
its moral, the deformity of any government that does not grow out of the 
nature of tilings and tlie character of the people On one side the re- 
ligious multitude, with their sad visages and dark attire, and on the other, 
the group of despotic rulers, with the high churchman m the midst, and 
here and there a crucifix at their bosoms, all magnificently clad, flushed 
with wine, proud of unjust authority, and scoffing at the universal groan 
And the mercenary soldiers, waiting but the word to deluge the street 
with blood, showed the only means by which obedience could be secured 

“O Lord of Hosts,” cried a voice among the crowd, “provide a Cham- 
pion for thy people t ” 

This ejaculation was loudly uttered, and served as a herald’s cry, to 
introduce a remarkable personage The crowd had 1 oiled back, and were 
now huddled together nearly at the extremity of the street, while the 
soldiers had advanced no more than a third of its length The intervening 
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space was empty a paved solitude, between lofty edifices, winch threw 
almost a twilight shadow over it Suddenly, there was seen the figure of 
an ancient man, who seemed to have emeigcd from among the people, and 
was walking by himself along the centre of the street, to confront the 
armed band He wore the old Puritan dress, a dark cloalc and a steeple- 
ci owned hat, m the fashion of at least fifty years before, with a heavy 
sword upon his thigh, but a staff m his hand to assist the tremulous gait 
of age 

When at some distance from the multitude, the old man turned slovly 
round, displaying a face of antique majesty, rendered doubly venerable 
by the hoary beard that descended on his breast He made a gesture at 
once of encouragement and warning, then turned again, and resumed his 
way 

'W^ho IS this gray patriarch ?’’ asked the young men of their sires 
“Who IS this venerable brother?” asked the old men among themselves 
But none could make reply The fathers of the people, those of four- 
score years and upwards, were disturbed, deeming it strange that they 
should forget one of such evident authority, vhom they must have kno^n 
in then early days, the associate of Winthrop, and all the old councillors, 
giving laws, and making prayers, and leading them against the savage 
The elderly men ought to have remembered him, too, with locks as gray 
m their youth, as their own were now And the young! Hov could he have 
passed so utterly from their memories that hoar)^ sire, the relic of long- 
departed times, whose awful benediction had surely been bestowed on 
their uncovered heads, in cliildhood? 

“Whence did he come? tWiat is his purpose? Who can tins old man 
be?” whispered the wondering crowd 

Meanwhile, the venerable stranger, staff m hand, was pursuing his 
solitary walk along the centre of the street As he drew near the advancing 
soldiers, and as the roll of their drum came full upon his ears, the old 
man raised himself to a loftier mien, while the decrepitude of age Seemed 
to fall from his shoulders, leaving him in gray but unbroken dignit}’’ Now', 
he marched onward with a warrior’s step, keeping time to the military 
music Thus the aged form advanced on one side, and the w'hole parade of 
soldiers and magistrates on the other, till, w’hen scarcely twenty yards re- 
mained between, the old man grasped Ins staff by the middle, and held it 
before him like a leader’s truncheon 
“Standi” cried he 

The eye, the face, and attitude of command, the solemn, yet warlike 
peal of that voice, fit either to rule a host in the battle-field or be raised to 
God m prayer, were irresistible At the old man’s word and outstretched 
arm, the roll of the drum was hushed at once, and the advancing line 
stood still A tremulous enthusiasm seized upon the multitude That state- 
ly form, combining the leader and the saint, so gray, so dimly seen, in 
such an ancient garb, could only belong to some old champion of the 
righteous cause, whom the oppressor’s drum had summoned from his 
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grave. They rpT^ed a shout of awe and exultation, and looked for the de- 
liverance of New England 

The Governor, and the gentlemen of his party, perceivmg themselves 
brought to an unexpected stand, rode hastily forward, as if they would 
have pressed their snorting and affrighted horses right against the hoary 
appantion He, however, blenched not a step, but glancmg his severe eye 
round the group, which half encompassed him, at last bent it sternly on 
Sir Edmund Andros One would have thought that the dark old man was 
chief ruler there, and that the Governor and Council, with soldiers at their 
back, representmg the whole power and authority of the Crown, had no 
alternative but obedience. 

“Wdiat does this old fellow here?” cried Edward Randolph, fiercely 
“On, Sir Edmund' Bid the soldiers forward, and give the dotard the same 
choice that you give all his countrymen to stand aside or be trampled 
on'” 

“Nay, nay, let us show respect to the good grandsire,” said Bullivanl, 
laughmg “See you not, he is some old round-headed dignitary, who hath 
lain asleep these thirty years, and knows nothmg of the change of times^ 
Doubtless, he thinks to put us down with a proclamation in Old Noll’s 
name'” 

“Are you mad, old man?” demanded Sir Edmund Andros, m loud and 
harsh tones “How dare you stay the march of Kmg James’s Governor?” 

“I have stayed the march of a Kmg himself, ere now,” replied the gray 
figure, with stem composure “I am here. Sir Governor, because the cry 
of an oppressed people hath disturbed me m my secret place, and be- 
seeching this favor earnestly of the Lord, it was vouchsafed me to appear 
once agam on earth, m the good old cause of his samts And what speak 
ye of James? There is no longer a Popish tyrant on the throne of Eng- 
land, and by to-morrow noon, his name shall be a byword in this very 
street, where ye would make it a word of terror. Back, thou wast a Gover- 
nor, back' With this night thy power is ended to-morrow, the prison ' 
back, lest I foretell the scaffold' ” 

The people had been drawmg nearer and nearer, and drmkmg in the 
words of their champion, who spoke in accents long disused, like one un- 
accustomed to converse, except wath the dead of many years ago But his 
voice stirred their souls They confronted the soldiers, not wholly with- 
out arms, and ready to convert the very stones of the street into deadly 
weapons. Sir Edmund Andros looked at the old man , then he cast his 
hard and cmel eye over the multitude, and beheld them burning with that 
lund wrath, so difficult to kindle or to quench, and again he fixed his gaze 
on the aged form, which stood obscurely m an open space, where neither 
friend nor foe had thrust himself. What were his thoughts, he uttered no 
word which might discover. But whether the oppressor were overawed by 
the Gray Champion’s look, or perceived his peril m the threatenmg atti 
tude of the people, it is certain that he gave back, and ordered his soldiers 
to commence a slow and guarded retreat Before another sunset, the 
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Governor, and all that rode so proudly with him, were prisoners, and long 
ere it was known that James had abdicated, King William was proclaimed 
throughout New England 

But where was the Gray Champion? Some reported that, when the 
troops had gone from King Street, and the people were thronging tumul- 
tuously in their rear, Bradstreet, the aged Governor, was seen to embrace 
a form more aged than his own Others soberly affirmed, that while they 
marvelled at the venerable grandeur of his aspect, the old man had faded 
from their eyes, melting slowly into the hues of twilight, till, where he 
stood, there was an empty space But all agreed that the hoary shape was 
gone The men of that generation watched for his reappearance, m sun- 
shine and in twilight, but never saw him more, nor knew when his funeral 
passed, nor where his gravestone was 

And who was the Gray Champion? Perhaps his name might be found in 
the records of that stern Court of Justice, which passed a sentence, too 
mighty for the age, but glorious in all after-times, for its humbling lesson 
to the monarch and its high example to the subject I have heard, that 
whenever the descendants of the Puritans are to show the spirit of their 
sires, the old man appears again When eighty years had passed, he 
walked once more m King Street Five years later, in the twilight of an 
April morning, he stood on the green, beside the meeting-house, at Lex- 
ington, where now the obelisk of granite, with a slab of slate inlaid, com- 
memorates the first fallen of the Revolution. And when our fathers were 
toiling at the breastwork on Bunker’s Hill, all through that night the old 
warrior walked his rounds Long, long may it be, ere he comes again' His 
hour is one of darkness, and adversity, and peril. But should domestic 
tyranny oppress us, or the invader’s step pollute our soil, still may the 
Gray Champion come, for he is the type of New England’s hereditary 
spirit, and his shadowy march, on the eve of danger, must ever be the 
pledge, that New England’s sons will vindicate their ancestry. 


THE WEDDING KNELL 


There is a certain church in the city of New York which I have always ‘ 
regarded with peculiar interest, on account of a marriage there solem- 
nized, under very singular circumstances, in my grandmother’s girlhood 
That venerable lady chanced to be a spectator of the scene, and ever after 
made it her favorite narrative Whether the edifice now standing on the 
same site be the identical one to which she referred, I am not antiquarian 
enough to know, nor would it be worth while to correct myself, perhaps, 
of an agreeable error, by reading the date of its erection on the tablet over 
the door It is a stately church, surrounded by an inclosure of the loveliest 
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green, within which appear urns, pillars, obelisks, and other forms of 
monumental marble, the tributes of private affection, or more splendid 
memorials of historic dust With such a place, though the tumult of the 
city rolls beneath its tower, one would be willing to connect some legend- 
ary interest 

The marriage might be considered as the result of an early engagement, 
though there had been two intermediate weddings on the lady’s part, and 
forty years of celibacy on that of the gentleman At sixty-five, Mr Ellen- 
wood was a shy, but not quite a secluded man , selfish, like all men who 
brood over their own hearts, yet manifesting on rare occasions a vein of 
generous sentiment, a scholar throughout life, though always an indolent 
one, because his studies had no definite object, either of public advantage 
or personal ambition, a gentleman, high bred and fastidiously delicate, 
yet sometimes requirmg a considerable relaxation, in his behalf, of the 
common rules of society In truth, there were so many anomalies in his 
character, and though shrinking with diseased sensibility from public no- 
tice, it had been his fatality so often to become the topic of the day, by 
some wild eccentricity of conduct, that people searched his lineage for an 
hereditary taint of insanity But there was no need of this His caprices 
had their origin m a mind that lacked the support of an engrossing pur- 
pose, and in feelings that preyed upon themselves for want of other food 
If he were mad, it was the consequence, and not the cause, of an aimless 
and abortive life 

The widow was as complete a contrast to her third bridegroom, in 
everything but age, as can well be conceived Compelled to relinquish her 
first engagement, she had been united to a man of twice her own years, to 
whom she became an exemplary wife, and by whose death she was left in 
possession of a splendid fortune A southern gentleman, considerably 
younger than herself, succeeded to her hand, and carried her to Charles- 
ton, where, after many uncomfortable years, she found herself again a 
widow It would have been singular, if any uncommon delicacy of feeling 
had survived through such a life as Mrs Dabne3>-’s , it could not but be 
crushed and killed by her early disappointment, the cold duty of her first 
marriage, the dislocation of the heart’s principles, consequent on a second 
union, and the linkmdness of her southern husband, which had inevitably 
driven her to connect the idea of his death with that of her comfort To be 
brief, she was that wisest, but unloveliest, variety of woman, a philoso- 
pher, bearing troubles of the heart with equanimity, dispensmg with all 
that should have been her happiness, and making the best of what re- 
mained Sage in most matters, the widow was perhaps the more amiable 
for the one frailty that made her ridiculous Being childless, she could not 
remain beautiful by proxy, in the person of a daughter, she therefore re- 
fused to grow old and ugly, on any consideration, she struggled with 
Time, and held fast her roses in spite of him, till the venerable thief ap- 
peared to have relinquished the spoil, as not worth the trouble of acquir- 
ing it 

The approaching marriage of this woman of the world with such an un- 
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■worldly man as Mr Ellenwood was announced soon alter Mis. Dabney’s 
return to her native city Superficial observers, and deeper ones, seemed 
to concur m supposing that the lady must have borne no inactive part m 
arranging the affair, there were considerations of expediency which she 
would be far more likely to appreciate than Mr Ellenwood, and there 
was just the specious phantom of sentiment and romance m this late un- 
ion of two early lovers which sometimes makes a fool of a woman who has 
lost her true feelings among the accidents of life All the w'onder w’as, how 
the gentleman, with his lack of w'orldly w^isdom and agonizing conscious- 
ness of ridicule, could have been induced to take a measure at once so pru- 
dent and so laughable But while people talked the w'cdding-day arrived 
The ceremony w^as to be solemnized according to the Episcopalian forms, 
and m open church, with a degiee of publicity that attracted many spec- 
tators, who occupied the fiont seats of the galleries, and the pews neai the 
altar and along the broad aisle It had been arranged, or possibly it was 
the custom of the day, that the parties should proceed separately to 
church By some accident the bridegroom was a little less punctual than 
the widow and her bridal attendants, w'lth whose arrival, after this ted- 
ious, but necessary preface, the action of our tale may be said to com- 
mence 

The clumsy wheels of several old-fashioned coaches were heard, and 
the gentlemen and ladies composing the bridal party came through tlie 
church door wuth tlie sudden and gladsome effect of a burst of sunshine 
'The whole group, except the principal figure, was made up of youth and 
gayety As they streamed up the broad aisle, while the pews and pillars 
seemed to biighten on either side, their steps were as buojant as if they 
mistook the church for a ball-ioom, and w ere ready to dance hand in hand 
to the altar. So brilliant was the spectacle that few took notice of a sin- 
gular phenomenon that had marked its entrance At the moment w’hen 
the bride’s foot touched the threshold the bell swmng heavily in tlie tow er 
above her, and sent forth its deepest knell The vibrations died away and 
returned with prolonged solemnity, as she entered the body of tlie church 

“Good heavens > what an omen,” w'hispered a young lady to her lover. 

“On my honor,” replied the gentleman, “I believe the bell has the good 
taste to toll of its own accord What has she to do wnth w'eddings^ If 3'ou, 
dearest Juba, were approaching the altar the bell would ring out its mer- 
riest peal It has only a funeral knell for her.” 

The bride and most of her company had been too much occupied with 
the bustle of entrance to hear the first boding stroke of the bell, or at least 
to reflect on the singularity of such a welcome to the altar They therefore 
continued to advance with undimmished gayety. The gorgeous dresses of 
the time, the crimson velvet coats, the gold-laced hats, the hoop petti- 
coats, the silk, satin, brocade, and embroidery, the buckles, canes, and 
swords, all displayed to the best advantage on persons suited to such fin- 
ely, made the group appear more like a bright-colored picture than any- 
thing real But ,by what perversity of taste had the artist represented his 
principal figure as so •wrinkled and decayed, while yet he had decked her 
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out m the brightest splendor of attire, as if the loveliest maiden had sud- 
denly withered into age, and become a moral to the beautiful around her’ 
On ^ey went, however, and had glittered along about a third of the aisle, 
when another stroke of the bell seemed to fill the church with a visible 
gloom, dimming and obscuring the bright pageant, till it shone forth 
again as from a mist. 

This time the party wavered, stopped, and huddled closer together, 
while a slight scream was heard from some of the ladies, and a confused 
whispering among the gentlemen Thus tossmg to and fro, they might 
have been fancifully compared to a splendid bunch of flowers, suddenly 
shaken by a pufl of wind, which threatened to scatter the leaves of an old, 
brown, withered rose, on tlie same stalk with two dewy buds, such being 
the emblem of the widow between her fair young bridemaids But her 
heroism was admirable She had started with an irrepressible shudder, as 
if the stroke of the bell had fallen directly on her heart, then, recovering 
herself, while her attendants were yet in dismay, she took the lead, and 
paced calmly up the aisle The bell continued to swing, strike, and vibrate, 
with the same doleful regularity as when a corpse is on its way to the 
tomb. 

“My young friends here have then* nerves a little shalcen,” said the 
widow, with a smile, to the clerg)nnan at the altar “But so many wed- 
dings have been ushered in with the merriest peal of the bells, and yet 
turned out unhappily, that I shall hope for better fortune under such Af- 
ferent auspices ” 

“Madam,” answered the rector, in great perplexity, “this strange oc- 
currence brings to my imnd a marriage sermon of the famous Bishop Tay- 
lor, wherein he mingles so many thoughts of mortality and future woe, 
that, to speak somewhat after his own rich style, he seems to hang the 
bridal chamber in black, and cut the wedding garment out of a coffin pall 
And it has been the custom of divers nations to infuse something of sad- 
ness into their marriage ceremonies, so to keep death in mmd while con- 
tractmg that engagement which is life’s chiefest business Thus we may 
draw a,sad but profitable moral from this funeral knell ” 

But, though the clergyman might have given his moral even a keener 
point, he did not fail to dispatch an attendant to inquire into the mystery, 
and stop those sounds, so dismally appropriate to such a marriage A brief 
space elapsed, during which the silence was broken only by whispers, and 
a few suppressed titterings, among the wedding party and the spectators, 
who, after the first shock, were disposed to draw an ill-natured merriment 
from the affair The young have less charity for aged follies than the old 
for those of youth The widow’s glance was observed to wander, for an m- 
stant, towards a window of the church, as if searching for the time-worn 
marble that she had dedicated to her first husband, then her eyelids 
dropped over their faded orbs, and her thoughts were drawn irresistibly to 
another grave Two buiied men, with a voice at her ear, and a cry afar 
off, were calling her to he down beside them Perhaps, with momentary 
truth of feeling, she thought how much happier had been her fate, if, after 
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years of bliss, the bell were now tolling for her funeral, and she were fol- 
lowed to the grave by the old affection of her earliest lover, long ncr hus- 
band But why had she returned to him, when their cold hearts shrank 
from each other’s embrace? 

Still the death-bell tolled so mournfully, that the sunshine seemed to 
fade in the air A whispei, communicated from those who stood nearest 
the windows, now spread through the church, a hearse, with a tram of 
several coaches, was creeping along the street, conveying some dead man 
to the churchyard, while the bride awaited a living one at the altar Im- 
mediately after, the footsteps of the bridegroom and his friends were 
\ heard at the door The widow looked down the aisle, and clinched the arm 
] of one of her bridemaids in her bony hand with such unconscious violence, 
that the fair girl trembled 

“You frighten me, my dear madam'” cried she “For Heaven’s sake, 
what IS the matter?” 

“Nothing, my dear, nothing,” said the widow, then, w'hispermg close to 
her ear, “There is a foolish fancy that I cannot get rid of I am expecting 
my bridegroom to come mto the church, with my first two husbands for 
groomsmen' ” 

“Look, look'” screamed the bridemaid “What is here? The funeral'” 

As she spoke, a dark procession paced into the church First came an 
old man and women, like chief mourners at a funeral, attired from 
head to foot in the deepest black, all but their pale features and hoary 
hair, he leaning on a staff, and supporting her decrepit form with his 
nerveless arm Behind appeared another, and another pair, as aged, as 
black, and mournful as the first As they drew near, the widow recognized 
in every face some trait of former friends, long forgotten, but now return- 
ing, as if from their old graves, to warn hei to prepare a shroud , or, with 
purpose almost as unwelcome, to exhibit their wrinkles and infirmity, and 
claim her as their companion by the tokens of her own decay Many a 
merry night had she danced with them, in youth And now, in joyless age, 
she felt that some withered partner should request her hand, and all unite, 
in a dance of death, to the music of the funeral bell 

While these aged mourners were passing up the aisle, it was observed 
that, from pew to pew, the spectators shuddered with irrepressible awe, as 
some object, hitherto concealed by the intervening figures, came full in 
sight Many turned away their faces, others kept a fixed and rigid stare, 
and a young girl giggled hysterically, and fainted with the laughter on 
her lips When the spectral procession approached the altar, each couple 
separated, and slowly diverged, till, in the centre, appeared a form, that 
had been worthily ushered m with all this gloomy pomp, the death knell, 
and the funeral It was the bridegroom in his shroud ' 

No garb but that of the grave could have befitted such a deathlike as- 
pect, the eyes, indeed, had the wild gleam of a sepulchral lamp, all else 
was fixed in the stern calmness which old men wear in the coffin The 
corpse stood motionless, but addressed the widow in accents that seemed 
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to melt into the clang of the bell, which fell heavily on the air while he 
spoke 

“Come, m}’’ bride!” said those pale lips, “the hearse is ready. The sex- 
ton stands waiting for us at the door of the tomb Let us be married, and 
then to our coffins' ” 

How shall tlie widow’s horror be represented? It gave her the ghastli- 
ness of a dead man’s bride Her youthful friends stood apart, shuddering 
at the mourners, the shrouded bridegroom, and herself, tlie whole scene 
expressed, by the strongest imagery, the vain struggle of the gilded vani- 
ties of this world, when opposed to age, infirmity, sorrow, and death The 
awe-struck silence was first broken by the clerg5mian 

“Mr Ellenwood,” said he, soothingly, yet with somewhat of authority, 
“you are not well Your mind has been agitated by the unusual circum- 
stances in which you are placed The ceremony must be deferred As an 
old friend, let me entreat you to return home ” 

“Home ' yes, but not without my bride,” answered he, in the same hol- 
low accents “You deem this mockery, perhaps madness Had I bedizened 
my aged and broken frame with scarlet and embroidery had I forced my 
withered lips to smile at my dead heart that might have been mockery, 
or madness But now, let young and old declare, which of us has come 
hither without a wedding garment, the bridegroom or the bride' ” 

He stepped forward at a ghostly pace, and stood beside the widow, con- 
trasting the awful simplicity of his shroud with the glare and glitter in 
which she had arrayed herself for this unhappy scene None, that beheld 
them, could deny the terrible strength of the moral which his disordered 
intellect had contrived to draw. 

“Cruel ' cruel ' ” groaned the heart-stricken bride 
“Cruel'” repeated he, then, losing his deathlike composure in a wild 
bitterness “Heaven judge which of us has been cruel to the other! In 
youth you deprived me of my happiness, my hopes, my aims, you took 
away all the substance of my life, and made it a dream without reality 
enough even to grieve at with only a pervading gloom, through which I 
walked wearily, and cared not whither But after forty years, when I have 
huilt my tomb, and would not give up the thought of resting there no, 
not for such a life as we once pictured you call me to the altar At your 
summons I am here But other husbands have enjoyed your youth, your 
beauty, your waimth of heart, and all that could be termed your life 
What is there for me but your decay and death? And therefore I have 
bidden these funeral friends, and bespoken the sexton’s deepest knell, and 
am come, m my shroud, to wed you, as with a burial service, that we may 
join our hands at the door of the sepulchre, and enter it together ” 

It was not frenzy, it was not merely the drunkenness of strong emo- 
tion, m a heart unused to it, that now wrought upon the bride The stern 
lesson of the day had done its work, her worldhness was gone She seized 
the bridegroom’s hand 

“Yes'” cried she “Let us wed, even at the door of the sepulchre' My 
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life IS gone in vanity and emptiness But at its close there is one true feel- 
ing It has made me what I was m youth , it makes me worthy of you. 
Time IS no more for both of us Let us wed for Eternity ' ” 

With a long and deep regard, the bridegroom looked into her eyes, 
while a tear was gathering in his own How strange that gush of human 
feeling from the frozen bosom of a corpse' He wiped away the tears even 
with his shioud 

“Beloved of my youth,” said he, “I have been wild The despair of my 
whole lifetime had returned at once, and maddened me Forgive, and be 
forgiven Yes, it is evening with us now, and we have realized none of our 
morning dreams of happiness But let us join our hands before the altar, 
as lovers whom adverse circumstances have separated through life, yet 
who meet again as they are leaving it, and find their earthly affection 
changed into something holy as religion And what is Time, to the mar- 
ried of Eternity?” 

Amid the tears of many, and a swell of exalted sentiment, m those who 
felt aright, was solemnized the union of two immortal souls The tram of 
withered mourners, the hoary bridegroom m his shroud, the pale features 
of the aged bride, and the death-bell tolling through the whole, till its 
deep voice overpowered the marriage words, all marked the funeral of 
earthly hopes But as the ceremony proceeded, the organ, as if stirred by 
the sjmipathies of this impressive scene, poured forth an anthem, first 
mingling with the dismal knell, then rising to a loftier strain, till the soul 
looked down upon its woe And when the awful rite was finished, and with 
cold hand in cold hand, the Married of Eternity withdrew, the organ’s 
peal of solemn triumph drowned the Wedding Knell. 


THE MINISTER’S BLACK VEIL 

A PARABLE ^ 

The sexton stood in the porch of Milford meeting-house, pulling busily at 
the bell-rope The old people of the village came stooping along the street 
Children, with bright faces, tripped merrily beside their parents, or mim- 
icked a graver gait, in the conscious dignity of their Sunday clothes 
Spruce bachelors looked sidelong at the pretty maidens, and fancied that 
the Sabbath sunshine made them prettier than on week days When the 

Another clergyman in New England, Mr Joseph Moody, of York, Maine, who 
died about eighty years since, made himself remarkable by the same eccentricity that 
IS here related of the Reverend Mr Hooper In his case, however, the symbol had a 
different import In early life he had acadentally killed a beloved friend, and from 
that day till the hour of his own death, he hid his face from men 
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throng had mostly streamed into the porch, the sexton began to toll the 
bell keeping his e5'e on the Re\erend Z^Ir Hoopers door The first 
glimpse of tlie cleigjmian s figure ^\as the signal for the bell to cease its 
summons 

“But ^^hat has good Parson Hooper got upon his face?’ cried the sex- 
ton in astonishment 

All wthin hearing immediately turned about, and beheld the semblance 
of IMr Hooper pacing slo\\h' his mcditatuc wa}’’ to\\ards the meeting- 
house With one accord they started, exprcs-^ing more A\ondei than if 
some strange minister were coming to dust the cushions of IMr Hooper’s 
pulpit 

“Are 3’ou sure it is our parson^’ inquired Goodman Gray of the sexton 

“Of a ccrtainU' it is good I^Ir Hooper, ’ replied the sexton “He ^^as to 
ha\c exchanged pulpits \Mth Parson Shute, of Westbury, but Parson 
Shute sent to excuse himself 3 ^esterday, being to preach a funeral sermon ” 

The cause of so much amarement ma3 appear sufricientl3' slight hir 
Hooper, a gentlemanl3' person, of about thirt3’-, though still a bachelor, 
was dressed with due clerical neatness, as if a careful wife had starched 
his band, and brushed the weekly dust from his Sunday s garb There was 
but one thing remarkable in his appearance Swathed about his forehead, 
and hanging down o\ er his face, so low as to be shaken by his breath, IMr 
Hooper had on a black \eil On a nearer view it seemed to consist of two 
folds of crape, which entirely concealed his features, except the moutli 
and chin, but probabh' did not intercept his sight, further than to gi\e a 
darkened aspect to all living and inanimate things With this gloomy 
shade before him, good iMr Hooper walked onward, at a slow and quiet 
pace, stooping somewhat, and looking on the ground, as is customary with 
abstracted men, 3et nodding kindl3'’ to those of his parishioners who still 
w^aited on the meeting-house steps But so wonder-struck were they that 
his greeting hardly met wath a return 

“I can’t really feel as if good jMr Hooper’s face was behind tliat piece 
of crape,” said the sex’ton 

“I don’t like it,” muttered an old woman, as she hobbled into the meet- 
ing-house “He has changed himself into something awful, only by hiding 
his face ” 

“Our parson has gone mad'” cried Goodman Gray, following him 
across the threshold 

A rumor of some unaccountable phenomenon had preceded Mr Hoop- 
ei into the meeting-house, and set all die congregation astir Few could 
refrain from twisting their heads tow'ards the door, many stood upright, 
and turned directly about, while several little boys clambered upon the 
seats, and came down again with a terrible racket There w^as a general 
bustle, a rustling of the w'omen’s gowns and shuffling of the men’s feet, 
greatly at variance with that hushed repose w'hich should attend the en- 
trance of the minister But Mr Hooper appeared not to notice the pei- 
turbation of his people He entered wuth an almost noiseless step, bent his 
head mildly to the pews on eacli side, and bowed as he passed his oldest 
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parishioner, a white-haired great grandsire, who occupied an arm-chair m 
the centre of the aisle It was strange to observe how slowly this venerable 
man became conscious of something singular m the appearance of his pas- 
tor He seemed not fully to partake of the prevailing wonder, till Mr. 
Hooper had ascended the stairs, and showed himself in the pulpit, face to 
face with his congregation, except for the black veil That mysterious em- 
blem was never once withdrawn It shook with his measured breath, as he 
gave out the psalm, it threw its obscurity between him and the holy page, 
as he read the Scriptures, and while he prayed, the veil lay heavily on his 
uplifted countenance Did he seek to hide it from the dread Being whom 
he was addressing? 

Such was the effect of this simple piece of crape, that more than one 
woman of delicate nerves was forced to leave the meeting-house Yet per- 
haps the pale-faced congregation was almost as fearful a sight to the min- 
ister, as his black veil to them 

Mr Hooper had the reputation of a good preacher, but not an energetic 
one he strove to win his people heavenward by mild, persuasive influ- 
ences, rather than to drive them thither by the thunders of the Word The 
seimon which he now delivered was marked by the same characteristics of 
style and manner as the general series of his pulpit oratory But there was 
something, either m the sentiment of the discourse itself, or in the imag- 
ination of the auditors, which made it greatly the most poweiful effort 
that they had ever heard from their pastor’s lips It was tinged, rather 
more darkly than usual, with the gentle gloom of Mr Hooper’s tempera- 
ment The subject had reference to secret sm, and those sad mysteries 
which we hide from our nearest and dearest, and would fain conceal from 
our own consciousness, even forgetting that the Omniscient can detect 
them A subtle power was breathed into his words Each member of the 
congregation, the most innocent girl, and the man of hardened breast, felt 
as if the preacher had crept upon them, behind his auful veil, and discov- 
ered their hoarded iniquity of deed oi thought Many spread their clasped 
hands on their bosoms There was nothing terrible in what Mr Hooper 
said, at least, no violence, and yet, with every tremor of his melancholy 
voice, the hearers quaked An unsought pathos came hand m hand with 
awe So sensible were the audience of some unwonted attribute in their 
minister, that they longed for a breath of wind to blow aside the veil, al- 
most believing that a stranger’s visage would be discovered, though the 
form, gesture, and voice were those of Mr Hooper 
At the close of the services, the people hurried out with indecorous con- 
fusion, eager to communicate their pent-up amazement, and conscious of 
lighter spirits the moment they lost sight of the black veil Some gathered 
m little circles, huddled closely together, with their mouths all whispering 
m the centre, some went homeward alone, wrapt m silent meditation, 
some talked loudly, and profaned the Sabbath day with ostentatious 
laughter A few shook their sagacious heads, intimating that they could 
penetrate the mystery , while one or two affirmed that there was no mys- 
tery at all, but only that Mr Hooper’s eyes were so weakened by the mid- 
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night lamp, as to require a shade After a brief interval, fortli came good 
hlr Hooper also, in the rear of his flock Tinning his veiled face from one 
group to another, he paid due reveience to the hoaiy heads, saluted the 
middle aged vith kind dignit}' as their fiiend and spiritual guide, gieeted 
the young with mingled authority and love, and laid his hands on the little 
children’s heads to bless them Such was always his custom on the Sab- 
bath da}^ Strange and bewildered looks repaid him for his courtesy None, 
as on former occasions, aspired to the honor of w'alking by their pastor’s 
side Old Squire Saunders, doubtless by an accidental lapse of inemoiy, 
neglected to invite hlr Hooper to his table, wher^j the good clergyman had 
been wont to bless the food, almost ever}!- Sunday since his settlement He 
returned, therefore, to the parsonage, and, at the moment of closing the 
door, w^as obser\ed to look back upon the people, all of whom had their 
eyes fixed upon the minister A sad smile gleamed faintly from beneath 
the black veil, and flickered about his mouth, glimmering as he disap- 
peared 

“How" strange,” said a lady, “that a simple black veil, such as any wom- 
an might wear on her bonnet, should become such a terrible thing on Mr. 
Hooper’s face'” 

“Something must surely be amiss with hlr Hooper’s intellects,” ob- 
served her husband, the physician of the village “But the strangest part 
of the affair is the effect of this vagary, even on a sober-minded man like 
myself The black veil, though it covers only our pastor’s face, throws its 
influence over his wdiole person, and makes him ghostlike from head to 
foot Do you not feel it so?” 

“Truly do I,” replied the lady, “and I W'ould not be alone wuth him for 
the world I w'onder he is not afraid to be alone wuth himself ' ” 

“Men sometimes are so,” said her husband 

The afternoon service W'as attended wuth similai circumstances At its 
conclusion, the bell tolled for the funeral of a young lady The relatives 
and friends were assembled m the house, and the more distant acquain- 
tances stood about the door, speaking of the good qualities of the de- 
ceased, wdien their talk w^as interrupted by the appearance of Mr Hoop; 
er, still covered with his black veil It was now an appropriate emblem 
The clergyman stepped into the room where the corpse was laid, and bent 
over the coffin, to take a last farewell of his deceased parishioner As he 
stooped, the veil hung straight down from his forehead, so that, if her eye- 
hds had not been closed forever, the dead maiden might have seen his face 
Could Mr Hooper be fearful of her glance, that he so hastily caught back 
the black veil? A peison w^ho watched the interview betw^een the dead and 
living, scrupled not to affirm, that, at the instant w'hen the clergyman’s 
features were disclosed, the corpse had slightly shuddered, rustling the 
shroud and muslin cap, though the countenance retained the composure 
of death A superstitious old woman was the only witness of this prodigy 
From the coffin Mr Hooper passed into the chamber of the mourners, and 
thence to the head of the staircase, to make the funeral prayer It was a 
tender and heart-dissolving prayer, full of sorrow, yet so imbued with ce- 
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lestial hopes, that the music of a heavenly harp, swept by the fingers of 
the dead, seemed faintly to be heard among the saddest accents of the 
minister The people trembled, though they but darkly understood him 
when he prayed that they, and himself, and all of mortal race, might be 
ready, as he trusted this young maiden had been, for the dreadful hour 
that should snatch the veil from their faces The bearers went heavily 
forth, and the mourneis followed, saddening all the street, with the dead 
before them, and Mr Hooper m his black veil behind 

“Why do you look back?” said one m the procession to his partner. 

“I had a fancy,” replied she, “that the minister and the maiden’s spirit 
were walking hand in hand ” 

“And so had I, at the same moment,” said the other 

That night, the handsomest couple in Milford village were to be joined 
in wedlock Though reckoned a melancholy man, Mr Hooper had a placid 
cheerfulness for such occasions, which often evcited a sympathetic smile 
where livelier merriment would have been thrown away There was no 
quality of his disposition which made him more beloved than this The 
company at the wedding awaited his arrival with impatience, trusting that 
the strange awe, which had gathered over him throughout the day, w’ould 
now be dispelled But such was not the result When Mr. Hooper came, 
the fiist thing that their eyes rested on w^as the same horrible black veil, 
which had added deeper gloom to the funeral, and could portend nothing 
but evil to the wedding Such was its immediate effect on the guests that a 
cloud seemed to have rolled duskily from beneath the black crape, and 
dimmed the light of the candles The bridal pair stood up before the min- 
ister But the bride’s cold fingers quivered in the tremulous hand of the 
bridegroom, and her deathlike paleness caused a whisper that the maiden 
who had been buried a few hours before was come from her grave to be 
married If ever another wedding were so dismal, it was that famous one 
where they tolled the wedding knell After performing the ceremony, Mr 
Hooper raised a glass of wine to his lips, Avishing happiness to the neW' 
married couple in a strain of mild pleasantry that ought to have bright- 
ened the features of the guests, like a cheerful gleam from the hearth 
At that instant, catching a glimpse of his figure in the loolang-glass, the 
black veil involved his own spirit in the horror with which it overwhelmed 
all others His frame shuddered, his lips grew white, he spilt the untasted 
wine upon the carpet, and rushed forth into the darkness For the Earth, 
too, had on her Black Veil 

The next day, the whole village of Milfoid talked of little else than 
Parson Hooper’s black veil That, and the mystery concealed beind it, 
supplied a topic for discussion between acquaintances meeting m the 
street, and good women gossiping at their open wundows It was the first 
hem of news that the tavern-keeper told to his guests The children bab- 
bled of it on their way to school One imitative little imp covered his face 
■mth an old black handkerchief, thereby so affrighting his plajmiates that 

the panic seized himself, and he well-nigh lost his wits by his own wag- 
gery 
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It was remarkable that all of the busybodies and impertinent people in 
the palish, not one ventured to put the plain question to Mr Hooper, 
wherefore he did this thing Hitherto, whenever there appeared the slight- 
est call for such interference, he had never lacked advisers, nor shown 
himself averse to be guided by their judgment If he erred at all, it was by 
so painful a degree of self-distrust, that even the mildest censure would 
lead him to consider an indifferent action as a crime Yet, though so well 
acquainted with this amiable weakness, no individual among his parish- 
ioners chose to make the black veil a subject of fiiendly remonstrance 
There was a feeling of diead, neither plainly confessed noi carefully con- 
cealed, which caused each to shift the responsibility upon another, till at 
length it w'as found expedient to send a deputation of the church, in order 
to deal with Mr Hooper about the mystery, before it should grow into a 
scandal Never did an embassy so ill discharge its duties. The minister re- 
ceived then with friendly courtesy, but became silent, after they were 
seated, leaving to his visitors the wdiole buiden of introducing their im- 
portant business The topic, it might be supposed, was ob\nous enough 
There was the black veil sw^athed round Mr Hooper’s forehead, and con- 
cealing every feature above his placid mouth, on which, at times, they 
could perceive the glimmering of a melancholy smile But that piece of 
crape, to their imagination, seemed to hang down before his heart, the 
symbol of a fearful secret between him and them Were the veil but cast 
aside, they might speak freely of it, but not till then Thus they sat a con- 
siderable time, speechless, confused, and shrinking uneasily from Mr 
Hooper’s eye, ■which they felt to be fixed upon them with an invisible 
glance Finally, the deputies returned abashed to their constituents, pro- 
nouncing the matter too w^eighty to be handled, except by a council of the 
churches, if, indeed, it might not requiie a general synod 

But there w^as one person in the village unappalled by the awe with 
which the black veil had impressed all beside herself When the deputies 
returned without an explanation, or even venturing to demand one, she, 
with the calm energy of her character, determined to chase away the 
strange cloud that appeared to be settling round Mr Hooper, every mo- 
ment more darkly than before As his plighted wufe, it should be her priv- 
ilege to know what the blade veil concealed At the minister’s first visit, 
therefore, she entered upon the subject with a direct simplicity, which 
made the task easier both for him and her After he had seated himself, 
she fixed her eyes steadfastly upon the veil, but could discern nothing of 
the dreadful gloom that had so overawed the multitude it was but a dou- 
ble fold of crape, hanging down from his forehead to his mouth, and 
slightly stirring with his breath 

“No,” said she aloud, and smiling, “there is nothing terrible in this 
piece of crape, except that it hides a face which I am always glad to look 
upon Come, good sir, let the sun shine from behind the cloud First lay 
aside your black veil then tell me why you put it on ” 

Mr Hooper’s smile glimmered faintly 

“There is an hour to come,” said he, “when all of us shall cast aside our 
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veils Take it not amiss, beloved friend, if I wear this piece of crape till 
then ” 

“Your words are a mystery, too,” returned the young lady “Take 
away the veil from them, at least ” 

“Elizabeth, I will,” said he, “so far as my vow may suffer me Know, 
then, this veil is a type and a symbol, and I am bound to wear it ever, both 
m light and darkness, m solitude and before the gaze of multitudes, and 
as with strangers, so with my familiar friends No mortal eye will see it 
withdrawn This dismal shade must separate me from the world even 
you, Elizabeth, can never come behind it' ” 

“What grievous affliction hath befallen you,” she earnestly inquired, 
“that you should thus darken your eyes forever?” 

“If it be a sign of mourning,” replied Mr Hooper, “I, perhaps, like 
most other mortals, have sorrows dark enough to be typified by a black 
veil ” 

“But what if the world will not believe that it is the type of an innocent 
sorrow?” urged Elizabeth “Beloved and respected as you are, there may 
be whispers that you hide your face under the consciousness of secret sin 
For the sake of your holy office, do away this scandal' ” 

The color rose into her cheeks as she intimated the nature of the rumors 
that were already abroad in the village But Mr Hooper’s mildness did 
not forsake him He even smiled again that same sad smile, which al- 
ways appeared like a faint glimmering of light, proceeding from the ob- 
scurity beneath the veil 

“If I hide my face for sorrow, there is cause enough,” he merely re- 
plied, “and if I cover it for secret sin, what mortal might not do the 
same?” 

And with this gentle, but unconquerable obstinacy did he resist all her 
entreaties At length Elizabeth sat silent For a few moments she appeared 
lost m thought, considering, probably, what new methods might be tried 
to withdraw her lover from so dark a fantasy, which, if it had no other 
meaning, was perhaps a symptom of mental disease Though of a firmer 
character than his own, the tears rolled down her cheeks But, m an in- 
stant, as it were, a new feeling took the place of sorrow her eyes were 
fixed msensibly on the black veil, when, like a sudden twilight in the air, 
Its terrors fell around her She arose, and stood trembling before him 
And do you feel it then, at last^” said he mournfully 

She made no reply, but covered her eyes with her hand, and turned to 
leave the room He rushed forward and caught her arm 

“Have patience with me, Elizabeth'” cried he, passionately “Do not 
desert me, though this veil must be between us here on earth Be mine, 
and hereafter there shall be no veil over my face, no darkness between our 
souls ' It IS but a mortal veil it is not for eternity ' O ' you know not how 
lonely I am, and how frightened, to be alone behind my black veil Do not 
lea.ye me m this miserable obscurity forever' ” 

Lift the veil but once, and look me m the face,” said she 
Never' It cannot be' ” replied Mr Hooper 
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‘‘Then farewell' ” said Elizabeth. 

She withdrew her arm from his grasp, and slowly departed, pausing at 
the door, to give one long shuddering gaze, that seemed almost to pene- 
trate the mystery of the Wack veil But, even amid his grief, Mr Hooper 
smiled to think that only a material emblem had separated him from hap- 
piness, though the horrors, which it shadowed forth, must be drawn dark- 
ly between the fondest of loveis 

From that time no attempts w^ere made to remove Mr Hooper's black 
veil, or, by a direct appeal, to discover the secret which it was supposed to 
hide By persons who claimed a superiority to popular prejudice, it was 
reclconed merely an eccentric whim, such as often mingles with the sober 
actions of men otherwise rational, and tmges them all with its own sem- 
blance of insanity But wath the multitude, good Mr Hooper was irrepar- 
bly a bugbear He could not walk the street with any peace of mind, so 
conscious was he that the gentle and timid would turn aside to avoid him, 
and that others would make it a point of hardihood to throw themselves m 
his way The impertinence of the latter class compelled him to give up his 
customary walk at sunset to the burial ground , foi when he leaned pen- 
sively over the gate, there w^ould always be faces behind the gravestones, 
peeping at his black veil A fable went the rounds that the stare of the 
dead people drove him thence It grieved him, to the very depth of his 
kmd heart, to observe how the children fled from his approach, bieaking 
up their merriest sports, while his melancholy figure was yet afai off 
Their instinctive dread caused him to feel more strongly than aught else, 
that a preternatural horror was interwoven %vith the threads of the black 
crape In truth, his own antipathy to the veil was known to be so great, 
that he never willingly passed before a mirror, nor stooped to drink at a 
still fountain, lest, m its peaceful bosom, he should be affrighted by him- 
self This was what gave plausibility to the whispers, that Mr Hooper’s 
conscience tortured him for some great crime too horrible to be entirely 
concealed, or otherwise than so obscurely intimated Thus, from beneath 
the black veil, there rolled a cloud into the sunshine, an ambiguity of sm 
or sorrow, which enveloped the poor minister, so that love or sympathy 
could never reach him It was said that ghost and fiend consorted wnth 
him there With self-shudderings and outward tenors, he walked contin- 
ually in its shadow, groping darkly within his own soul, or gazing through 
a medium that saddened the whole world Even the lawless wind, it was 
believed, respected his dreadful secret, and never blew aside the veil But 
still good Mr Hooper sadly smiled at the pale visages of the worldly 
throng as he passed by 

Among all its bad influences, the black veil had the one desirable effect, 
• of making its wearer a very efficient clergyman By the aid of his mysteri- 
ous emblem for there was no other appaient cause he became a man 
of awful power over souls' that were in agony for sm His converts always 
regarded him with a dread peculiar to themselves, affirming, though but 
figuratively, that, before he brought them to celestial light, they had been 
with him behind the black veil Its gloom, indeed, enabled him to sym- 
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pathize with all dark affections Dying sinners cried aloud for Mr. Hoop- 
er, and would not yield their breath till he appeared, though ever, as he 
stooped to whisper consolation, they shuddered at the veiled face so near 
their own Such were the terrors of the black veil, even when Death had 
bared his visage! Strangers came long distances to attend service at his 
chuich, with the mere idle purpose of gazing at his figure, because it vas 
forbidden them to behold his face But many were made to quake ere 
they departed! Once, during Governor Belcher’s administration, hlr 
Hooper was appointed to pi each the election seimon Co\ered with his 
black veil, he stood before the chief magistrate, the council, and the rep- 
resentatives, and wrought so deep an impression, that the legislative 
measures of that yeai were characterized by all the gloom and piety of 
our earliest ancestral sway 

In this mannei Mi Hooper spent a long life, iireproachable in outward 
act, yet shrouded in dismal suspicions, kind and loving, though unloved, 
and dimly feared, a man apart from men, shunned in their health and 
joy, but ever summoned to their aid m mortal anguish As years wore on, 
shedding their snows above his sable veil, he acquired a name throughout 
the New England churches, and they called him Fatlier Hooper Nearly 
all his parishioneis, who were of mature age when he w'as settled, had been 
borne away by many a funeral he had one congregation in the church, 
and a more crowded one in the churchyard , and having w rought so late 
into the evening, and done his w'ork so w'ell, it was now" good Father 
Hooper’s turn to rest 

Several persons were visible by the shaded candlelight, m the death 
chamber of the old clergyman Natural connections he had none But 
there was the decorously grave, though unmoved physician, seeking only 
to mitigate the last pangs of the patient whom he could not save There 
were the deacons, and other eminently pious members of his church 
There, also, was the Reverend Mr Clark, of Westbury, a young and zeal- 
ous divine, who had ridden in haste to pray by the bedside of the expiring 
minister There w"as the nurse, no hired handmaiden of death, but one 
whose calm affection had endured thus long m secrecy, in solitude, amid 
the chill of age, and would not perish, even at the dying hour Who, but 
Elizabeth' And there lay the hoary head of good Father Hooper upon the 
death pillow, with the black veil still swathed about his brow", and reach- 
ing down over his face, so that each more difficult gasp of his faint breath 
caused it to stir All through life that piece of crape had hung betw^een him 
and the world it had separated him from cheerful brotherhood and wom- 
an’s love, and kept him in that saddest of all prisons, his own heart , and 
still it lay upon his face, as if to deepen the gloom of his darksome cham- 
ber, and shade him from the sunshine of eternity 

For some time previous, his mind had been confused, wavering doubt- 
fully between the past and the present, and hovering forward, as it w'cre, 
at intervals, into the indistinctness of the world to come There had been 
feverish turns, which tossed him from side to side, and w"ore away what 
little strength he had But in his most convulsive struggles, and in tlie 
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Wildest vagaries of his intellect, when no other thought retained its sober 
influence, he still showed an awful solicitude lest the black veil should 
slip aside Even if his bewildered soul could have forgotten, there was a 
faithful woman at this pillow, who, witli averted eyes, would have cov 
ered that aged face, which she had last beheld in the comeliness of man 
hood At length the death-stricken old man lay quietly m the torpor of 
mental and bodily exhaustion, with an imperceptible pulse, and breath 
that grew fainter and fainter, except when a long, deep, and inegular in- 
spiration seemed to prelude the flight of his spirit 

The minister of Westbury approached the bedside. 

“Venerable Father Hooper,’’ said he, “the moment of your release is at 
hand Are you ready for tlie lifting of the veil that shuts in time from eter- 
nity?” 

Father Hooper at first replied merely by a feeble motion of his head, 
then, apprehensive, perhaps, that his meaning might be doubted, he ex- 
erted himself to speak 

“Yea,” said he, m faint accents, “my soul hath a patient weariness un- 
til that veil be lifted ” 

“And IS it fitting,” resumed the Reverend Mi Clark, “that a man so 
given to pra3^er, of such a blameless example, holy m deed and thought, 
so far as mortal judgment may pronounce, is it fitting that a father in the 
church should leave a shadow on his memory, that may seem to blacken a 
life so pure? I pray you, my venerable brother, let not this thing be> Suf- 
fer us to be gladdened liy your triumphant aspect as you go to your re- 
ward Before the veil of eternity be lifted, let me cast aside this black veil 
from your face'” 

And thus speaking, the Reverend Mr Clark bent forv^ard to reveal the 
mystery of so many years But, exerting a sudden energy, that made all 
the beholders stand aghast. Father Hooper snatched both his hands from 
beneath the bedclothes, and pressed them strongly on the black veil, reso- 
lute to struggle, if the minister of Westbury would contend with a dying 
man 

“Never! ” cried the veiled clergyman. “On earth, never! ” 

“Dark old man ' ” exclaimed the affrighted minister, “with what hor- 
rible crime upon your soul are you now passing to the judgment?” 

Father Hooper’s breath heaved, it rattled m his throat, but, with a 
mighty effort, grasping forward with his hands, he caught hold of life, and 
held it back till he should speak He even raised himself m bed, and there 
he sat, shivering with the arms of death around him, while the black veil 
hung down, awful, at that last moment, m the gathered terrors of a life- 
time And yet the faint, sad smile, so often there, now seemed to glimmer 
from its obscurity, and linger on Father Hooper’s lips 

“Why do you tremble at me alone?” cried he, turning his veiled face 
round the circle of pale spectators “Tremble also at each other' Have 
men avoided me, and women shown no pity, and children screamed and 
fled, only for my black veil? What, but the mystery which it obscurely 
typifies, has made this piece of crape so awful? When the friend shows his 
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inmost heait to his friend, the lover to his best beloved, when man does 
not vainly shrink from the eye of his Creator, loathsomely treasuring up 
the secret of his sm, then deem me a monster, for the symbol beneath 
which I have lived, and diel I look around me, and, lol on every visage a 
BlgckVeil'” 

While his auditors shrank from one another, in mutual affright. Father 
Hooper fell back upon his pillow, a veiled corpse, with a faint smile linger- 
ing on the lips Still veiled, they laid him in his coffin, and a veiled corpse 
they bore him to the grave The glass of many years has sprung up and 
withered on that grave, the burial stone is moss-grown, and good Mr 
Hooper’s face is dust, but awful is still the thought that it mouldered be- 
neath the Black Veil' 


THE MAYPOLE OF MERRY MOUNT 


There is an admirable foundation for a philosophic romance in the curious 
history of the early settlement of Mount Wollaston, or Merry Mount In the 
slight sketch here attempted, the facts, recorded on the gra\e pages of our 
New England annalists, have wrought themselves, almost spontaneously, into 
a sort of allegory The masques, mummeries, and festive customs, described in 
the text, are in accordance with the manners of the age Authority on these 
points may be found in Strutt’s Book of English Sports and Pastimes 

Bright were the days at Merry Mount, when the hlaypole was the ban- 
ner staff of that gay colony' They who reared it, should their banner be 
triumphant, were to pour sunshine over New England’s rugged hills, and 
scatter flower seeds throughout the soil Jollity and gloom were contend- 
ing for an empire Midsummer eve had come, bringing deep verdure to 
the forest, and roses m her lap, of a more vivid hue than the tender buds 
of Spring, But May, or her mirthful spirit, dwelt all the year round at 
Merry Mount, sporting with the Summer months, and revelling with Au- 
tumn, and basking in the glow of Winter’s fireside Thiough a world of 
toil and care she flitted with a dreamlike smile, and came hither to find a 
home among the lightsome hearts of Merry Mount 

Never had the Maypole been so gayly decked as at sunset on midsum- 
mer eve This venerated emblem was a pine-tree, which had preserved the 
slender grace of youth, while it equalled the loftiest height of the old wmod 
monarchs From its top streamed a silken banner, colored like the rain- 
bow Down nearly to the ground the pole was dressed with birchen boughs, 
and others of the liveliest green, and some with silvery leaves, fastened by 
ribbons that fluttered in fantastic knots of twenty different colors, but no 
sad ones Garden flowers, and blossoms of the wilderness, laughed gladly 
forth amid the verdure, so fresh and dewy that they must have grown by 
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magic on that happy pine-tree Where this gieen and flowery splendor ter- 
minated, the shaft of the Maypole was stained with the seven brilliant 
hues of the banner at its top On the lowest green bough hung an abun- 
dant wreath of roses, some that had been gathered m the sunniest spots of 
the forest, and others, of still richer blush, which the colonists had reaied 
from English seed O, people of the Golden Age, the chief of your hus- 
bandry was to laise flowers’ 

But what was the wild throng tliat stood hand m hand about the May- 
pole^ It could not be that the fauns and nymphs, when driven from their 
classic groves and homes of ancient fable, had sought refuge, as all the 
persecuted did, in the fiesh woods of the West These were Gothic mon- 
sters, though perhaps of Grecian ancestry On the shoulders of a comely 
youth uprose the head and branching antlers of a stag, a second, human 
m all other points, had the grim visage of a wolf, a third, still with the 
trunk and limbs of a mortal man, showed the beard and horns of a vener- 
able he-goat There was the likeness of a bear erect, brute m all but his 
hind legs, which were adorned with pink silk stockings And here again, 
almost as wondrous, stood a real bear of the dark forest, lending each of 
his fore paws to the grasp of a human hand, and as ready for the dance as 
any m that circle His mfeiior nature rose half way, to meet his compan- 
ions as they stooped Other faces wore the similitude of man or woman, 
but distorted or extravagant, with red noses pendulous before their 
mouths, which seemed of awful depth, and stretched from ear to ear m an 
eternal fit of laughter Heie might be seen the Savage Man, well kno^vn 
in heraldry, hairy as a baboon, and girdled with green leaves By his side, 
a noble figure, but still a counterfeit, appeared an Indian hunter, with 
feathery crest and wampum belt Many of this strange company wore 
foolscaps, and had little bells appended to their garments, tinkling with a 
silvery sound, responsive to the inaudible music of their gleesome spirits 
Some youths and maidens were of soberer garb, yet well maintained tlieir 
places m the irregular throng by the expression of wild levelry upon then 
features Such were the colonists of Merry Mount, as they stood m the 
broad smile of sunset round their venerated Maypole 

Had a wanderer, bewildered in the melancholy forest, heard their 
mirth, and stolen a half-affrighted glance, he might have fancied them the 
crew of Comus, some already transformed to brutes, some midway be- 
tween man and beast, and the others noting m the flow of tipsy jollity 
that foreran the change But a band of Puritans, who watched the scene, 
invisible themselves, compared the masques to those devils and ruined 
souls with whom their superstition peopled the black wilderness 

Within the ring of monsters appeared the two airiest forms that had 
ever trodden on any more solid footing than a purple and golden cloud 
One was a youth in glistening apparel, with a scarf of the rainbow pat- 
tern crosswise on his breast His right hand held a gilded staff, the ensign 
of high dignity among the revellers, and his left grasped the slender fin- 
gers of a fair maiden, not less gayly decorated than himself Bright roses 
glowed m contrast with the dark and glossy curls of each, and were scat- 
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teied round their feet, or had sprung up spontaneously there Behind this 
lightsome couple, so close to the Maypole that its boughs shaded his jo- 
vial face, stood the figure of an English priest, canonically dressed, yet 
decked with flowers, in heathen fashion, and wearing a chaplet of the na- 
tive vine leaves By the not of his rolling eye, and the pagan decorations 
of his holy garb, he seemed the wildest monster tliere, and the very Comus 
of the crew 

“Votaries of the Maypole,” cried the flower-decked priest, “merrily, all 
day long, have the woods echoed to your mirth But be this your merriest 
hour, my hearts' Lo, here stand the Lord and Lady of the May, whom I, 
a cleik of Oxford, and high priest of Merry Mount, am presently to join 
in holy matrimony Up with your nimble spirits, ye morris-dancers, green 
men, and glee maidens, bears and wolves, and horned gentlemen' Come, 
a chorus now, rich with the old mirth of Merry England, and the wilder 
glee of this fresh forest, and then a dance, to show the youthful pair -what 
life IS made of, and how airily they should go tlirough it' All ye that love 
the Maypole, lend your voices to the nuptial song of the Lord and Lady 
of the May'” 

This wedlock was more serious than most affairs of Merry Mount, 
where jest and delusion, trick and fantasy, kept up a continual carnival 
The Lord and Lady of the May, though their titles must be laid down at 
sunset, were really and truly to be partners for the dance of life, beginning 
the measure that same bright eve The wieath of roses, that hung from the 
lowest green bough of the Maypole, had been twined for tliem, and would 
be thrown over both their heads, m symbol of their flowery union VTien 
the priest had spoken, therefore, a riotous uproar burst from the rout of 
monstrous figures 

“Begin you the stave, leverend Sir,” cried they all, “and never did the 
woods ring to such a merry peal as W'e of the Maypole shall send up! ” 

Immediately a prelude of pipe, cithern, and viol, touched with prac- 
tised minstrelsy, began to play from a neighboring thicket, in such a 
mirthful cadence that the boughs of the Maypole quiveied to the sound 
But the May Lord, he of the gilded staff, chancing to look into his Lady’s 
eyes, was wonder struck at the almost pensive glance that met his own 

“Edith, sweet Lady of the May,” whispered he reproachfully, “is yon 
wreath of roses a garland to hang above our graves, that you look so sad? 
0, Edith, this is our golden time ' Tarnish it not by any pensive shadow' of 
the mind, for it may be that nothing of futuiity will be brighter than the 
mere remembrance of what is now passing ” 

“That was the very thought that saddened me ' How came it in your 
mind too^” said Edith, m a still lower tone than he, for it was high treason 
to be sad at Merry Mount “Therefore do I sigh amid this festive music. 
And besides, dear Edgar, I struggle as with a dream, and fancy that these 
shapes of our jovial friends are visionary, and their mirth unreal, and that 
we are no true Lord and Lady of the May What is the mystery in my 
heart?” 

Just then, as if a spell had loosened them, down came a little shower of 
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Withering rose leaves from the Maypole Alas, for the young lovers ' Nc 
sooner had their hearts glowed witli leal passion than they were sensibk 
of something vague and unsubstantial m their former pleasures, and feh 
a dreary presentiment of inevitable change From the moment that the> 
truly loved, they had subjected themselves to earth’s doom of care and 
sorrow, and troubled joy, and had no more a home at Merry Mount That 
was Edith’s mystery Now leave we the piiest to marry them, and the 
masquers to sport round the Maypole, till the last sunbeam be withdrawn 
from its summit, and the shadows of the forest mingle gloomily m the 
dance Meanwhile, we may discover who these gay people were 
Two hundred years ago, and more, the old world and its inhabitants 
became mutually weary of each other Men voyaged by thousands to the 
West some to barter glass beads, and such like jewels, for the furs of the 
Indian hunter, some to conquer virgin empires, and one stern band to 
pray But none of these motives had much weight with the colonists oi 
Merry Mount Their leaders were men who had sported so long with life, 
that when Thought and Wisdom came, even these unwelcome guests were 
led astray by the crowd of vanities which they should have put to flight 
Erring Thought and perverted Wisdom w^ere made to put on masques, and 
play the fool The men of W'hom we speak, after losing the heart’s fresh 
gayety, imagined a wild philosophy of pleasure, and came hither to act 
out their latest day-dream They gathered followers from all that giddy 
tribe whose whole life is like the festal days of soberer men In their train 
were minstrels, not unknown in London streets, w’'andering players, whose 
theatres had been the halls of noblemen, mummers, rope-dancers, and 
mountebanks, who would long be missed at wakes, church ales, and fairs, 
in a word, mirth mailers of every sort, such as abounded in that age, but 
now began to be discountenanced by the rapid growth of Puritanism 
Light had their footsteps been on land, and as lightly they came across tlie 
sea Many had been maddened by their previous troubles into a gay de- 
spair, others were as madly gay in the flush of youth, like the May Lord 
and his Lady, but whatever might be the quality of their mirth, old and 
young were gay at INIerry Mount The young deemed themselves happy 
The elder spiiits, if they knew that mirth w^as but the counterfeit of hap- 
piness, yet followed the false shadow wilfully, because at least her gar- 
ments glittered brightest Sworn triflers of a lifetime, they would not ven- 
ture among the sober truths of life not even to be truly blest 

All the hereditary pastimes of Old England were transplanted hither. 
The King of Christmas was duly crowned, and the Lord of Misrule bore 
potent sway On the Eve of St John, they felled whole acres of the forest 
to make bonfires, and danced by the blaze all night, crowned with gar- 
lands, and throwing flowers mto the flame At harvest time, though their 
crop was of the smallest, they made an image with the sheaves of Indian 
corn, and wreathed it with autumnal garlands, and bore it home triumph- 
antly But what chiefly characterized the colonists of Merry Mount was 
their veneration for the Ma3q3ole It has made their true history a poet’s 
tale Spring decked the hallowed emblem with young blossoms and fresh 
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green boughs, Summer brought roses of the deepest blush, and the per- 
fected foliage of the forest, Autumn enriched it with that red and yellow 
gorgeousness which converts each wildwood leaf into a painted flower , 
and Winter silvered it with sleet, and hung it round with icicles, till it 
flashed in the cold sunshine, itself a frozen sunbeam Thus each alternate 
season did homage to the Maypole, and paid it a tribute of its own richest 
splendor Its votaries danced round it, once, at least, m every month, 
sometimes they called it their religion, or their altar, but always, it was 
the banner staff of Merry Mount 

Unfortunately, there were men m the new world of a sterner faith than 
those Maypole worshippers Not far from Merry Mount was a settlement 
of Puritans, most dismal wretches, who said their prayers before daylight, 
and then wrought in the forest or the cornfield till evening made it prayer 
time again Their weapons were always at hand to shoot down the strag- 
gling savage When they met in conclave, it was never to keep up the old 
English mirth, but to hear sermons three hours long, or to proclaim boun- 
ties on the heads of wolves and the scalps of Indians Their festivals were 
fast days, and their chief pastime the singing of psalms Woe to the youth 
or maiden who did but dream of a dance' The selectman nodded to the 
constable , and there sat the light-heeled reprobate in the stocks , or if he 
danced, it was round the whippmg-post, which might be termed the Puri- 
tan Maypole 

A party of these grim Puritans, toiling through the difficult woods, each 
with a horseload of iron armor to burden his footsteps, would sometimes 
draw near the sunny precincts of Merry Mount There were the silken 
colonists, sporting round their Maypole, perhaps teaching a bear to 
dance, or striving to communicate their mirth to the grave Indian, or 
masquerading m the skins of deer and wolves, which they had hunted for 
that especial purpose Often, the whole colony were playing at blmdman’s 
buff, magistrates and all, with their eyes bandaged, except a single scape- 
goat, whom the blinded sinners pursued by the tinkling of the bells at his 
garments Once, it is said, they were seen following a flower-decked 
corpse, with merriment and festive music, to his grave But did the dead 
man laugh? In their quietest times, they sang ballads and told tales, for 
the edification of their pious visitors, or perplexed them with juggling 
tricks, or grinned at them through horse collars, and when sport itself 
grew wearisome, they made game of their own stupidity, and began a 
yawning match At the very least of these enormities, the men of iron 
shook their heads and frowned so darkly that the revellers looked up 
imagining that a momentary cloud had overcast the sunshine, which was 
to be perpetual there On the other hand, the Puritans affirmed that, when 
a psalm was pealing from their place of worship, the echo which the forest 
sent them back seemed often like the chorus of a jolly catch, closing with 
a roar of laughter Who but the fiend, and his bond slaves, the crew of 
Merry Mount, had thus disturbed them? In due time, a feud arose, stern 
and bitter on one side, and as serious on the other as anything could be 
among such light spirits as had sworn allegiance to the Maypole The 
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future complexion of New England was involved in this important quar- 
rel Should the grizzly saints establish their jurisdiction over the gay sin- 
ners, then would their spirits darken all the clime, and make it a land of 
clouded visages, of hard toil, of sermon and psalm forever But should the 
banner staff of Merry Mount be fortunate, sunshine would break upon the 
hills, and flowers would beautify the forest, and late posterity do homage 
to the Maypole 

After these authentic passages from history, we return to the nuptials 
of the Lord and Lady of the May Alas J we have delayed too long, and 
must darken our tale too suddenly As we glance again at the Maypole, a 
solitary sunbeam is fading from the summit, and leaves only a faint, 
golden tinge blended with the hues of the rainbow banner Even that dim 
light IS now withdrawn, relinquishing the whole domain of Merry Mount 
to the evening gloom, which has rushed so instantaneously from the black 
sui rounding woods But some of these black shadows have rushed forth in 
human shape 

'Yes, with the setting sun, the last day of mirth had passed from Merry 
Mount The ring of gay masquers was disordered and broken, the stag 
lowered his antlers in dismay, the wolf grew weaker than a lamb, the 
bells of the morris-dancers tinkled with tremulous affright The Puritans 
had played a characteristic part m the Maypole mummeries Their dark- 
some figures were intermixed with the wild shapes of their foes, and made 
the scene a picture of the moment, when waking thoughts start up amid 
the scattered fantasies of a dream The leader of the hostile party stood m 
the centre of the circle, while the route of monsters cowered around him, 
like evil spirits in the presence of a dread magician No fantastic foolery 
could look him m the face So stern was the energy of his aspect, that the 
whole man, visage, frame, and soul, seemed wrought of iron, gifted with 
life and thought, yet all of one substance with his headpiece and breast- 
plate It was the Puritan of Puritans , it was Endicott himself ' 

“Stand off, priest of Baal'” said he, with a grim frown, and laying no 
reverent hand upon the surplice ‘T know thee, Blackstone' ^ Thou art 
the man who couldst not abide the rule even of thine own corrupted 
church, and hast come hither to preach iniquity, and to give example of 
it m thy life But now shall it be seen that the Lord hath sanctified this 
wilderness for his peculiar people Woe unto them that would defile it' 
And first, for this flower-decked abomination, the altar of thy worship'” 

And with his keen sword Endicott assaulted the hallowed Maypole 
Nor long did it resist his arm It groaned with a dismal sound, it show- 
ered leaves and rosebuds upon the remorseless enthusiast, and finally, 
with all its green boughs and ribbons and flowers, symbolic of departed 
pleasures, down fell the banner staff of Merry Mount As it sank, tradi- 
tion says, the evening sky grew darker, and the woods threw forth a more 
sombre shadow 

' Did Governor Endicott speak less positively, we should suspect a mistake here 
The Rev Mr Blaclvstone, though an eccentric, is not known to have been an im- 
moral man We rather doubt his identity with the priest of Merry Mount 
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“There,” cried Endicott, looking triumphantly on his work, “there lies 
,the only Maypole in New England’ The thought is strong within me that, 
by its fall, IS shadowed forth the fate of light and idle mirth malieis, 
amongst us and our posterity Amen, saith John Endicott ” 

“Amen’” echoed his followeis 

But the votaries of the Maypole gave one groan for their idol At the 
sound, the Puritan leader glanced at the crew of Comus, each a figure of 
broad mirth, yet, at this moment, strangely expressive of sorrow and 
dismay 

“Valiant captain,” quoth Peter Palfrey, the Ancient of the band, “what 
order shall be taken with the prisoners?” 

“I thought not to repent me of cutting down a Maypole,” replied Endi- 
cott, “yet now I could find in my heart to plant it again, and give each of 
these Tiestial pagans one other dance round their idol It would have 
served rarely for a whippmg-post’ ” 

“But there are pine-trees enow,” suggested the lieutenant 

“True, good Ancient,” said the leader “Wherefore, bind the heathen 
crew, and bestow on them a small matter of stripes apiece, as earnest of 
our future justice Set some of the rogues in the stocks to rest themselves, 
so soon as Providence shall bring us to one of our own well-ordered set- 
tlements where such accommodations may be found Further penalties, 
such as branding and cropping of ears, shall be thought of hereafter ” 

“How many stripes for the priest?” inquired Ancient Palfrey 

“None as yet,” answered Endicott, bending his iron frown upon the 
culprit “It must be for the Great and General Court to determine, wheth- 
er stripes and long imprisonment, and other grievous penalty, may atone 
for his transgressions Let him look to himself For such as violate our 
civil order, it may be permitted us to show mercy But woe to the wretch 
that troubleth our religion ” 

“And this dancing bear,” resumed the officer “Must he share the 
stripes of his fellows?” 

“Shoot him through the head’” said the energetic Puritan “I suspect 
witchcraft in the beast ” 

“Here be a couple of shining ones,” continued Peter Palfrey, pointing 
his weapon at the Lord and Lady of the May “They seem to be of high 
station among these misdoers Methmks their dignity will not be fitted 
with less than a double share of stripes ” 

Endicott rested on his sword, and closely surveyed the dress and aspect 
of the hapless pair There they stood, pale, downcast, and apprehensive 
Yet there was an air of mutual support and of pure affection, seeking aid 
and giving it, that showed them to be man and wife, with the sanction' of a 
priest upon their love The youth, m the peril of the moment, had dropped 
his gilded staff, and thrown his arm about the Lady of the May, who 
leaned against his breast, too lightly to burden him, but with weight 
enough to express that their destinies were linked together, for good or 
evil They looked first at each other, and then into the grirn captain’s face 
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There they stood, m the first hour of wedlock, while the idle pleasures, of 
which their companions were the emblems, had given place to the sternest 
cares of life, personified by the dark Puritans But never had their youth' 
ful beauty seemed so pure and high as when its glow was chastened by 
adversity 

“Youth,” said Endicott, “ye stand in an evil case thou and thy maiden 
wife Make ready presently, for I am minded that ye shall both have a 
token to remember your wedding day • ” 

“Stern man,” cried the May Lord, “how can I move thee? Were the 
means at hand, I would resist to the death Being powerless, I entreat’ Do 
with me as thou wilt, but let Edith go untouched ' ” 

“Not so,” replied the immitigable zealot “We are not wont to show an 
idle courtesy to that sex, which requireth the stricter disciplme ^Vhat 
sayest thou, maid? Shall thy silken bridegroom suffer thy share of the 
penalty, besides his own?” 

“Be it death,” said Edith, “and lay it all on me ’ ” 

Truly, as Endicott had said, the poor lovers stood in a woful case 
Their foes were triumphant, their friends captive and abased, their home 
desolate, the benighted wilderness around them, and a rigorous destiny, 
m the shape of the Puritan leader, their only guide Yet the deepening 
tvulight could not altogether conceal that the iron man was softened, he 
smiled at the fair spectacle of early love, he almost sighed for the inevit- 
able blight of early hopes 

“The troubles of life have come hastily on this young couple,” observed 
Endicott “We will see how they comport themselves under their present 
trials ere we burden them with greater If, among the spoil, there be any 
garments of a more decent fashion, let them be put upon this May Lord 
and his Lad}'’, instead of their glistening vanities Look to it, some of 
you ” 

“And shall not the youth’s hair be cut?” asked Peter Palfrey, looking 
with abhorrence at the lovelock and long glossy curls of the young man 

“Crop it forthwith, and that m the true pumpkin-shell fashion,” an- 
swered the captain “Then bring them along with us, but more gently 
than their fellows There be qualities m the youth, which may make him 
valiant to fight, and sober to toil, and pious to pray, and m the maiden, 
that may fit her to become a mother m oui* Israel, bringing up babes m 
better nurture than her own hath been Nor think ye, young ones, that 
they are the happiest, even in our lifetime of a moment, who misspend it 
in dancing round a Maypole’ ” 

And Endicott, the severest Puritan of all who laid the rock foundation 
of New England, lifted the ’wreath of roses from the rum of the Maypole, 
and threw it, with his own gauntleted hand, over the heads of the Lord 
and Lady of tlie j\Iay It was a deed of p^ophec3^ As the moral gloom of 
the world overpowers all systematic gayety, even so was their home of 
wild mirth made desolate amid the sad forest They returned to it no 
more But as their flowery garland was wreathed of the brightest roses 
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that had grown there, so, in the tie that united them, were intei twined all 
the purest and best of their early joys They went lieavenward, support- 
ing each other along the difficult path which it was their lot to tread, and 
never wasted one regretful tliought on the vanities of Merry hlount 


THE GENTLE BOY 

In the course of the year 1656, several of the people called Quakers, led, 
as they professed, by the inward movement of the spirit, made their ap- 
pearance m New England Their reputation, as holders of mystic and per- 
nicious principles, having spread before them, the Puritans early endeav- 
ored to banish, and to prevent the further intrusion of the rising sect But 
the measures by w'hich it was intended to purge the land of heresy, though 
more than sufficiently vigorous, were entirely unsuccessful The Quakers, 
esteeming persecution as a divine call to the post of danger, laid claim to 
a holy courage, unknow'n to the Puritans themselves, who liad shunned 
the cross, by providing for the peaceable exercise of their religion in a 
distant wilderness Though it W'as the singular fact, that every nation of 
the earth rejected the wandering enthusiasts who practised peace towards 
all men, the place of greatest uneasiness and peril, and therefore, in tlieir 
eyes the most eligible, was the province of hlassacliusetts Bay 
The fines, imprisonments, and stripes, liberally distributed b}'’ our 
pious forefathers, the popular antipathy, so strong that it endured nearly 
a hundred years after actual persecution had ceased, w'cre attractions as 
powerful for the Quakers, as peace, honoi, and reward, W’ould have been 
for the worldly minded Every European vessel brought new* cargoes of 
the sect, eager to testify against the oppression which they hoped to 
share , and when shipmasters w’ere restrained by heavy fines from afford- 
ing them passage, they made long and circuitous journeys through the 
Indian country, and appeared in the province as if conveyed by a super- 
natural power Their enthusiasm, heightened almost to madness by the 
treatment which they received, produced actions contrary to the rules of 
decency, as well as of rational religion, and presented a singular contrast 
to the calm and staid deportment of their sectarian successors of the pres- 
ent day The command of the spirit, inaudible except to the soul, and not 
to be controverted on grounds of human xvisdom, was made a plea for 
most indecorous exhibitions, which, abstractedly considered, w^ell de- 
served the moderate chastisement of the rod These extravagances, and 
the persecution which was at once their cause and consequence, continued 
to increase, till, m the year 1659, the government of Massachusetts Bay 
indulged two members of the Quaker sect with a crown of martyrdom 
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An indelible stain of blood is upon the hands of all who consented to 
this act, but a large share of the awful responsibility must rest upon the 
person then at the head of the government He was a man of narrow mind 
and imperfect education, and his uncompromising bigotry was made hot 
and mischievous by violent and hasty passions , he exerted his influence 
indecorously and unjustifiably to compass the death of the enthusiasts; 
and his whole conduct, m respect to them, was marked by brutal cruelty 
The Quakers, whose revengeful feelings were not less deep because they 
were inactive, remembered this man and his associates m after times The 
historian of the sect affirms that, by the wrath of Heaven, a blight fell 
upon the land in the vicinity of the “bloody town” of Boston, so that no 
wheat would grow there , and he takes his stand, as it were, among the 
graves of the ancient persecutors, and triumphantly recounts the judg- 
ments that overtook them, m old age or at the parting hour He tells us 
that they died suddenly and violently and in madness, but nothing can 
exceed the bitter mockery with which he records the loathsome disease, 
and “death by rottenness,” of the fierce and cruel governor 


On the evening of the autumn day that had witnessed the martyrdom 
of two men of the Quaker persuasion, a Puritan settler was returning from 
the metropolis to the neighboring country town in which he resided The 
air was cool, the sky clear, and the lingering twilight was made brighter 
by the rays of a young moon, which had now nearly reached the verge of 
the horizon. The traveller, a man of middle age, wrapped m a gray frieze 
cloak, quickened his pace when he had reached the outskirts of the town, 
for a gloomy extent of neaily four miles lay between him and his home 
The low, straw-thatched houses were scattered at considerable intervals 
along the road, and the country having been settled but about thirty 
years, the tracts of original forest still bore no small proportion to the 
cultivated ground The autumn wind wandered among the branches, 
whirling away the leaves from all except the pine-trees, and moaning as 
if it lamented the desolation of which it was the instrument The road had 
penetrated the mass of woods that lay nearest to the town, and was just 
emerging into an open space, when the traveller’s ears were saluted by a 
sound more mournful than even that of the wind It was like the wailing 
of someone in distress, and it seemed to proceed from beneath a tall and 
lonely fii-tree, m the centre of a cleared but unin closed and uncultivated 
- field The Puritan could not but remember that this was the very spot 
which had been made accursed a few hours before by the execution of 
the Quakers whose bodies had been thrown together into one hasty grave, 
beneath the tree on which they suffered He struggled however, against 
the superstitious fears which belonged to the age, and compelled himself 
to pause and listen 

“The voice is most likely mortal, nor have I cause to tremble if it be 
otherwise,” thought he, straining his eyes through the dim moonlight. 
“Methinks it is like the wailing of a child, some infant, it may be, which 
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has strayed from its mother, and chanced upon this place of death For 
the ease of mine own conscience I must search this matter out ” 

He therefore left the path, and walked somewhat fearfully across the 
field Though now so desolate, its soil was pressed down and trampled by 
the thousand footsteps of those who had witnessed the spectacle of that 
day, all of whom had now retired, leaving the dead to their loneliness 
The traveller, at length reached the fir-tree, which from the middle up- 
ward was covered with living branches, although a scaffold had been 
erected beneath, and other preparations made for the work of death Un- 
der this unhappy tree, which in after times was believed to drop poison 
with its dew, sat the one solitary mourner for innocent blood It was a 
slender and light clad little boy, who leaned his face upon a hillock of 
fresh-turned and half-frozen earth, and wailed bitterly, yet in a sup- 
pressed tone, as if his grief might receive the punishment of crime The 
Puritan, whose approach had been unperceived, laid his hand upon the 
child’s shoulder, and addressed him compassionately 

‘‘You have chosen a dreary lodging, my poor boy, and no wonder that 
you weep,” said he “But dry your eyes, and tell me where your mother 
dwells I promise you, if the journey be not too far, I will leave you in her 
arms to-night ” 

The boy had hushed his wailing at once, and turned his face upward to 
the stranger It was a pale, bright-eyed countenance, certainly not more 
than six years old, but sorrow, fear, and want had destroyed much of its 
infantile expression The Puritan seeing the boy’s frightened gaze, and 
feeling that he trembled under his hand, endeavored to reassure him 
“Nay, if I intended to do you harm, little lad, the readiest w^ay were to 
leave you here What' you do not fear to sit beneath the gallow>^s on a 
new-made grave, and yet you tremble at a friend’s touch Take heart, 
child, and tell me what is your name and where is your home^” 

“Friend,” replied the little boy, in a sweet though faltering voice, “they 
caU me Ilbrahim, and my home is here ” 

The pale, spiritual face, the eyes that seemed to mingle with the moon- 
light, the sweet, airy voice, and the outlandish name, almost made the 
Puritan believe that the boy was in truth a being which had sprung up 
out of the grave on which he sat But perceiving that the apparition stood 
the test of a short mental prayer, and remembering that the arm which 
he had touched was lifelike, he adopted a more rational supposition “The 
poor child IS stricken m his intellect,” thought he, “but verily his words 
are feaiful m a place like this ” He then spoke soothingly, intending to 
humor the boy’s fantasy 

“Your home will scarce be comfortable, Ilbrahim, this cold autumn 
night, and I fear you are ill-provided with food I am hastening to a w^arm 
supper and bed, and if you will go with me you shall share them' ” 

“I thank thee, friend, but though I be hungry, and shivering with cold, 
thou wilt not give me food nor lodging,” replied the boy, m the quiet tone 
which despair had taught him, even so young “My father was of the 
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people whom all men hate They have laid him under this heap of earth, 
and here is my home ” 

The Puritan, who had laid hold of little Ilbrahim’s hand, relinquished 
it as if he were touching a loathsome reptile But he possessed a com- 
passionate heart, which not even religious prejudice could harden mto 
atone 

“God forbid that I should leave this child to perish, though he comes 
nf the accursed sect,” said he to himself. “Do we not all spring from an 
evil root? Are we not all m darkness till the light doth shine upon us? He 
shall not perish, neither in body, nor, if prayer and instruction may avail 
for him, in soul.” He then spoke aloud and kindly to Ilbrahim, who had 
again hid his face in the cold earth of the grave “Was every door in the 
land shut against you, my child, that you have wandered to this unhal- 
lowed spot?” 

“They drove me forth from the prison when they took my father 
thence,” said the boy, “and I stood afar off watching the crowd of people, 
and when they were gone I came hither, and found only his grave I knew 
that my father was sleeping here, and I said this shall be my home ” 

“No, child, no, not while I have a roof over ‘my head, or a morsel to 
share with you > ” exclaimed the Puritan, whose sympathies were now ful- 
ly excited “Rise up and come with me, and fear not any harm ” 

The boy wept afresh, and clung to the heap of earth as if the cold heart 
beneath it were warmer to him than any m a living breast The traveller, 
however, continued to entreat him tenderly, and seeming to acquire some 
degree of confidence, he at length arose But his slender limbs tottered 
with weakness, his little head grew dizzy, and he leaned against the tree 
of death for support 

“My poor boy, are you so feeble?” said the Puritan “When did you 
taste food last?” 

“I ate of bread and water with my father in the prison,” replied Ilbra- 
him, “but they brought him none neither yesterday nor to-day, saying 
that he had eaten enough to bear him to his journey’s end Trouble not 
thyself for my hunger, kind friend, for I have lacked food many times ere 
now.” 

The tiaveller took the child in his arms and wrapped his cloak about 
him, while his heart stirred with shame and anger against the gratuitous 
cruelty of the instruments in this persecution In the awakened warmth 
of his feelings he resolved that, at whatever risk, he would not forsake 
the poor little defenceless being whom Heaven had confided to his care 
With this determination he left the accursed field, and resumed the home- 
ward path from which the waihng of the boy had called him The light 
and motionless burden scarcely impeded his progress, and he soon beheld 
the fire rays from the wmdows of the cottage which he, a native of a dis- 
tant clime, had budt in the western wilderness It was surrounded by a 
considerable extent of cultivated ground, and the dwelling was situated 
in the nook of a wood-covered hill, whither it seemed to have crept for 
protection 
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“Look up, child,” said the Puritan to Ilbrahim, whose faint head had 
sunk upon his shoulder, “there is our home ” 

At the word “home,” a thrill passed through the child’s frame, but he 
continued silent A few moments brought them to a cottage door, at which 
the owner knocked, for at that early period, when savages were wander- 
ing everywhere among the settlers, bolt and bar were indispensable to the 
security of a dwelling The summons was answered by a bond-servant, a 
coarse-clad and dull-featured piece of humanity, who, after ascertaining 
that his master was the applicant, undid the door, and held a flaring pine- 
knot torch to light him m Farther back in the passage-way, the red blaze 
discovered a matronly woman, but no little crowd of children came 
bounding forth to greet their father’s return As the Puritan entered, he 
thrust aside his cloak, and displayed Ilbrahim’s face to the female 

“Dorothy, here is a little outcast, whom Providence hath put into our 
hands,” observed he “Be kind to him, even as if he were of those dear ■ 
ones who have departed from us ” 

“What pale and bright-eyed little boy is this, Tobias?” she inquired 
“Is he one whom the wilderness folk have ravished from some Christian 
mother^” 

“No, Dorothy, this poor child is no captive from the wilderness,” he re- 
plied “The heathen savage would have given him to eat of his scanty 
morsel, and to drink of his birchen cup, but Christian men, alas, had cast 
him out to die ” 

Then he told her how he had found him beneath the gallows, upon his 
father’s grave , and how his heart had prompted him, like the speaking of 
an inward voice, to take the little outcast home, and be kind unto him He 
acknowledged his resolution to feed and clothe him, as if he were his O'Rti 
child, and to afford him the instruction which should counteract the per- 
nicious errors hitherto instilled into his infant mind Dorothy was gifted 
with even a quicker tenderness than her husband, and she approved of all 
his doings and intentions 

“Have you a mother, dear child^” she inquired 

The tears burst forth from his full heart as he attempted to reply, but 
Dorothy at length understood that he had a mother, who, like the rest of 
her sect, was a persecuted wanderer She had been taken from the prison 
a short time before, carried into the uninhabited wilderness, and left to 
perish there by hunger or wild beasts This was no uncommon method of 
disposing of the Quakers, and they were accustomed to boast that the in- 
habitants of the desert were more hospitable to them than civilized man 
Fear not, little boy, you shall not need a mother, and a kind one,” said 
Dorothy, when she had gathered this information “Dry your tears, Ilbra- 
him, and be my child, as I will be your mother ” 

The good woman prepared the little bed, from which her own children 
had successively been borne to another resting-place Before Ilbrahim 
would consent to occupy it, he knelt down, and as Dorothy listened to his 
simple and affecting prayer, she marvelled how the parents that had 
taught it to him could have been judged worthy of death When the boy 
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had fallen asleep, she bent over his pale and spiritual countenance, 
pressed a kiss upon his white brow, drew the bedclothes up about his 
neck, and went away with a pensive gladness in her heart 
Tobias Pearson was not among the earliest emigrants from the old 
country He had remained m England during the first years of the civil 
war, in which he had borne some share as a cornet of dragoons, under 
Cromwell But when the ambitious designs of his leader began to develop 
themselves, he quitted the ainiy of the Parliament, and sought a refuge 
from the strife, which was no longer holy, among the people of his persua- 
sion in the colony of Massachusetts A more worldly consideration had 
perhaps an influence in drawing him thither, for New England offered 
advantages to men of unprosperous fortunes, as well as to dissatisfied 
religionists, and Pearson had hitherto found it difficult to provide for a 
wife and increasing family. To this supposed impurity of motive the more 
bigoted Puritans were inclined to impute the removal by death of all the 
children, for whose earthly good the father had been over-thoughtful 
They had left their native country blooming like roses, and like roses they 
had penshed in a foreign soil Those expounders of the ways of Provi- 
dence, who had thus judged their brother, and attributed his domestic 
sorrows to his sm, were not more charitable when they saw him and Dor- 
othy endeavoring to fill up the void in their hearts by the adoption of an 
mfant of the accursed sect Nor did they fail to communicate their disap- 
probation to Tobias, but the latter, in reply, merely pointed at the little, 
quiet, lovely boy, whose appearance and deportment were indeed as pow- 
erful arguments as could possibly have been adduced in his own favor 
Even his beauty, however, and his winning manners, sometimes produced 
an effect ultimately unfavorable , for the bigots, when the outer surfaces 
of their iron hearts had been softened and again grew hard, affirmed that 
no merely natural cause could have so worked upon them 

Their antipathy to the poor infant was also increased by the ill success 
of divers theological discussions, in which it was attempted to convince 
him of the errors of his sect Ilbrahim, it is true, was not a skilful contro- 
versialist, but the feeling of his religion was strong as instinct in him, and 
he could neither be enticed nor driven from the faith which his father had 
died for The odium of this stubbornness was shared in a great measure by 
the child’s protectors, insomuch that Tobias and Dorothy very shortly 
began to experience a most bitter species of persecution, m the cold re- 
gards of many a friend whom they had valued The common people man- 
ifested their opinions more openly Pearson was a man of some considera- 
tion, being a representative to the General Court and an approved lieu- 
tenant in the trainbands, yet within a week after his adoption of Ilbrahim 
he had been both hissed and hooted Once, also, when walking through a 
solitary piece of woods, he heard a loud voice from some invisible speak- 
er, and it cried, “What shall be done to the backslider? Lo' the scourge is 
knotted for him, even the whip of nine cords, and every cord three 
knots'” These insults irritated Pearson’s temper for the moment, they 
entered also into his heart, and became imperceptible but powerful work- 
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ers towards an end which his most secret thought had not yet whispered. 


On the second Sabbath after Ilbrahim became a member of their fam- 
ily, Pearson and his wife deemed it proper that he should appear with 
them at public worship They had anticipated some opposition to this 
measure from the boy, but he prepared himself in silence, and at the ap- 
pointed hour was clad m the new mourning suit which Dorothy had 
wrought for him As the parish was then, and during many subsequent 
years, unprovided with a bell, the signal for the commencement of reli- 
gious exercises was the beat of a dium At the first sound of that martial 
call to the place of holy and quiet thoughts, Tobias and Dorothy set forth, 
each holding a hand of little Ilbrahim, like two parents linked together 
by the infant of their love On their path through the leafless w'oods they 
were overtaken by many persons of their acquaintance, all of whom 
avoided them, and passed by on the other side, but a severer trial await- 
ed their constancy when they had descended the hill, and drew near the 
pme-built and undecorated house of prayer. Around the door, from which 
the drummer still sent forth his thundering summons, was drawn up a 
formidable phalanx, including several of the oldest members of the con- 
gregation, many of the middle aged, and nearly all the younger males 
Pearson found it difficult to sustain their united and disapproving gaze, 
but Dorothy, whose mind was differently circumstanced, merely drew the 
boy closer to her, and faltered not in her approach As they entered the 
door, they overheard the muttered sentiments of the assemblage, and 
when the reviling voices of the little children smote Ilbrahim’s ear, he 
wept 

The interior aspect of the meeting-house was rude The low ceiling, 
the unplastered walls, the naked wmod work, and the undraperied pulpit, 
offered nothing to excite the devotion, which, uuthout such external aids, 
often remains latent in the heart The floor of the building was occupied 
by rows of long, cushionless benches, supplying the place of peus, and 
the broad aisle formed a sexual division, impassable except by children 
beneath a certain age 

Pearson and Dorothy separated at the door of the meeting-house, and 
Ilbrahim, being within the years of infancy, was retained under the care 
of the latter The wrinkled beldams involved themselves in their rusty 
cloaks as he passed by, even the mild-featured maidens seemed to dread 
contamination, and many a stern old man arose, and turned his repulsive 
and unheavenly countenance upon the gentle boy, as if the sanctuary 
were polluted by his presence He was a sweet infant of the skies that had 
strayed away from his home, and all the inhabitants of this miserable 
world closed up their impure hearts against him, drew back their earth- 
soiled garments from his touch, and said, “We are holier than thou ” 

Ilbrahim, seated by the side of his adopted mother, and retaining fast 
hold of her hand, assumed a grave and decorous demeanor, such as might 
befit a person of matured taste and understanding, who should find him- 
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self in a temple dedicated to some "woi ship -which he did not recognize, but 
felt himself bound to respect The exercises had not yet commenced, how- 
ever, when the boy’s attention was arrested by an event, apparently of 
trifimg interest A woman, having her face muffled in a hood, and a cloak 
drawn completely about her form, advanced slowly up the broad aisle and 
took a place upon the foremost bench Ilbrahim’s faint color varied, his 
nerves flutteied, he was unable to turn his eyes from the muffled female 

When the preliminary prayer and hymn were over, the minister arose, 
and having turned tlie hour-glass which stood by the great Bible, com- 
menced his discourse He was now well stricken m years, a man of pale, 
thin countenance, and his gray hairs were closely covered by a black vel- 
vet skullcap In his younger days he had practically learned the meaning 
of persecution from Archbishop Laud, and he was not now disposed to 
forget the lesson agamst which he had murmured then Introducing the 
often discussed subject of the Quakers, he gave a history of that sect, and 
a description of their tenets, m which error predominated, and prejudice 
distorted the aspect of what was true He adverted to the recent measures 
m the province, and cautioned his hearers of weaker parts against calling 
m question the just severity which God-fearing magistrates had at length 
been compelled to exercise He spoke of the danger of pity, m some cases 
a commendable and Christian virtue, but inapplicable to this pernicious 
sect. He observed that such was their devilish obstinacy in error, that 
even the little children, the sucking babes, were hardened and desperate 
heretics He affirmed that no man, without Heaven’s especial warrant, 
should attempt their conversion, lest while he lent his hand to draw them 
from the slough, he should himself be precipitated mto its lowest depths 

The sands of the second hour were principally in the lower half of the 
glass when the ‘sermon concluded An approving murmur followed, and 
the clergyman, having given out a hymn, took his seat with much self- 
congratulation, and endeavored to read the effect of his eloquence in the 
visages of the people But while voices from all parts of the house were 
tuning themselves to sing, a scene occurred, which, though not very un- 
usual at that period in the province, happened to be -without precedent in 
this parish 

The muffled female, who had hitherto sat motionless m the front rank 
of the audience, now arose, and -with slow, stately, and unwavering step, 
ascended the pulpit stairs The quiverings of incipient harmony were 
hushed, and the divine sat m speechless and almost terrified astonish- 
ment, while she undid the door, and stood up in the sacred desk from 
which his maledictions had just been thundered She then divested her- 
self of the cloak and hood, and appeared m a most singular array A 
shapeless robe of sackcloth was girded about her waist with a knotted 
cord , her raven hair fell down upon her shoulders, and its blackness was 
defiled by pale streaks of ashes, which she had strown upon her head Her 
eyebrows, dark and strongly defined, added to the deathly whiteness of a . 
countenance, which, emaciated -with want, and wild with enthusiasm and 
strange sorrows, retained no trace of earlier beauty This figure stood gaz- 
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mg earnestly on the audience, and there was no soimd, nor any move- 
ment, except a faint shuddermg which every man observed in his neigh- 
bor, but was scarcely conscious of m himself At length, when her fit of 
mspiration came, she spoke for the first few moments in a low v oice, and 
not invariably distinct utterance Her discourse gave evidence of an imag- 
mation hopelessly entangled with her reason, it was a v’ague and incom- 
prehensible rhapsod}’’, which however, seemed to spread its ovmi atmos- 
phere round the hearer’s soul, and to mov e his feelings by some influence 
unconnected with the words As she proceeded, beautiful but shadowy 
images would sometimes be seen, like bright things moving in a turbid 
riv'er, or a strong and singularly-shaped idea leaped forth and seized at 
once on the understandmg or the heart But the course of her unearthly 
eloquence soon led her to the persecutions of her sect, and from thence 
the step was short to her own peculiar sorrows She was naturally a 
woman of mighty passions, and hatred and revenge now wrapped them- 
selves m the garb of piety the character of her speech was changed, her 
images became distinct though wild, and her denunciations had an almost 
hellish bitterness 

“The Governor and his mighty men,” she said, “have gathered togeth- 
er, taking counsel among themselv es and saving, ‘What shall we do unto 
this people even unto the people that have come into this land to put 
our iniquity to the blush^ And lo' the devil entereth into the council 
chamber, like a lame man of low stature and gravety appsirelled, with a 
dark and twisted countenance, and a bright, downcast eye And he stand- 
eth up among the rulers; yea, he goeth to and fro whispering to each: 
and every man lends his ear, for his word is ‘Slavi slay'* But I say unto 
ye Woe to them that slay' Woe to them that shed the blood of saints! 
Woe to them that have slain the husband and cast forth the child, the 
tender mfant, to wander homeless and hungry and cold till he die* and 
have saved the mother alive, m the cruelty of their tender meraes^ Woe 
to them in their lifetime' cursed are they m the delight and pleasure of 
their hearts' Woe to them in their death hour, whether it come swiftly 
with blood and violence, or after long and lingering pain! Woe, in the 
dark house, m the rottenness of the grav e, when the children's children 
shall revnle the ashes of the fathers' Woe, woe, woe at the judgment, 
when all the persecuted and all the slam m this bloody land and the 
father, the mother, and the child, shall await them m a dav’’ that thev* can- 
not escape' Seed of the faith, seed of the faith, ye whose hearts are mov- 
ing with a power that ye know not, arise, wash v’our hands of this innocent 
blood' Lift your voices, chosen ones cry aloud, and call down a woe and 
a judgment with me' ’ 

Havnng thus given v’^ent to the flood of maligmtj* which she mistook for 
inspiration, the speaker was silent. Her voice was succeeded bv* the hys- 
teric shneks of several women, but the feelings of the audience generall3’- 
had not been drawu onward m the current with her own Thev* remained 
stupefied, stranded as it were, in the midst of a torrent, which deafened 
them by its roarmg, but might not move them bj' its violence The derg}’’- 
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man, who could not hitherto have ejected the usurper of his pulpit other- 
wise than by bodily force, now addressed her in the tone of just indigna- 
tion and legitimate authority 

“Get you down, woman, from the holy place which you profane,” he 
said “Is it to the Lord’s house that you come to pour forth the foulness of 
your heart and the inspiration of the deviP Get you down, and remember 
that the sentence of death is on you, yea, and shall be executed, were it 
but for this day’s work' ” 

“I go, friend, I go, for the voice hath had its utterance,” replied she, in 
a depressed and even mild tone “I have done my mission unto thee and 
to thy people Reward me with stripes, imprisonment, or death, as ye 
shall be permitted ” 

The weakness of exhausted passion caused her steps to totter as she de- 
scended the pulpit stairs The people, in the mean while, were stirring to 
and fro on the floor of the house, whispering among themselves, and 
glancing towards the intruder Many of them now recognized her as the 
woman who had assaulted the Governor with frightful language as he 
passed by the window of her prison, they knew, also, that she was ad- 
judged to suffer death, and had been preserved only by an involuntary 
banishment into the wilderness The new outrage, by which she had pro- 
voked her fate, seemed to render further lenity impossible, and a gentle- 
man in military dress, with a stout man of inferior rank, drew towards the 
door of the meeting-house, and awaited her approach 

Scarcely did her feet press the floor, however, when an unexpected 
scene occurred In that moment of her peril, when every eye frowned with 
death, a little timid boy pressed forth, and threw his arms round his 
mother 

“I am here, mother, it is I, and I will go with thee to prison,” he ex- 
claimed 

She gazed at him with a doubtful and almost frightened expression, for 
she knew that the boy had been cast out to perish, and she had not hoped 
to see his face again She feared, perhaps, that it was but one of the happy 
visions with which her excited fancy had often deceived her, in the soli- 
tude of the desert or m prison But when she felt his hand warm within 
her own, and heard his little eloquence of childish love, she began to know 
that she was yet a mother 

“Blessed art thou, my son,” she sobbed “My heart was withered, yea, 
dead with thee and with thy father, and now it leaps as m the first mo- 
ment when I pressed thee to my bosom ” 

She knelt down and embraced him agam and again, while the joy that 
could find no words expressed itself in broken accents, like the bubbles 
gushing up to vanish at the surface of a deep fountain The sorrows of 
past years, and the darker peril that was nigh, cast not a shadow on the 
brightness of that fleeting moment Soon, however, the spectators saw a 
change upon her face, as the consciousness of her sad estate returned, and 
grief supplied the fount of tears which joy had opened By the words she 
uttered, it would seem that the indulgence of natural love had given her 
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mind a momcntaiy sense of its criors, and made Jicr know liov, far she had 
strayed from duty m following the dictates of a ^\Ild fanatici-'in 

“In a doleful hour art thou returned to me, poor boy,” '>he “Jald, “for 
thy mother’s path has gone datkemng onward, till now the end is dtalh 
Son, son, I have borne thee m my arms when my limbs were tottering, 
and I have fed thee with the food’ that I was fainting for, yet I have ill 
performed a mother’s part b> thee in life, and now J leavr thee no inhf rit- 
ance but w'oe and shame Thou wilt g(» seeking through the world, and 
find all hearts closed .igainst thee and their sweet .tffcclions tunii d to bit- 
terness for my sake I\Iy child, my child, how man> .i {lang awaits thy 
gentle spirit, and I the cause of all ! ’’ 

She hid her face on llbnihim s head, .md her long, raven hair, di-col- 
ored with the ashes of her mournmg, fell down about him like a \eil A 
low’^ and interrupted moan wa*: the \oic{ of her hesirl’s aiu'uish, atul it did 
not fail to move the sympathies of iiianj who mistook then involunt.iry 
virtue foi asm Sobs were audililc in the femak section of the hou^e, and 
every man who was a killicr drew his hand aero-s hi^ eyts Tola is Pear- 
son was agitated and uneasy, but .i cfrtain feeling like the conscimi-^ncxs 
of guilt oppressed him, so that he could not go forth and ofier hims' If .»•> 
the protector of the child Dorothy, how(\er, h.id watched licr husband* 
eye Her mind was free ftom the inilucncc th.it had begun to work on hr, 
and she drew near the Quaker wom.in, and arldrcsscd her in the he 'rnui of 
all the congregation 

“Stranger, trust this bo> to me, and T will be his mother,” she said, tak- 
ing Ilbrahim’s hand “Pro\idence has signall> marl ed out nu hud) uid to 
protect him, and he has fed at our t.able and lodged undi r our roof now 
many days, till our hearts h.i\e grown very strongh unto him Iaa\e the 
tender child with us, <ind be .it case concerning his weif.irf ’’ 

The Quaker rose from the ground, but drew the bo} closer tolu r, while 
she gazed earnestly in Dorotiiy’s f.ice Her mild but saddened feature^, 
and neat matronly attire, harnioni/ed together, and were like a cerse of 
fireside poetry Her \eiy aspect pro\cd that she w.is bkirnelc-"-, so far as 
mortal could be so, in respect to God and man, while the (nthusi.ist, in 
her robe of sackcloth and girdle of knotted cord, had as c\ idcnth \ lohtcd 
the duties of the piesent life and the future, b> fiMiig her attention wholly 
on the latter The two females, as thc> held c.ich a hand of I Ibrahim, 
formed a practical allegory, it w.is rational piety and unbridled fanati- 
cism contending for the empire of a young heart 
“Thou art not of our people,” said the Quaker, mournfully 
“No, w'e are not of your people,” replied Dorothy, w ith mildness, “but 
we are Christians, looking upward to the same hcaeen with >ou Doubt 
not that your boy shall meet you there, if there be a blessing on our ten- 
der and prayerful guidance of him Thither, I trust, my own children have 
gone before me, for I also have been a mother, I am no longer so,” she 
added, m a faltering tone, “and your son wall have all my care ” 

“But will ye lead him in the path w'hicli his parents have trodden?” de- 
manded the Quaker “Can ye teach him the enlightened faith which his 



THE GENTLE BOY 9°! 

father has died for, and for which I, even I, am soon to become an un- 
worthy martyr? The boy has been baptized m blood, will ye keep the 
mark fresh and ruddy upon his forehead^” 

“I will not deceive you,^’ answered Dorothy “If your child become our 
child, we must breed him up m the instruction whidi Heaven has impart- 
ed to us, we must pray for him the prayers of our own faith, we must do 
towards’ him according to the dictates of our own consciences, and not of 
yours. Were we to act otherwise, we should abuse your trust, even in com- 
plying with your wishes ” 

The mother looked down upon her boy with a troubled countenance, 
and then turned her eyes upward to heaven She seemed to pray inter- 
nally, and the contention of her soul was evident 

“Friend,” she said at length to Dorothy, “I doubt not that my son shall 
receive all earthly tenderness at thy hands Nay, I will believe that even 
thy imperfect lights may guide him to a better world, for surely thou art 
on the path thither But thou hast spoken of a husband Doth he stand 
here among this multitude of people^ Let him come forth, for I must 
know to whom I commit this most precious trust ” 

She turned her face upon the male auditors, and after a momentary de- 
lay, Tobias Pearson came forth from among them The Quaker saw the 
dress which marked his military rank, and shook her head, but then she 
noted the hesitating air, the eyes that struggled with her own, and were 
vanquished, the color that went and came, and could find no resting- 
place As she gazed, an unmirthful smile spread over her features, like 
sunshine that grows melancholy m some desolate spot Her bps moved 
maudibly, but at length she spake 

“I hear it, I hear it The voice speaketh withm me and saith, ‘Leave thy 
child, Catharine, for his place is here, and go hence, for I have other work 
for thee Break the bonds of natural affection, martyr thy love, and know 
that in all these things eternal wisdom hath its ends ’ I go, friends , I go 
Take ye my bo}^ my precious jewel I go hence, trusting that all shall be 
well, and that even for his infant hands there is a labor in the vineyard ” 
She knelt down and whispered to Ilbrahim, who at first struggled and 
clung to his mother, with sobs and tears, but remained passive when she 
had kissed his cheek and arisen from the ground Having held her hands 
over his head m mental prayer, she was ready to depart 

“Farewell, friends m mine extremity,” she said to Pearson and his 
wife , “the good deed ye have done me is a treasure laid up in heaven, to 
be returned a thousand-fold hereafter And farewell ye, mine enemies, to 
whom it is not permitted to harm so much as a hair of my head, nor to stay 
my footsteps even for a moment The day is coming when ye shall call 
upon me to witness for ye to this one sin uncommitted, and I will rise up 
and answer ” 

She turned her steps towards the door, and the men, who had stationed 
themselves to guard it, withdrew, and suffered her to pass A general sen- 
timent of pity overcame the virulence of religious hatred Sanctified by 
her love and her affliction, she went forth, and all the people gazed after 
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her till she had journeyed up the hill, and was lost behind its brow She 
went, the apostle of her own unquiet heart, to renew the wanderings of 
past years For her voice had been already heard in many lands of Chris- 
tendom, and she had pined m the cells of a Catholic Inquisition before 
she felt the lash and lay in the dungeons of the Puritans Her mission had 
extended also to the followers of the Prophet, and from them she had re- 
ceived the courtesy and kindness which all the contending sects of our 
purer religion united to deny her Her husband and herself had resided 
many months in Turkey, where even the Sultan’s countenance was gra- 
cious to them, in that pagan land, too, was Ilbrahim’s birthplace, and 
his oriental name was a mark of gratitude for the good deeds of an un- 
believer 


When Pearson and his wife had thus acquired all the rights over Ilbra- 
him that could be delegated, their affection for him became like the mem- 
ory of their native land, or their mild sorrow for the dead, a piece of the 
immovable furniture of their hearts The boy, also, after a week or tw^o of 
mental disquiet, began to gratify his protectors by many inadvertent 
proofs that he considered them as parents, and their house as home Be- 
fore the winter snows were melted, the persecuted infant, the little w^an- 
derer from a remote and heathen country, seemed native in the New' Eng- 
land cottage, and inseparable from the w^armth and security of its hearth 
Under the influence of kind treatment, and m the consciousness that he 
was loved, Ilbrahim’s demeanor lost a premature manliness, w^hich had 
resulted from his earlier situation, he became more childlike, and his 
natural character displayed itself wuth freedom It w’as m many respects 
a beautiful one, yet the disordered imaginations of both his father and 
mother had perhaps propagated a certain unhealthmess in the mind of 
the boy In his general state, Ilbrahim would derive enjoyment from the 
most trifling events, and from every object about him, he seemed to dis- 
cover rich treasures of happiness, by a faculty analogous to that of the 
witch hazel, which points to hidden gold where all is barren to the eye 
His airy gayety, coming to him from a thousand sources, communicated 
itself to the family, and Ilbrahim was like a domesticated sunbeam, 
brightening moody countenances, and chasing away the gloom from the 
dark corners of the cottage 

On the other hand, as the susceptibility of pleasure is also that of pain, 
the exuberant cheerfulness of the boy’s prevailing temper sometimes 
yielded to moments of deep depression His sorrows could not always be 
followed up to their original source, but most frequently they appeared to 
flow^, though Ilbraliim was young to be sad for such a cause, from wound- 
ed love The flightmess of his mirth rendered him often guilty of offences 
against the decorum of a Puritan household, and on these occasions he 
did not invariably escape rebuke But the slightest word of real bitterness, 
which he was infallible in distinguishing from pretended anger, seemed to 
sink into his heart and poison ^1 his enjoyments, till he became sensible 
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that he was entirely forgiven Of the malice, which generally accompanies 
a superfluity of sensitiveness, Ilbrahim was altogether destitute when 
trodden upon, he would not turn, when wounded, he could but die His 
mind was wanting m the stamina for self-support, it was a plant that 
would twine beautifully round something stronger than itself, but if re- 
pulsed, or torn away, it had no choice but to wither on the ground Doro- 
thy’s acuteness taught her that severity would crush the spirit of the 
child, and she nurtured him with the gentle care of one who handles a 
butterfly Her husband manifested an equal affection, although it grew 
daily less productive of familiar caresses 

The feelings of the neighboring people, in regard to the Quaker infant 
and his protectors, had not undergone a favorable change, in spite of the 
momentary triumph which the desolate mother had obtained over their 
sympathies The scorn and bitterness, of which he was the object, were 
very grievous to Ilbrahim, especially when any circumstance made him 
sensible that the children, his equals m age, partook of the enmity of their 
parents His tender and social nature had already overflowed m attach- 
ments to everything about him, and still there was a residue of unappro- 
priated love, which he yearned to bestow upon the little ones who were 
taught to hate him As the warm days of spring came on, Ilbrahim was 
accustomed to remain for hours, silent and inactive, within hearing of the 
children’s voices at their play, yet, with his usual delicacy of feeling, he 
avoided their notice, and would flee and hide himself from the smallest 
individual among them Chance, however, at length seemed to open a 
medium of communication between his heart and theirs, it was by means 
of a boy about two years older than Ilbrahim, who was injured by a fall 
from a tree in the vicinity of Pearson’s habitation As the sufferer’s own 
home was at some distance, Dorothy willingly received him under her 
roof, and became his tender and careful nurse 

Ilbrahim was the unconscious possessor of much skill m physiognomy, 
and it would have deterred him, m other circumstances, from attempting 
to make a friend of this boy The countenance of the latter immediately 
impressed a beholder disagreeably, but it required some examination to 
discover that the cause was a very slight distortion of the mouth, and the 
irregular, broken line, and near approach of the eyebrows Analogous, 
perhaps, to these trifling deformities, was an almost imperceptible twist 
of every joint, and the uneven prominence of the breast, forming a body, 
regular m its general outline, but faulty m almost all its details The dis- 
position of the boy was sullen and reserved, and the village schoolmaster 
stigmatized him as obtuse m intellect, although, at a later period of life, 
he evinced ambition and very peculiar talents But whatever might be his 
personal or moral irregularities, Ilbrahim’s heart seized upon, and clung 
to him, from the moment that he was brought wounded into the cottage , 
the child of persecution seemed to compare his own fate with that of the 
sufferer, and to feel that even different modes of misfortune had created a 
sort of relationship between them Food, rest, and the fresh air, for which 
he languished, were neglected, he nestled continually by the bedside of 
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the little stranger, and, with a fond jealousy, endeavored to be the med- 
ium of all the cares that were bestowed upon him As the boy became con- 
valescent, Ilbrahim contrived games suitable to his situation, or amused 
him by a faculty which he had perhaps breathed in with the air of his bar- 
baric birthplace It was that of reciting imaginary adventures, on the spur 
of the moment, and apparently in inexhaustible succession His tales were 
of couise monstrous, disjointed, and without aim, but they were curious 
on account of a vein of human tenderness which ran through them all, 
and was like a sweet, familiar face, encountered in the midst of wild and 
unearthly scenery The auditor paid much attention to these romances, 
and sometimes interrupted them by brief remarks upon the incidents, dis- 
playing shrewdness above his years, mingled with a moral obliquity which 
grated very harshly against Ilbrahim’s instinctive rectitude Nothing, 
however, could arrest the progress of the latter’s affection, and there were 
many proofs that it met with a response from the dark and stubborn na- 
ture on which it was lavished The boy’s parents at length removed him, 
to complete his cure under their own roof 

Ilbrahim did not visit his new friend after his departure, but he made 
anxious and continual inquiries respecting him, and infonned himself of 
the day when he was to reappear among his playmates On a pleasant 
summer afternoon, the children of the neighborhood had assembled in the 
little forest-crowned amphitheatre behind the meeting-house, and the re- 
covering invalid was there, leaning on a staff The glee of a score of un- 
tainted bosoms was heard in light and airy voices, which danced among 
the trees like sunshine become audible, the grown men of this weary 
world, as they journeyed by the spot, marvelled why life, beginning m 
such brightness, should proceed in gloom, and their hearts, or their imag- 
inations, answered them and said, that the bliss of childhood gushes from 
its innocence But it happened that an unexpected addition was made to 
the heavenly little band It was Ilbrahim, who came towards the children 
with a look of sweet confidence on his fair and spiritual face, as if, hav- 
ing manifested his love to one of them, he had no longer to fear a repulse 
from their society A hush came over their mirth the moment they beheld 
him, and they stood whispering to each other while he drew nigh , but, all 
at once, the devil of their fathers entered into the unbreeched fanatics, 
and sending up a fierce, shrill cry, they rushed upon the poor Quaker 
child In an instant, he was the centre of a brood of baby-fiends, who lift- 
ed sticks against him, pelted him with stones, and displayed an instinct of 
destruction far more loathsome than the bloodthirstiness of manhood 
The invalid, in the meanwhile, stood apart from the tumult, crjung out 
with a loud voice, “Fear not, Ilbrahim, come hither and talce my hand,” 
and his unhappy friend endeavored to obey him After watching tlie vic- 
tim’s struggling approach vuth a calm smile and unabashed eye, the foul- 
hearted little villain lifted his staff and struck Ilbrahim on the moutli, so 
forcibly that the blood issued in a stream The poor child’s arms had been 
raised to guard his head from the storm of blows, but now he dropped 
them at once His persecutors beat him down, trampled upon him. 
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dragged him by his long, fair locks, and Ilbrahim was on the point of be- 
coming as veritable a martyr as ever entered bleeding into heaven The 
uproar, however, attracted the notice of a few neighbors, who put them- 
selves to the trouble of rescuing the little heretic, and of conve3ang bim 
to Pearson’s door 

Ilbrahim’s bodily harm was severe, but long and careful nursing ac- 
complished his recovery, the injury done to his sensitive spirit was more 
senous, though not so visible Its signs were principally of a negative 
character, and to be discovered only by those who had previously known 
him His gait was thenceforth slow, even, and unvaried by the sudden 
bursts of sprightlier motion, which had once corresponded to his over- 
flowing gladness, his countenance was heavier, and its former play of ex- 
pression, the dance of sunshine reflected from moving water, was de- 
stroyed by the cloud over his existence, his notice was attracted in a far 
less degree by passing events, and he appeared to find greater difficulty m 
comprehendmg what was new to him than at a happier period A stranger, 
founding his judgment upon these arcumstances, would have said that 
the dulness of the child’s intellect widely contradicted the promise of his 
features, but the secret was m the direction of Ilbrahim’s thoughts, which 
were brooding within him when they should naturally have been wander- 
ing abroad An attempt of Dorothy to revive his former sportiveness was 
the smgle occasion on which his quiet demeanor yielded to a violent dis- 
play of grief, he burst into passionate weeping, and ran and hid himself, 
for his heart had become so miserably sore that even the hand of kindness 
tortured it like fire Sometimes, at night and probably in his dreams, he 
was heard to cry “Mother' Mother'” as if her place, which a stranger 
had supplied while Ilbrahim was happy, admitted of no substitute m his 
extreme affliction Perhaps, among the many life-weary v^uetches then 
upon the earth, there was not one who combined innocence and misery 
Ike this poor, broken-hearted infant, so soon the victim of his own heav- 
enly nature 

While this melancholy change had taken place in Ilbrahim, one of an 
earlier origin and of different character had come to its perfection m his 
adopted father The incident with which this tale commences found Pear- 
son m a state of religious dulness, yet mentally disquieted, and longing 
for a more fervid faith than he possessed The first effect of his kindness 
to Ilbrahim was to produce a softened feeling, and incipient love for the 
child’s whole sect, but joined to this, and resulting perhaps from self-sus- 
picion, was a proud and ostentatious qontempt of all their tenets and prac- 
tical extravagances In the course of much thought, however, for the sub- 
ject struggled irresistibly into his mind, the foolishness of the doctrine be- 
gan to be less evident, and the pomts which had particularly offended his 
reason assumed another aspect, or vanished entirely away The work 
within him appeared to go on even while he slept, and that which had 
been a doubt, when he lay down to rest, would often hold the place of a 
truth, confirmed by some forgotten demonstration^ when he recalled his 
thoughts m the morning. But while he was thus becoming assimilated to 



9o6 the works op HAWTHORNE 

the enthusiasts, his contempt, in nowise decreasing towards them, grew 
very fierce against himself, he imagined, also, that every face of his ac- 
quaintance wore a sneer, and that eveny word addressed to him was a 
gibe Such was his state of mind at the period of Ilbrahim’s misfortune, 
and the emotions consequent upon that event completed the change, of 
which the child had been the original instrument 

In the mean time, neither the fierceness of the persecutors, nor the in- 
fatuation of their victims, had decreased The dungeons ivere never 
empty, the streets of almost every village echoed daily with the lash, the 
life of a woman, whose mild and Christian spirit no cruelty could embit- 
ter, had been sacrificed, and more innocent blood was yet to pollute the 
hands that were so often raised m prayer Early after the Restoration, 
the English Quakers represented to Charles 11 that a “vein of blood was 
open in his dominions,” but though the displeasure of the voluptuous 
king was roused, his interference was not prompt And now' tlie tale must 
stride forward over many months, leaving Pearson to encounter ignominy 
and misfortune, his wife to a firm endurance of a thousand sorrows, poor 
Ilbrahim to pine and droop like a cankered rosebud, his mother to wan- 
der on a mistaken errand, neglectful of the holiest trust which can be 
committed to a w'oman 


A winter evening, a night of storm, had darkened over Pearson’s habi- 
tation, and there w'ere no cheerful faces to drive the gloom from his broad 
hearth. The fire, it is true, sent forth a glowing heat and a ruddy light, 
and large logs, dripping wnth half-melted snow', lay ready to be cast upon 
the embers But the apartment w'as saddened in its aspect by the absence 
of much of the homely wealth which had once adorned it, for the exac- 
tion of repeated fines, and his own neglect of temporal affairs, had greatl}’’ 
impoverished the ownei And with tlie furniture of peace, the implements 
of war had likewise disappeared, the sword was broken, the helm and 
cuirass w'ere cast aw'ay forever, the soldier had done wnth battles, and 
might not lift so much as his naked hand to guard his head But the Hoty 
Book remained, and the table on which it rested w'as drawn before the 
fire, while two of the persecuted sect sought comfort from its pages 
He who listened, while the other read, was the master of the house, now' 
emaciated in form, and altered as to the expression and healtliiness of his 
countenance, for his mind had dw'elt too long among xnsionary thoughts, 
and his body had been worn by imprisonment and stripes The hale and 
weather-beaten old man who sat beside him had sustained less injury 
from a far longer course of the same mode of life In person he was tall 
and dignified, and, which alone would have made him hateful to the Pur- 
itans, his gray locks fell from beneath the broad-brimmed hat, and rested 
on his shoulders As the old man read the sacred page the snow' drifted 
against the windows, or eddied in at the crevices of the door, while a blast 
kept laughing m the chimney, and the blaze leaped fiercely up to seek it 
And sometimes, when the wind struclc the hill at a certain angle, and 
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swept down by the cottage across the wintry plain, its voice was the most 
doleful that can be conceived, it came as if the Past were speaking, as if 
the Dead had contributed each a whisper, as if the Desolation of Ages 
were breathed in that one lamenting sound 

The Quaker at length closed the book, retammg however his hand be- 
tween the pages which he had been reading, while he looked steadfastly at 
Pearson The attitude and features of the latter might have indicated the 
endurance of bodily pain, he leaned his forehead on his hands, his teeth 
were firmly closed, and his frame was tremulous at intervals with a ner- 
vous agitation ' 

“Friend Tobias,” inquired the old man, compassionately, “hast thou 
found no comfort m these many blessed passages of Scripture?” 

“Thy voice has fallen on my ear like a sound afar off and indistinct,” 
replied Pearson without lifting his eyes “Yea, and when I have hearkened 
carefully the words seemed cold and lifeless, and intended for another 
and a lesser grief than mine Remove the book,” he added, m a tone of 
sullen bitterness “I have no part in its consolations, and they do but fret 
my sorrow the more ” 

“Nay, feeble brother, be not as one who hath never known the light,” 
said the elder Quaker earnestly, but with mildness “Art thou he that 
wouldst be content to give all, and endure all, for conscience’ sake, desir- 
ing even peculiar trials, that thy faith might be purified and thy heart 
weaned from worldly desires? And wilt thou sink beneath an affliction 
which happens alike to them that have their portion here below, and to 
them that lay up treasure in heaven? Faint not, for thy burden is yet 
light ” 

“It is heavy' It is heavier than I can bear'” exclaimed Pearson, with 
the impatience of a variable spirit “From my youth upward I have been 
a man marked out for wrath , and year by year, yea, day after day, I have 
endured sorrows such as others know not in their lifetime And now I 
speak not of the love that has been turned to hatred, the honor to ig- 
nominy, the ease and plentifulness of all things to danger, want, and 
nakedness All this I could have borne, and counted myself blessed But 
when my heart was desolate with many losses I fixed it upon the child of a 
stranger, and he became dearer to me than all my buried ones, and now 
he too must die as if my love were poison Verily, I am an accursed man, 
and I will lay me down in the dust and lift up my head no more ” 

“Thou sinnest, brother, but it is not for me to rebuke thee , for I also 
have had my hours of darkness, wherein I have murmured against the 
cross,” said the old Quaker He continued, perhaps m the hope of dis- 
tracting his companion’s thoughts from his own sorrows “Even of late 
was the light obscured within me, when the men of blood had banished me 
on pain of death, and the constables led me onward from village to vil- 
lage towards the v/ilderness A strong and cruel hand was wielding the 
knotted cords, they sunk deep into the flesh, and thou mightst have 
tracked every reel and totter of my footsteps by the blood that followed. 
As we went on” 
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‘‘Have I not borne all this, and have I murmured?” interrupted Pear- 
son iimpatiently 

“Nay, frien^ but hear me,” continued the other “As we journeyed on, 
night darkened on our path, so that no man could see the rage of the per- 
secutors or the constancy df my endurance, though Heaven forbid that I 
should glory therein The lights began to glimmer m the cottage windows, 
and I could discern the inmates as they gathered m comfort and security, 
every man with his wife and children by their own evening hearth At 
length we came to a tract of fertile land, in the dim light, the forest was 
not visible around it, and behold' there was a straw-thatched dwelling, 
which bore the very aspect of my home, far over the wild ocean, far m our 
own England Then came bitter thoughts upon me, yea, remembrances 
that were like death to my soul. The happiness of my early days was 
painted to me, the disquiet of my manhood, the alteied faith of my de- 
clining years I remembered how I had been moved to go forth a wanderer 
when my daughter, the youngest, the dearest of my flock, lay on her dy- 
ing bed, and” 

“Couldst thou obey the command at such a moment^” exclaimed Pear- 
son, shuddering 

“Yea, yea,” replied the old man hurriedly “I ivas luieeling by her bed- 
side when the voice spoke loud within me, but immediately I rose, and 
took my staff, and gat me gone Oh' that it w'ere permitted me to forget 
her woful look when I thus withdrew my arm, and left her journeying 
through the dark valley alone' for her soul was faint, and she had leaned 
upon my prayers Now in that night of horror I was assailed by the 
thought that I had been an erring Christian and a cruel parent, yea, even 
my daughter, with her pale, dying features, seemed to stand by me and 
whisper, ‘Father, you are deceived, go home and shelter your gray head ’ 
O Thou, to whom I have looked in my fartliest wanderings,” continued 
the Quaker, raising his agitated eyes to heaven, “inflict not upon the 
bloodiest of our persecutors the unmitigated agony of my soul, when I 
believed that all I had done and suffered for Thee was at die instigation 
of a mocking fiend' But I yielded not, I knelt down and wrestled with 
the tempter, while the scourge bit more fiercely into the flesh IMy prayer 
was heard, and I went on in peace and joy towards the wilderness ” 

The old man, though his fanaticism had generally all the calmness of 
reason, was deeply moved while reciting diis tale, and his umvonted emo- 
tion seemed to rebuke and keep down that of his companion They sat in 
silence, with their faces to the fire, imagining, perhaps, in its red embers 
new scenes of persecution yet to be encountered The snow still drifted 
hard against the windows, and sometimes, as the blaze of the logs had 
gradually sunk, came down the spacious chimney and hissed upon the 
hearth A cautious footstep might now and then be heard m a neighbor- 
ing apartment, and the sound invariably drew the eyes of both Quakers 
to the door which led thither When a fierce and riotous gust of wind had 
led his thoughts, by a natural association, to homeless travellers on such a 
night, Pearson resumed the conversation. 
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have well-nigh sunk under my own share of this trial/’ observed he, 
sighing heavily, “yet I would that it might be doubled to me, if so the 
child’s mother could be spared Her wounds have been deep and many, 
but this will be the sorest of all ” 

“Fear not for Catharine,” replied the old Quaker, “for I know that val- 
iant woman, and have seen how she can bear the cross A mother’s heait, 
indeed, is strong in her, and may seem to contend mightily with her faith , 
but soon she will stand up and give thanks that her son has been thus 
early an accepted sacrifice The boy hath done his work, and she will feel 
that he is taken hence m kindness both to him and her. Blessed, blessed 
are they that with so little suffering can enter into peace' ” 

The fitful rush of the wind was now disturbed by a portentous sound, 
it was a quick and heavy knoclcmg at the outer door Pearson’s wan coun- 
tenance grew paler, for many a visit of persecution had taught him what 
to dread, the old man, on the other hand, stood up erect, and his glance 
was firm as that of the tried soldier who awaits his enemy. 

“The men of blood have come to seek me,” he observed with calmness 
“They have heard how I was moved to return from banishment, and 
now am I to be led to prison, and thence to death It is an end I have long 
looked for I will open unto them, lest they say, ‘Lo, he feareth ' ’ ” 

“Nay, I will present myself before them,” said Pearson, with recoveied 
fortitude “It may be that they seek me alone, and know not that thou 
abidest with me ” 

“Let us go boldly, both one and the other,” rejoined his companion “It 
is not fitting that thou or I should shrink ” 

They theiefore proceeded through the entry to the door, which they 
opened, bidding the applicant “Come m, in God’s name'” A furious blast 
of wind drove the storm into their faces, and extinguished the lamp , they 
had barely time to discern a figure, so white from head to foot with the 
drifted snow that it seemed like Winter’s self, come m human shape, to 
seek refuge from its own desolation 

“Enter, friend, and do thy errand, be it what it may,” said Pearson “It 
must needs be pressing, since thou comest on such a bitter night ” 

“Peace be with this household,” said the stranger, when they stood on 
the floor of the inner apartment 

Pearson started, the elder Qual^^er stirred the slumbering embers of the 
fire till they sent up a clear 'and lofty blaze, it was a female voice that had 
spoken, it was a female form that shone out, cold and wintry, in that 
comfortable light 

“Catharine, blessed woman'” exclaimed the old man, “art thou come 
to this darkened land again? art thou come to bear a valiant testimony a^ 
in former years? The scourge hath not prevailed against thee, and from 
the dungeon hast thou come forth triumphant, but strengthen, strengthen 
now thy heart, Catharine, for Heaven will prove thee yet this once, ere 
thou go to thy reward ” 

“Rejoice, friends' ” she replied “Thou who hast long been of our peo- 
ple, and thou whom a little child hath led to us, rejoice' Lo' I come, the 
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messenger of glad tidings, for the day of persecution is overpast The 
heart of the king, even Charles, hath been moved in gentleness towards 
us, and he hath sent forth his letters to stay the hands of the men of 
blood A ship’s company of our friends hath arrived at yonder town, and I 
also sailed joyfully among them ” 

As Catharine spoke, her eyes were roaming about the room, in search 
of him for whose salie security was dear to her. Pearson made a silent ap- 
peal to the old man, nor did the latter shrink from the painful task as- 
signed him 

“Sister,” he began, m a softened yet perfectly calm tone, “thou tellest 
us of His love, manifested in temporal good , and now must we speak to 
thee of that selfsame love, displayed in chastenmgs Hitherto, Catharine, 
thou hast been as one journeying in a darksome and difficult path, and 
leading an infant by the hand, fain wouldst thou have looked heavenward 
continually, but still the cares of that little child have drawn thine eyes 
and thy affections to the earth Sister < go on rejoicing, for his tottering 
footsteps shall impede thine own no more ” 

But the unhappy mother was not thus to be consoled, she shook like a 
leaf, she turned white as the very snow that hung drifted into her hair. 
The firm old man extended his hand and held her up, keeping his eye 
upon hers, as if to repress any outbreak of passion 

“I am a woman, I am but a woman, will He try me above my 
strength?” said Catharine very quickly, and almost in a whisper. ‘T have 
been wounded sore, I have suffered much, many things in the body, 
many m the mind, crucified in myself, and in them that were dearest to 
me Surely,” added she, with a long shudder, “He hath spared me m this 
one thing ” She broke forth with sudden and irrepressible violence “Tell 
me, man of cold heart, what has God done to me? Hath He cast me down, 
never to rise again? Hath He crushed my very heart in his hand? And 
thou, to whom I comnutted my child, how hast thou fulfilled thy trust? 
Give me back the boy, well, sound, alive, alive , or earth and Heaven shall 
avenge mei” 

The agonized shriek of Catharine was answered by the faint, the very 
faint, voice of a child 

On this day it had become evident to Pearson, to his aged guest, and to 
Dorothy, that Ilbrahim’s brief and troubled pilgrimage drew near its 
close The two former would willingly have remained by him, to make use 
of the prayers and pious discourses which they deemed appropriate to rthe 
time, and which, if they be impotent as to the departing traveller’s recep- 
tion m the world whither he goes, may at least sustain him in bidding 
adieu to earth But though Ilbrahim uttered no complaint, he was dis- 
turbed by the faces that looked upon him, so that Dorothy’s entreaties, 
and their own conviction that the child’s feet might tread heaven’s pave- 
ment and not soil it, had induced the two Quakers to lemove Ilbrahim 
then closed his eyes and grew calm, and, except for now and then a kind 
and low word to his nurse, might have been thought to slumber As night- 
fall came on, however, and the storm began to rise, something seemed to 
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trouble the repose of the boy’s mind, and to render his sense -of hearing 
active and acute If a passing wind lingered to shake the casement, he 
strove to turn his head towards it, if the door jarred to and fro upon its 
hinges, he looked long and anxiously thitherward, if the heavy voice of 
the old man, as he read the Scriptures, rose but a little higher, the child 
almost held his dying breath to listen, if a snow-drift swept by the cot- 
tage, with a sound like the trailing of a garment, Ilbrahim seemed to 
watch that some visitant should enter 

But, after a little time, he relinquished whatever secret hope had agi- 
tated him, and with one low, complaining whisper, turned his cheek upon 
the pillow He then addressed Dorothy with his usual sweetness, and be- 
sought her to draw near him , she did so, and Ilbrahim took her hand in 
both of his, giaspmg it with a gentle pressure, as if to assure himself that 
he retained it At intervals, and without disturbing the repose of his coun- 
tenance, a very faint trembling passed over him from head to foot, as if a 
mild but somewhat cool wind had breathed upon him, and made him 
shiver. As the boy thus led her by the hand, in his quiet progress over the 
borders of eternity, Dorothy almost imagined that she could discern the 
near, though dim, dehghtfulness of the home he was about to reach, she 
would not have enticed the little w^anderer back, though she bemoaned 
herself that she must leave him and return. But j'ust when Ilbrahim’s feet 
were pressing on the soil of Paradise he heard a voice behind him, and it 
recalled him a few, few paces of the weary path which he had travelled 
As Dorothy looked upon his features, she perceived that their placid ex- 
pression was again disturbed , her own thoughts had been so wrapped in 
him, that all sounds of the storm, and of human speech, were lost to her, 
but when Catharme’s shriek pierced through the room, the boy strove to 
raise himself. 

‘‘Friend, she is come’ Open unto her ’ ” cried he 

In a moment his mother was kneeling by the bedside, she drew Ilbra- 
him to her bosom, and he nestled there, with no violence of joy, but con- 
tentedly, as if he were hushing himself to sleep He looked into her face, 
and reading its agony, said, with feeble earnestness, “Mourn not, dearest 
mother I am happy now ” And with these words the gentle boy was dead 


The king’s mandate to stay the New England persecutors was effectual 
m preventing further martyrdoms, but the colonial authorities, trusting 
m the remoteness of their situation, and perhaps m the supposed instabil- 
ity of the royal government, shortly renewed their seventies in all other 
respects. Catharine’s fanaticism had become wilder by the sundering of 
all human ties , and wherever a scourge was lifted there was she to receive 
the blow, and whenever a dungeon was unbarred thither she came, to 
cast herself upon the floor. But in process of time a more Christian spirit 
a spirit of forbearance, though not of cordiality or approbation began 
to pervade the land m regard to the persecuted sect And then, when the 
rigid old Pilgrims eyed her rather in pity than in wrath, when the matrons 
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fed her vath the fragments of their children’s food, and offered her a lodg- 
ing on a hard and lowly bed, when no little crowd of schoolboys left then- 
sports to cast stones after the lOving enthusiast, then did Catherine re- 
turn to Pearson’s dwelling and made that her home 

As if Ilbrahim’s sweetness yet hngeied lound his ashes, as if his gentle 
spirit came down from heaven to teach his parent a true religion, her 
fierce and vindictive nature was softened by the same griefs which had 
once irritated it When the course of years had made the features of the 
unobtrusive mourner familiar m the settlement, she became a subject of 
not deep, but general, interest, a being on whom the otherwise super- 
fluous sympathies of all might be bestowed Every one spoke of her with 
that degree of pity which it is pleasant to experience , every one was ready 
to do her the little kindnesses which are not costly, yet manifest good will , 
and when at last she died, a long tram of her once bitter persecutors fol- 
lowed her, with decent sadness and tears that were not painful, to her 
place by Ilbrahim’s green and sunken grave. 


MR HIGGINBOTHAM’S CATASTROPHE 

A YOUNG fellow, a tobacco pedlar by trade, was on his way from Morris- 
town, where he had dealt largely with the Deacon of the Shaker settle- 
ment, to the village of Parker’s Falls, on Salmon River He had a neat lit- 
tle cart, painted green, with a box of cigars depicted on each side panel, 
and an Indian chief, holding a pipe and a golden tobacco stalk, on the 
rear The pedlar diove a smart little mare, and was a young man of ex- 
cellent character, keen at a bargain, but none the w'orse liked by the Yan- 
kees , who, as I have heard them say, would rather be shaved with a sharp 
razor than a dull one Especially was he beloved by the pretty girls along 
the Connecticut, whose favor he used to court by presents of the best 
smoking tobacco in his stock, knowing well that the country lasses of 
New England are generally great performers on pipes Moreover, as will 
be seen m the course of my stoiy, the pedlar was inquisitive, and some- 
thing of a tattler, always itching to hear the news and anxious to tell it 
again 

After an early breakfast at Morristown, the tobacco pedlai, whose 
name was Dominicus Pike, had travelled seven miles through a solitary 
piece of woods, without speakmg a word to anybody but himself and his 
little gray mare It being nearly seven o’clock, he was as eager to hold a 
morning gossip as a city shopkeeper to read the morning paper An op- 
portunity seemed at hand when, after lighting a cigar with a sun-glass, he 
looked up, and perceived a man coming over the brow of the hill, at the 
foot of which the pedlar had stopped his green cart Dominicus watched 
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him as he descended, and noticed that he carried a bundle over his should- 
er on the end of a stick, and travelled with a weary, yet determined pace 
He did not look as if he had started in the freshness of the morning, but 
had footed it all night, and meant to do the same all day 

“Good morning, mister,” said Domimcus, when within speaking dis- 
tance “You go a pietty good jog What’s the latest news at Parker’s 
Falls?” 

The man pulled the broad brim of a gray hat over his eyes, and an- 
swered, rather sullenlj', that he did not come from Parker’s Falls, which, 
as being the limit of his ow n day’s journey, the pedlar had naturally men- 
tioned m his inquiry 

“Well then,” rejoined Dommicus Pike, “lets have the latest news 
w^here 3mu did come from I'm not particular about Parker’s Falls Any 
place will answ^er ” 

Bemg thus importuned, tlie traveller w^ho W’as as ill looking a fellow' 
as one would desire to meet m a solitary piece of woods appeared to 
hesitate a little, as if he W'as either searching his memory for new's, oi 
weighing the expediency of telling it At last, mounting on the step of the 
cart, he w'hispered m the ear of Dommicus, though he might have shouted 
aloud and no other mortal w'ould have heard him 

“I do remember one little trifle of news,” said he “Old Mr Higgin- 
botham, of Kimballton, was murdered m his orchard, at eight o’clock last 
night, by an Irishman and a nigger They strung him up to the branch of 
a St Michael’s pear-tree, where nobody would find him till the morning ” 
As soon as this horrible intelligence w as communicated, the stranger 
betook himself to his journey again, with more speed than ever, not even 
turning his head w'hen Dommicus invited him to smoke a Spanish cigar 
and relate all the particulars The pedlar w'histled to his mare and went 
up the hill, pondering on the doleful fate of Mr. Higginbotham w'hom he 
had loiown in the way of trade, having sold him many a bunch of long 
nines, and a great deal of pigtail, lady’s twist, and fig tobacco He was 
rather astonished at the rapidity w'lth which the new'S had spread Kim- 
ballton was nearly sixty miles distant m a straight line, the mmder had 
been perpetrated only at eight o’clock the preceding night, yet Dommicus 
had heard of it at seven in the morning, w'hen, m all probability, poor Mr 
Higginbotham’s own family had but just discovered his corpse, hanging 
on the St Michael’s pear-tree The stranger on foot must have w'orn 
seven-league boots to travel at such a rate 

“111 news flies fast, they say,” thought Dommicus Pike, “but this beats 
railroads The fellow ought to be hired to go express with the President’s 
Message ” 

The difficulty was solved by supposing that the narrator had made a 
mistalce of one day in the date of the occurrence, so that our friend did 
not hesitate to introduce the story at every tavern and country store along 
the road, expending a whole bunch of Spanish wrappers among at least 
twenty horrified audiences He found himself invariably the first bearer of 
the intelligence, and was so pestered with questions that he could not 



914 THE WORKS OF HAWTHORNE 

avoid filling up the outline, till it became quite a respectable narrative 
He met with one piece of corroborative evidence Mr Higginbotham was 
a trader, and a former clerk of his, to whom Dommicus related the facts, 
testified that the old gentleman was accustomed to return home through 
the orchard about nightfall, with the money and valuable papers of the 
store in his pocket The cleik manifested but little grief at Mr. Higgin- 
botham’s catastrophe, hinting, what the pedlai had discovered m his own 
dealings with him, that he was a crusty old felloiv, as close as a vice His 
property would descend to a pretty niece who was now keeping school in 
Kimballton 

What with telling the news for the public good, and driving bargains 
for his own, Dommicus was so much delayed on the road that he chose to 
put up at a tavern, about five miles short of Parker’s Falls After supper, 
lighting one of his prime cigars, he seated himself m the bar-room, and 
went through the story of the murder, which had grown so fast that it 
took him half an hour to tell There were as many as twenty people m the 
room, nineteen of whom received it all for gospel But tlie twentieth was 
an elderly farmer, who had arrived on horseback a short time before, and 
was now seated m a corner smoking his pipe When the story -n as con- 
cluded, he rose up very deliberately, brought his chair right m front of 
Dommicus, and stared him full m the face, puffing out the vilest tobacco 
smoke the pedlar had ever smelt 

“Will you make affidavit,” demanded he, in the tone of a country jus- 
tice taking an examination, “that old Squire Higginbotham of ICimball- 
ton was murdered in his orchard the night before last, and found hanging 
on his great pear-tree yesterday morning?” 

“I tell the story as I heard it, mister,” answered Dommicus, dropping 
his half-burnt cigar, “I don’t say that I saw the thing done So I can’t 
take my oath that he was murdered exactly in that way ” 

“But I can talne mine,” said the farmer, “that if Squire Higginbotham 
was murdered night befoie last, I drank a glass of bitters with his ghost 
this morning Being a neighbor of mine, he called me into his store, as I 
was riding by, and treated me, and then asked me to do a little business 
for him on the road He didn’t seem to know any more about his own 
murder than I did ” 

“Why, then, it can’t be a fact • ” exclaimed Dommicus Pike 

“I guess he’d have mentioned, if it was,” said the old farmer, and he 
removed his chair back to the corner, leaving Dommicus quite doun m 
the mouth 

Here was a sad resurrection of old Mr Higginbotham' The pedlar had 
no heart to mingle m the conversation any more, but comforted himself 
with a glass of gm and water, and went to bed where, all night long, he 
dreamed of hanging on the St Michael’s pear-tree To avoid the old 
f aimer (whom he so detested that his suspension would have pleased him 
better than Mr Higginbotham’s), Dommicus rose m the gray of the 
morning, put the little mare into the green cart, and trotted swiftly away 
towards Parker’s Falls The fresh breeze, the dewy road, and the pleas- 
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ant summer dawn, revived his spirits, and might have encouraged him to 
repeat the old story had there been anybody awake to hear it But he met 
neither ox team, light wagon chaise, horseman, nor foot traveller, till, 
just as he crossed Salmon River, a man came trudging down to the bridge 
with a bundle over his shoulder, on the end of a stick 

‘‘Good morning, mister,” said the pedlar, leining in his mare “If you 
come from Kimballton or that neighborhood, may be you can tell me the 
real fact about this affair of old Mr Higginbotham Was the old fellow 
actually murdered two or three nights ago, by an Irishman and a nigger?” 

Domimcus had spoken in too great a hurry to observe, at first, that the 
stranger himself had a deep tinge of negro blood On hearing this sudden 
question, the Ethiopian appeared to change his skin, its yellow hue be- 
coming a ghastly white, while, shalcing and stammering, he thus re- 
plied 

“No' no' There was no colored man' It was an Irishman that hanged 
him last night, at eight o’clock I came away at seven' His folks can’t 
have looked for him m the orchard yet ” 

Scarcely had the yellow man spoken, when he interrupted himself, and 
though he seemed weary enough before, continued his journey at a pace 
which would have kept the pedlar’s mare on a smart trot Domimcus 
stared after him m great perplexity If the murder had not been commit- 
ted till Tuesday night, who was the prophet that had foretold it, in all its 
circumstances, on Tuesday morning? If Mr Higginbotham’s corpse were 
not yet discovered by his own family, how came the mulatto, at above 
thirty miles’ distance, to know that he was hanging m the orchard, es- 
pecially as he had left Kimballton before the unfortunate man was hanged 
at all? These ambiguous circumstances, with the stranger’s surprise and 
terror, made Domimcus think of raising a hue and cry after him, as an 
accomplice in the murder, since a murder, it seemed, had really been 
perpetrated 

“But let the poor devil go,” thought the pedlar “I don’t want his black 
blood on my head , and hanging the nigger wouldn’t unhang Mr Higgin- 
botham Unhang the old gentleman. It’s a sin, I know, but I should hate 
to have him come to life a second time, and give me the lie ' ” 

With these meditations, Domimcus Pike drove into the street of 
Parker’s Falls, which, as everybody knows, is as thriving a village as three 
cotton factories and a shttmg^mill can make it The machinery was not in 
motion, and but a few of the shop doors unbarred, when he alighted m the 
stable yard of the tavern, and made it his first business to order the mare 
four quarts of oats His second duty, of course, was to impart Mr Hig- 
ginbotham’s catastrophe to the hostler He deemed it advisable, however, 
not to be too positive as to the date of the direful fact, and also to be 
uncertain whether it weie perpetrated by an Irishman and a mulatto, or 
by the son of Erin alone Neither did he profess to relate it on his own au- 
thoiity, or that of any one person, but mentioned it as a report generally 
diffused 

The story ran through the town like fire among girdled trees, and be- 
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came so much the universal talk that nobody could tell whence it had 
originated Mr Higginbotham was as well known at Parker’s Falls as any 
citizen of the place, being part owner of the slitting mill, and a consider- 
able stockholder in the cotton factories The inhabitants felt their own 
prosperity interested m his fate Such was the excitement, that the Park- 
er’s Falls Gazette anticipated its regular day of publication, and came out 
with half a form of blank paper and a column of double pica emphasized 
with capitals, and headed HORRID MURDER OF IMR HIGGIN- 
BOTHAM' Among other dreadful details, the printed account described 
the mark of the cord round the dead man’s neck, and stated the number 
of thousand dollars of which he had been robbed there was much pathos 
also about the affliction of his niece, who had gone from one fainting fit 
to another, ever since hei uncle w'as found hanging on the St Michael’s 
pear-tree wnth his pockets inside out The village poet likewise commemo- 
rated the young lady’s grief in seventeen stanzas of a ballad The select- 
men held a meeting, and, m consideration of hlr Higginbotham’s claims 
on the towm, determined to issue handbills, offering a rew ard of five hun- 
dred dollars foi the apprehension of his murderers, and the rcco\ery of 
the stolen property ' 

Meanwhile the w'hole population of Parker s Falls, consisting of shop- 
keepers, mistresses of boarding-houses, factory girls, millmen, and school- 
boys, rushed into the street and kept up such a terrible loquacity as more 
than compensated for the silence of the cotton machines, which refrained 
from their usual dm out of respect to the deceased liad Mr Higgin- 
botham cared about posthumous renown, his untimely ghost would have 
exulted in this tumult Our friend Dominicus, in his vanity of heart, for- 
got his intended precautions, and mounting on the towm pump, announced 
himself as the bearer of the authentic intelligence w'hich had caused so 
wonderful a sensation He immediately became the great man of the mo- 
ment, and had just begun a new edition of the narratne, wuth a voice like 
a field preacher, when the mail stage drove into the village street It had 
travelled all night, and must have shifted horses at Kimballton, at tliree 
in the morning 

‘‘Now'^ we shall hear all the particulars,” shouted the crowd 

The coach rumbled up to the piazza of the tavern, followed by a thou- 
sand people , for if any man had been minding his owm business till then, 
he now’^ left it at sixes and sevens, to hear the news The pedlar, foremost 
in the race, discovered two passengers, both of whom had been startled 
from a comfortable nap to find themselves in the centre of a mob Every 
man assailing them with separate questions, all propounded at once, the 
couple were stiuck speechless, though one was a lawyer and the other a 
young lady 

‘^Mr Higginbotham' Mr Higginbotham' Tell us the particulars about 
old Mr Higginbotham' ” bawled the mob “Wdiat is the coroner’s verdict? 
Are the murderers apprehended? Is Mr Higginbotham s niece come out 
of her fainting fits ^ Mr Higginbotham' Mr Higginbotham"” 

The coachman said not a word, except to swear awdully at the hostler 
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for not bringing him a fresh team of horses The lawyer inside had gen 
erally his wits about him even wlien asleep, the first thing he did, aftes 
learning the cause of the excitement, w as to produce a large, red pocket-, 
book. iSIeantime Dominicus Pike, being an extremely polite young man, 
and also suspecting that a female tongue would tell the story as glibly as 
a la^V3fer’s, had handed the lady out of the coach. She was a fine, smart 
girl, now" wide awake and bright as a button, and had such a sweet pretty 
mouth, that Dominicus would almost as lief have heard a love tale from 
it as a tale of mui del 

“Gentlemen and ladies,” said the lawyer to the shopkeepers, the mill- 
men, and the factoij" girls, ‘T can assure you that some unaccountable 
mistake, or, more probabl}", a wilful falsehood, maliciously contrived to 
injure INIr Higginbotham’s credit, has excited this singular uproar We 
passed tlirough Kimballton at thice o’clock this morning, and most cer- 
tainl}^ should ha\c been informed of the murder had any been perpet- 
lated But I ha\e proof neaily as strong as j\Ir Higginbotham’s own oral 
testimon}", in the negatu e Here is a note relating to a suit of his in the 
Connecticut couits, which was delivered me fiom that gentleman himself. 
I find It dated at ten 0 clock last evening ” 

So sajnng, tlie lawyer exhibited the date and signature of the note, 
which irrefragably pro\ed, either that this per\erse jMr Higginbotham 
w as alive w hen he WTOte it, or as some deemed the more probable case, of 
tw 0 doubtful ones that he w"as so absorbed m w’orldly business as to con- 
tinue to transact it even after his death But unexpected evidence was 
forthcoming The young lady, after listening to the pedlar’s explanation, 
merel}" seized a moment to smooth her gow n and put her curls in order, 
and then appeared at the tavern door, making a modest signal to be heard 
“Good people,” said she, “I am Mr Higginbotham’s niece ” 

A wondering murmur passed through the crowed on beholding her so 
rosy and bright, that same unhappy niece, whom tliey had supposed, on 
the authority of the Parker’s Falls Gazette, to be Ijnng at death’s door in 
a fainting fit But some shrewd fellow's had doubled, all along, w'hether a 
young lady w'ould be quite so desperate at the hanging of a rich old uncle. 

“You see,” continued IMiss Higginbotham, with a smile, “that this 
strange story is quite unfounded as to m3"self , and I believe I may affirm 
it to be equally so m regard to mj" dear uncle Higginbotham He has the 
kindness to give me a home in his house, though I contribute to my owm 
support by teaching a school. I left Kimballton this morning to spend the 
vacation of commencement week with a friend, about five miles from 
Parker’s Falls My generous uncle, when he heard me on the stairs, called 
me to his bedside, and gave me tw'o dollars and fifty cents to pay my stage 
fare, and another dollar for my extra expenses He then laid his pocket- 
book under his pillow, shook hands wath me, and advised me to take some 
biscuit m my bag, instead of breakfasting on the road I feel confident, 
therefore, that I left my beloved relative alive, and trust that I shall find 
him so on my return ” 

The young lady courtesied at the close of her speech, which was so. 
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sensible and well worded, and delivered with such grace and propnet}^, 
that everybody thought her fit to be preceptress of the best academy in 
the State But a stranger would have supposed that j\Ir Higginbotham 
was an object of abhorrence at Parker’s Falls, and that a thanksgiving 
had been proclaimed for his murder, so e\cessive was the wrath of the 
inhabitants on learning their mistake The millmen resolved to bestow 
public honois on Dommicus Pike, only hesitating whether to tar and 
feather him, ride him on a rail, oi refresh him w'lth an ablution at the 
towm pump, on the top of which he had declared himself the bearer of the 
new^s The selectmen, by advice of the lawyer, spoke of piosecutmg him 
foi a misdemeanor, in circulating unfounded leports, to the great disturb- 
ance of the peace of the Commonwealth Nothing saved Dommicus, ci- 
ther fiom mob law or a court of justice, but an eloquent appeal made by 
the young lady m his behalf Addressing a few' w ords of heartfelt gratitude 
to his benefactress, he mounted the green cart and rode out of ton n, under 
a discharge of artillery from the school-boys, who found plenty of am- 
munition m the neighboring clay-pits and mud holes As he turned his 
head to exchange a farew'ell glance wnth IMr Higginbotham’s niece, a ball, 
of the consistence of hasty pudding, hit him slap m the mouth, gumg 
him a most grim aspect His w'hole person was so bespattered with the 
like filthy missiles, that he had almost a mind to ride back, and supplicate 
for the threatened ablution at the towm pump, for, though not meant m 
kindness, it w ould now have been a deed of charity 

How'ever, the sun shone bright on poor Dommicus, and tlic mud, an 
emblem of all stains of undeserved opprobrium, was easily brushed off 
when dry Being a funny rogue, his heart soon cheered up , nor could he 
refrain from a hearty laugh at the uproar W'hich his story had excited 
The handbills of the selectmen would cause the commitment of all the 
vagabonds in the State, the paragraph m the Parker’s Falls Gazette 
would be reprinted from Maine to Florida, and perhaps form an item m 
the London newspapers, and many a miser w'ould tremble for his money 
bags and life, on learning the catastrophe of Mr Higginbotham The ped- 
lar meditated wdth much fenmr on the charms of the young school- 
nustress, and swore that Daniel Webster never spoke nor looked so like f 
an angel as Miss Higginbotham, while defending him from the wrathful 
populace at Parker’s Falls 

Dommicus was now on the Kimballton turnpilce, having all along de- 
termined to visit that place, though business had drawn him out of the 
most direct road from IMornstown As he approached the scene of the 
supposed murder, he continued to revolve the circumstances m his mind, 
and was astonished at the aspect w'hich the whole case assumed Had 
nothing occurred to corroborate the story of the first traveller, it might 
now have been considered as a hoax, but the yellow man was evidently 
acquainted either with the report or the fact, and there w'as a mystery m 
his dismayed and guilty look on bemg abruptly questioned WTien, to this 
singular combination of incidents, it was added that the rumoi tallied 
exactly with Mr Higgmbotham’s character and habits of life, and that 
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he had an orchard, and a St hlichael’s pear-tiee, near which he always 
passed at nightfall the circumstantial evidence appeared so strong that 
Domimcus doubted whether the autograph produced by the lawyer, or 
even the niece’s direct testmion}’’, ought to be equivalent Making cau- 
tious inquiries along the road, the pedlai further leained that Mr Hig- 
ginbotham had m his service an Irishman of doubtful character, whom 
he had hired without a recommendation, on the score of economy 
“May I be hanged myself,” exclaimed Domimcus Pike aloud, on reach- 
ing the top of a lonel}^ hill, “if I’ll believe old Higginbotham is unhanged 
till I see him with my owm eyes, and hear it from his own mouth i And as 
he’s a real shaver. I’ll have the minister or some other responsible man 
for an indorser ” 

It -svas growing dusk w'hen he leached the toll-house on Kimballton 
turnpike, about a quartei of a mile from the village of this name His lit- 
tle mare was fast bringing him up with a man on horseback, who trotted 
thiough the gate a few rods m advance of him, nodded to tlie toll-gather- 
er, and kept on towards the village Domimcus was acquainted with the 
tollman, and, while making change, the usual remarks on the w^eather 
passed between them 

“I suppose,” said the pedlar, throwing back his whiplash, to bring it 
down like a feathei on the mare’s flank, “you have not seen anything of 
old IMr Higginbotham ^vltllln a day or two?” 

“Yes,” answered the toll-gatherer “He passed the gate just before you 
drove up, and yonder he rides now, if you can see him through the dusk 
He’s been to Woodfield this afternoon, attending a sheriff’s sale there 
The old man generally shakes hands and has a little chat with me, but 
to-night, he nodded, as if to say, ‘Charge my toll,’ and jogged on, for 
wherever he goes, he must always be at home by eight o’clock ” 

“So they tell me,” said Domimcus 

“I never saw a man look so yellow and thin as the squire does,” con- 
tinued the toll-gatherer “Says I to myself, to-night, he’s more like a 
ghost or an old mummy than good flesh and blood ” 

The pedlar strained his eyes through the twilight, and could just dis- 
cern the horseman now far ahead on the village road He seemed to recog- 
.nize the rear of Mr Higginbotham, but through the evening shadows, 
and amid the dust front the horse’s feet, the figure appeared dim and un- 
substantial, as if the shape of the mysterious old man were faintly 
moulded of darkness and gray light Dommicus shivered 

“Mr Higginbotham has come back from the other world, by way of 
the Kimballton turnpike,” thought he 

He shook the reins and rode foiv/aid, keeping about the same distance 
in the rear of the gray old shadow, till the latter was concealed by a bend 
of the road On reaching this point, the pedlar no longer saw the man on 
horseback, but found himself at the head of the village street, not far from 
a number of stores and two taverns, clustered round the meeting-house 
steeple On his left were a stone wall and a gate, the boundary of a wood- 
lot, beyond which lay an orchard, farther still, a mowing field, and last 
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of all, a house These were the premises of Mr Higginbotham, whose 
dwelling stood beside the old highway, but had been left in the back- 
giound by the Kimballton turnpike Domimcus knew the place, and the 
little mare stopped short by instinct, foi he w^as not conscious of tighten- 
ing the reins 

“For the soul of me, I cannot get by this gatcl” said he, trembling “I 
never shall be my own man again, till I see whethei Mr Higginbotham 
IS hanging on the St Michael’s pear-tree! ” 

He leaped fiom the cart, gave the rcm a turn round the gate post, and 
ran along the green path of the wood-lot as if Old Nick w'cre chasing be- 
hind Just then the village clock tolled eight, and as each deep stroke fell, 
Domimcus gave a fiesh bound and flew faster than before, till, dim in 
the sohtaiy centre of the orchard, he saw the fated pear-tree One great 
branch stretched from the old contorted trunk across the path, and threw 
the darkest shadow on that one spot But something seemed to struggle 
beneath the branch! 

The pedlar had never pretended to more courage than befits a man of 
peaceful occupation, nor could he account for his valor on this a^\ful 
emergency Ceitain it is, however, that he rushed forward, prostrated a 
sturdy Irishman wutli the butt end of his whip, and found not indeed 
hanging on the St Michael’s pear-tree, but trembling beneath it, with a 
halter round his neck the old, identical hlr Higginbotham ! 

“Mr Higginbotham,” said Domimcus tremulously, “you’re an honest 
man, and I’ll take your w^ord for it Ha\ e you been hanged or not?” 

If the riddle be not already guessed, a few w ords w ill explain the simple 
machinery by w^hich this “coming event” W'as made to “cast its shadow 
before ” Three men had plotted the robbery and murder of hlr Hmgin- 
botham, two of them, successively, lost courage and fled, each delaying 
the crime one night by their disappearance, the third was in the act of 
perpetration, when a champion, blindly obeying the call of fate, like the 
heroes of old romance, appealed in the person of Domimcus Pike 

It only remains to say, that Mr Higginbotham took the pedlar into 
high favor, sanctioned his addresses to the pretty schoolmistress, and 
settled his whole property on their children, allow mg themselves tlie in- 
terest In due time, the old gentleman capped the climax of his favors, by 
dying a Christian death, m bed, since which melancholy event Domimcus 
Pike has removed from Kimballton, and established a large tobacco 
manufactory m my native village 


WAKEFIELD 


In some old magazine or newspaper I recollect a story, told as truth, of a 
man let us call him Wakefield who absented himself for a long time 
from his wife The fact, thus abstractedly stated, is not very uncommon. 
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nor without a proper distinction of circumstances to be condemned 
eithei as naughty or nonsensical Howbeit, this, though far from the most 
aggravated, is perhaps the stiangest, instance on record, of marital de- 
linquency, and, moreover, as remarkable a freak as may be found m the 
■whole list of human oddities The wedded couple lived in London The 
man, under pretence of going a journey, took lodgings m the next street 
to his own house, and there, unheaid of by his wife 01 friends, and with- 
out the shadow of a reason for such self-banishment, dwelt upwards of 
twenty years During that period, he beheld his home every day, and fre- 
quently the forlorn Mis Walcefield And after so great a gap in his matri- 
monial felicity when his death was reckoned certain, his estate settled, 
his name dismissed from memory, and his wife, long, long ago, resigned to 
her autumnal widowhood he entered the door one evening, quietly, as 
from a day’s absence, and became a loving spouse till death 

This outline is all that I remember But the incident, though of the 
purest originality, unexampled, and probably never to be repeated, is 
one, I think, which appeals to tlie generous sympathies of mankind We 
know, each for himself, that none of us would perpetrate such a folly, yet 
feel as if some other might To my own contemplations, at least, it has 
often recurred, always exciting wonder, but with a sense that the story 
must be true, and a conception of its hero’s character Whenever any sub- 
j'ect so forcibly affects the mind, time is well spent m thinking of it If the 
reader choose, let him do his own meditation, or if he prefer to ramble 
with me through the twenty years of Wakefield’s vagary, I bid him wel- 
come, trusting that there will be a pervading spirit and a moral, even 
should we fail to find them, done up neatly, and condensed into the final 
sentence Thought has always its efficacy, and every striking incident its 
moral 

What sort of a man was Wakefield? We are free to shape out our own 
idea, and call it by his name He was now in the meridian of life, his 
matrimonial^ affections, never violent, were sobered into a calm, habitual 
sentiment, of all husbands, he was likely to be the most constant, because 
a certain sluggishness would keep his heart at rest, wherever it might be 
placed He was intellectual, but not actively so, his mind occupied itself 
m long and lazy musmgs, that ended to no purpose, or had not vigor to 
attain it, his thoughts were seldom so energetic as to seize hold of words. 
Imagination, in the proper meaning of the term, made no part of Wake^ 
field’s gifts With a cold but not depraved nor wandering heart, and 9 
mind never feverish with riotous thoughts, nor perplexed with oiigmality, 
who could have anticipated that our friend would entitle himself to a fore- 
most place among the doers of eccentric deeds? Had his acquaintances 
been asked, who was the man m London the surest to perform nothing to- 
day which should be remembered on the morrow, they would have 
thought of Wakefield Only the wife of his bosom might have hesitated 
She, without having analyzed his character, was partly aware of a quiet 
selfishness, that had rusted into his inactive mind, of a peculiar sort of 
vanity, the most uneasy attribute about him, of a disposition to craft. 
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which had seldom produced more positive effects than the keeping of pet- 
ty secrets, hardly worth revealing , and, lastly, of what she called a little 
strangeness, sometimes, m the good man This latter quality is indefin- 
able, and perhaps non-existent 

Let us now imagine Wakefield bidding adieu to his wife It is the dusk 
of an October evening His equipment is a drab great-coat, a hat covered 
with an oilcloth, top-boots, an umbrella in one hand and a small port- 
manteau in the other He has informed Mrs Wakefield, that he is to take 
the night coach into the country She would fain mquire the length of his 
journey, its object, and the probable time of his return, but, indulgent to 
his harmless love of mystery, interrogates him only by a look He tells 
her not to expect him positively by the return coach, nor to be alarmed 
should he tarry three or four days, but, at all events, to look for 
him at supper on Friday evening Wakefield himself, be it considered, has 
no suspicion of what is before him He holds out his hand, she gives her 
own, and meets his parting kiss in the matter-of-course way of a ten years’ 
matrimony, and forth goes the middle-aged Mr Wakefield, almost re- 
solved to perplex his good lady by a whole week’s absence After the door 
has closed behind him, she perceives it thrust partly open, and a vision of 
her husband’s face, through the aperture, smiling on her, and gone in a 
moment For the time, this little incident is dismissed without a thought 
But, long afterwards, when she has been more years a widow than a wife, 
that smile recurs, and flickers across all her reminiscences of Wakefield’s 
visage In her many musmgs, she surrounds the original smile with a 
multitude of fantasies, which make it strange and awful as, for instance, 
if she imagines him in a coffin, that parting look is frozen on his pale fea- 
tures , or, if she dreams of him in heaven, still his blessed spirit wears a 
quiet and crafty smile Yet, for its salce, when all others have given him 
up for dead, she sometimes doubts whether she is a widow 

But our business is with the husband We must hurry after him along 
the street, ere he lose his individuality, and melt into the great mass of 
London life It would be vain searching for him there Let us follow close 
at his heels, therefore, until, aftei several superfluous turns and doublings, 
we find him comfortably established by the fireside of a small apartment, 
previously bespoken He is m the next street to his own, and at his jour- 
ney’s end He can scarcely trust his good fortune, in having got thither 
unperceived recollecting that, at one time, he was delayed by the throng, 
in the very focus of a lighted lantern, and, again, there were footsteps 
that seemed to tread behind his own, distinct from the multitudinous 
tramp around him, and, anon, he heard a voice shouting afar, and fancied 
that it called his name Doubtless, a dozen busybodies had been watching 
him, and told his wife the whole affair Poor Wakefield' Little knowest 
thou thine own insignificance in this great world' No mortal eye but mine 
has traced thee Go quietly to thy bed, foolish man, and, on the morrow, 
if thou wilt be wise, get thee home to good Mrs Walcefield, and tell her 
the truth Remove not thyself, even for a little week, from thy place in 
her chaste bosom Were she, for a single moment, to deem thee dead, or 
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lost, or lastingly divided from her, thou wouldst be wofully conscious of 
a change in thy true wife forever after. It is perilous to make a chasm m 
human affections, not that they gape so long and wide but so quickly 
close again' 

Almost repenting of his frolic, or whatever it may be termed, Wake- 
field lies down betimes, and starting from his first nap, spreads foith his 
arms into the wide and solitary waste of the unaccustomed bed “No,” 
thinks he, gathering the bedclothes about him, “I will not sleep alone 
another night ” 

In the morning he rises earlier than usual, and sets himself to consider 
what he really means to do Such are his loose and rambling modes of 
thought that he has taken this very singular step with the consciousness 
of a purpose, indeed, but without being able to define it sufficiently for 
his own contemplation The vagueness of the project, and the convulsive 
effort with which he plunges into the execution of it, are equally char- 
acteristic of a feeble-minded man Wakefield sifts his ideas, however, as 
minutely as he may, and finds himself curious to know the progress of 
matters at home how his exemplary wife will endure her widowhood of 
a week, and, briefly, how the little sphere of creatures and circumstances, 
m which he was a central object, will be affected by his removal A mor- 
bid vanity, therefore, lies nearest the bottom of the affair But, how is he 
to attain his ends^ Not, certainly, by keeping close m this comfortable 
lodging, where, though he slept and awoke in the next street to his home, 
he IS as effectually abroad as if the stage-coach had been whirling him 
away all night Yet, should he reappear, the whole project is knocked in 
the head His poor brains being hopelessly puzzled with this dilemma, he 
at length ventures out, partly resolving to cross the head of the street, and 
send one hasty glance towards his forsaken domicile Habit for he is a 
man of habits takes him by the hand, and guides him, wholly unaware, 
to his own door, where, just at the critical moment, he is aroused by the 
scraping of his foot upon the step Wakefield' whither are you going ^ 

At that instant his fate was turning on the pivot Little dreaming of the 
doom to which his first backward step devotes him, he hurries away, 
breathless mth agitation hitherto unfelt, and hardly dares turn his head 
at the distant corner Can it be that nobody caught sight of him? Will not 
the whole household the decent Mrs Wakefield, the smart maid servant, 
and the dirty little footboy raise a hue and cry, through London streets, 
m pursuit of their fugitive lord and master? Wonderful escape' He 
gatheis courage to pause and look homeward, but is perplexed with a 
sense of change about the familiar edifice, such as affects us all, when, 
after a separation of months or years, we again see some hill or lake, or 
woik of art, with which we were friends of old In ordmary cases, this in- 
describable impression is caused by the comparison and contrast between 
our imperfect reminiscences and the reality In Wakefield, the magic of 
a single night has wrought a similar transformation, because, in that brief 
period, a great moral change has been effected But this is a secret from 
himself Before leaving the spot, he catches a far and momentary glimpse 
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of his wife, passing athwart the front window, with her face turned to- 
wards the head of the street The crafty nincompoop takes to his heels, 
scared with the idea that, among a thousand such atoms of mortality, her 
eye must have detected him Right glad is his heait, though his brain be 
somewhat dizzy, when he finds himself by the coal fire of his lodgings 
So much for the commencement of this long whimwham After the 
initial conception, and the stirring up of the man’s sluggish lempei ament 
to put it m practice, the whole matter evolves itself in a natural tram W e 
may suppose him, as the result of deep delibeiation, buying a ne\\ \\ig, of 
reddish hair, and selecting sundry garments, m a fashion unlike his cus- 
tomary suit of brown, from a Jew’s old-clothes bag It is accomplished 
Wakefield is another man The new system being now established, a i etro- 
grade movement to tlie old would be almost as difficult as the step that 
placed him in his unparalleled position Furthermore, he is rendered ob- 
stinate by a sulkiness occasionally incident to his temper, and brought on 
at present by the inadequate sensation which he conceives to have been 
produced m the bosom of Mrs Wakefield He will not go back until she 
be frightened half to death Well, twice or thrice has she passed before 
his sight, each time with a heavier step, a paler cheek, and more aimous 
brow, and in the thud week of his non-appearance he detects a portent of 
evil entering the house, m the guise of an apothecary Next day the 
knocker is muffled Towards nightfall comes the chariot of a physician, 
and deposits its faig-wigged and solemn burden at Wakefield's door, 
whence, after a quarter of an hour’s visit, he emerges, perchance the 
herald of a funeral Dear woman’ Will she die? By this time, Wakefield 
is excited to something like energy of feeling, but still lingers auay from 
his wife’s bedside, pleading with his conscience that she must not be dis- 
turbed at such a juncture If aught else restrains him, he does not know 
it In the course of a few weeks she gradually recovers, the crisis is over, 
her heart is sad, perhaps, but quiet, and, let him return soon or late, it, 
will never be feverish for him again Such ideas glimmer through the 
midst of Wakefield’s mind, and render him indistinctly conscious that 
an almost impassable gulf divides his hired apartment from his former 
home ‘Tt is but m the next street’” he sometimes says Fool' it is in an- 
other world Hitherto, he 1 as put off his return from one particular day to 
another, hencefonvard, le leaves the precise time undetermined Not to- 
morrow probably next week pretty soon. Poor man ’ The dead have 
nearly as much chance of revisiting their earthly homes as the self-ban- 
ished WaJiefield 

Would that I had a folio to write, instead of an article of a dozen pages ’ 
Then might I exemplify how an influence beyond our control lays its 
strong hand on every deed which we do, and weaves its consequences into 
an iron tissue of necessity Wakefield is spell-bound We must leave him, 
for ten years or so, to haunt around his house, without once crossing the 
threshold, and to be faithful to his wife, with all the affection of whicffl his 
heart is capable, while he is slowly fading out of hers Long since, it must 
be remarked, he had lost the perception of smgularity in his conduct 
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Now for a scene’ Ammd the throng of a London street we distinguish 
a man, now waxing elderly, with few characteristics to attiact careless 
observers, yet bearing, in his whole aspect, the handwriting of no com- 
mon fate, for such as have the skill to lead it He is meagre, his low and 
narrow forehead is deeply wrinkled, his eyes, small and lustreless, some- 
times wander apprehensively about him, but oftener seem to look inward 
He bends his head, and moves with an indescribable obliquity of gait, as 
if unwilling to display his full front to the world Watch him long enough 
to see what we have described, and you will allow that circumstances 
which often produce remarkable men from nature’s ordinary handiwork 

have produced one such here Next, leaving him to sidle along the foot- 
wallc, cast your eyes m the opposite direction, where a portly female, con- 
siderably m the wane of life, with a prayer-book m her hand, is proceed 
mg to yonder church She has the placid mien of settled widowhood Hei 
regrets have either died away, or have become so essential to her heart, 
that they would be poorly exchanged for joy Just as the lean man and 
well-conditioned woman are passing, a slight obstruction occurs, and 
brings these two figures directly m contact Their hands touch , the pres- 
sure of the crowd forces her bosom against his shoulder, they stand, face 
to face, staring into each other’s eyes After a ten years’ separation, thus 
Wakefield meets his vnfe’ 

The throng eddies away, and carries them asunder The sober widow, 
resuming her former pace, proceeds to church, but pauses m the portal, 
and throws a perplexed glance along the street She passes m, however, 
opening her prayer-book as she goes And the man’ with so wild a face 
that busy and selfish London stands to gaze after him, he hurries to his 
lodgings, bolts the door, and throws himself upon the bed The latent 
feelings of years break out, his feeble mind acquires a brief energy from 
their strength, all the miserable strangeness of his life is revealed to him 
at a glance and he cries out, passionately, “Wakefield’ Wakefield’ You 
are mad’” 

Perhaps he was so The singularity of his situation must have so 
moulded him to himself, that, considered m regard to his fellow-creatures 
and the business of life, he could not be said to possess his right mind 
He had contrived, or rather he had happened, to dissever himself from 
the world to vanish to give up his place and privileges with living men. 
Without being admitted among the dead The life of a hermit is nowise 
parallel to his He was m the bustle of the city, as of old, but the crowd 
swept by and saw him not , he was, we may figuratively say, always beside 
his wife and at his hearth, yet must never feel the warmth of the one nor 
the affection of the other It was Wakefield’s unprecedented fate to retain 
his original share of human s3TOpathies, and to be still involved m human 
interests, while he had lost his reciprocal influence on them It would be 
a most curious speculation to trace out the effect of such circumstances on 
his heart and intellect, separately, and m unison Yet, changed as he was, 
he would seldom be conscious of it, but deem himself the same man as 
ever, glimpses of the truth, indeed, would come, but only for the mo- 
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ment, and still he would keep saying, “I shall soon go back!” nor re- 
flect that he had been saying so for twenty years 

I conceive, also, that these twenty yeais would appear, in the retro- 
spect, scarcely longer than the week to which Wakefield had at first 
limited his absence He would look on the affair as no more than an inter- 
lude m the mam business of his life When, after a little while more, he 
should deem it time to reenter his parlor, his wife would clap her hands 
for joy, on beholding the middle-aged Mr Wakefield Alas, what a mis- 
take' Would Tjme but await the close of our favorite follies, we should be 
young men, all of us, and till Doomsday 

One evening, in the twentieth year since he vanished, Walcefield is tak- 
ing his customary walk towards the dwelling which he still calls his own. 
It IS a gusty night of autumn, with frequent showers that patter down 
upon the pavement, and are gone before a man can put up his umbrella 
Pausing neai the house, Wakefield discerns, through the parlor windows 
of the second floor, the red glow and the glimmer and fitful flash of a 
comfortable file On the ceiling appears a grotesque shadow of good Mrs 
Walcefield The cap, the nose and chin, and the broad waist, form an ad- 
mirable caricature, which dances, moreover, with the up-flickering and 
down-sinking blaze, almost too merrily for the shade of an elderly widow. 
At this instant a shower chances to fall, and is driven, by the unmannerly 
gust, full into Wakefield’s face and bosom He is quite penetrated with its 
autumnal chill Shall he stand, wet and shivering here, when his own 
hearth has a good fire to warm him, and his own wife will run to fetch the 
gray coat and small-clothes, which, doubtless, she has kept carefully in 
the closet of their bed chamber? No' Wakefield is no such fool He as- 
cends the steps * heavily' for twenty years have stiffened his legs since 
he came down but he knows it not Stay, Wakefield' Would you go to 
the sole home that is left you? Then step into your grave' The door opens 
As he passes in, we have a parting glimpse of his visage, and recognize 
the crafty smile, which was the precursor of the little joke that he has ever 
since been playing off at his wife’s expense How unmercifully has he quiz- 
zed the poor woman ' Well, a good night’s rest to Wakefield ' 

This happy event supposing it to be such could only have occurred 
at an unpremeditated moment We will not follow our friend across the 
threshold. He has left us much food for thought, a portion of which shall 
lend its wisdom to a moral, and be shaped into a figure Amid the seem- 
ing confusion of our mysterious world, individuals are so nicely adjusted 
to a system, and systems to one another and to a whole, that, by stepping 
aside for a moment, a man exposes himself to a fearful risk of losing his 
place forever Like Wakefield, he may become, as it were, the Outcast of 
the Universe 
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THE GREAT CARBUNCLE^ 

A MYSTERY OF THE WHITE MOUNTAINS 

At nightfall, once m the olden time, on the rugged side of one of the Crys- 
tal Hills, a paity of adventmers were refreshing themselves, after a toil-* 
some and fruitless quest for the Great Carbuncle They had come thither, 
not as friends nor partners in tlie enterprise, but each, save one youthful 
pair, impelled by his own selfish and solitary longing for this wondrous 
gem Their feeling of brotherhood, however, was strong enough to induce 
them to contnbute a mutual aid m building a rude hut of branches, and 
kindling a great fire of shattered pines, that had drifted down the head- 
long curient of the Amonoosuck, on the lower bank of which they were to 
pass the night There was but one of their number, perhaps, who had be- 
come so estranged from natural sympathies, by the absorbing spell of the 
pursuit, as to acknowledge no satisfaction at the sight of human faces, m 
tlie remote and solitary region whither they had ascended A vast extent of 
wilderness lay between them and the nearest settlement, while a scant 
mile above their heads was that black verge where the hills throw off their 
shaggy mantle of forest trees, and either robe themselves m clouds or 
tower naked into the sky The roar of the Amonoosuck would have been 
too awful for endurance if only a solitary man had listened, while the 
mountain stream talked with the wind 

The adventurers, therefore, exchanged hospitable greetings, and wel- 
comed one another to the hut, where each man was the host, and all were 
the guests of the whole company They spread their individual supplies of 
food on the flat surface of a rock, and partook of a general repast, at the 
close of which, a sentiment of good fellowship was perceptible among the 
party, though repressed by the idea, that the renewed search for the Great 
Carbuncle must make them strangers again in the morning Seven men 
and one young woman, they warmed themselves together at the fire, 
which extended its bright wall along the whole front of then wigwam As 
they observed the various and contrasted figures that made up the assem- 
blage, each man looking like a caricature of himself, in the unsteady 
light that flickered over him, they came mutually to the conclusion, that 
an odder society had never met, m city or wilderness, on mountain or 
plain 

The eldest of the group, a tall, lean, weather-beaten man, some sixty 
years of age, was clad m the skins of wild animals, whose fashion of dress 
he did well to imitate, since the deer, the wolf, and the bear, had long been 

^The Indian tradition, on which this somewhat extravagant tale is founded, is 
both too wild and too beautiful to be adequately wrought up in prose Sulhvan, in 
his History of Marne, wntten since the Revolution, remarks, that even then the 
existence of the Great Carbuncle was not entirely discredited 
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his most intimate companions He was one of those ill-fated mortals, such 
as the Indians told of, whom, m their eaily youth, the Great Carbuncle 
smote with a peculiar madness, and became the passionate dream of their 
existence All who visited that region knew him as the Seeker, and by no 
other name As none could remember when he first took up the searci , 
there went a fable m the valley of the Saco, that for his inordinate lust 
after the Great Carbuncle, he had been condemned to wander among the 
mountains till the end of time, still with the same feverish hopes at sun- 
'rise the same despair at eve Near this miserable Seeker sat a little 
elderly personage, wearing a high-crowned hat, shaped somewhat like a 
crucible He was fiom beyond the sea, a Doctor Cacaphodel, who had 
wilted and dried himself into a mummy by continually stooping over 
charcoal furnaces, and inhaling unwholesome fumes during his researches 
m chemistry and alchemy It was told of him, whether tiuly or not, that, 
at the commencement of his studies, he had drained his body of all its 
richest blood, and wasted it, with other inestimable ingredients, m an un- 
successful experiment and had never been a well man since Anothei of 
the adventurers was Master Ichabod Pigsnort, a W'eighty merchant and 
selectman of Boston, and an elder of the famous Mr Norton’s church His 
enemies had a ridiculous story that Master Pigsnort was accustomed to 
spend a whole hour after prayer time, every morning and evening, in wal- 
lowing naked among an immense quantity of pine-tree shillings, which 
were the earliest silver coinage of Massachusetts The fourth whom w'e 
shall notice had no name that his companions knew of, and was chiefly 
distinguished by a sneer that always contorted his thin visage, and by a 
piodigious pair of spectacles, which were supposed to deform and discolor 
the whole face of nature, to this gentleman’s perception The fifth ad- 
venture? likewise lacked a name, which was the greater pity, as he ap- 
peared to be a poet He was a bright-eyed man, but wofully pined away, 
which was no more than natural, if, as some people affirmed, his ordinary 
diet v/as fog, morning mist, and a slice of the densest cloud within his 
reach, sauced with moonshine, whenever he could get it Certain it is, 
that the poetry which flowed from him had a smack of all these dainties 
The jixth of the party was a young man of haughty mien, and sat some- 
what apart from the rest, wearing his plumed hat loftily among his elders, 
while the fire glittered on the rich embroidery of his dress, and gleamed 
intensely on the jewelled pommel of his sword This was the Lord de Vere, 
who, when at home, was said to spend much of his time m the burial vault 
of his dead progenitors, rummaging their mouldy coffins in search of all 
the earthly pride and vainglory that was hidden among bones and dust, 
so that, besides his own share, he had the collected haughtiness of his 
whole line of ancestry 

Lastly, there was a handsome youth m rustic garb, and by his side a 
blooming little person, in whom a delicate shade of maiden reserve was 
just melting into the rich glow of a young wife’s affection Her name was 
Hannah, and her husband’s Matthew, two homely names, yet well 
enough adapted to the simple pair, who seemed strangely out of place 
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among the whimsical fraternity whose wits had been set agog by the 
Great Carbuncle 

Beneath the shelter of one hut, m the bright blaze of the same fire, sat 
this varied group of adventureis, all so intent upon a single object, that, 
of whatever else they began to speak, their closing words were sure to be 
illuminated With the Great Carbuncle Several related the circumstances 
that brought them thither One had listened to a traveller’s tale of this 
marvellous stone m his own distant country, and had immediately been 
seized with such a thirst for beholding it as could only be quenched in 
its mtensest lustre Another, so long ago as when the famous Captain 
Smith visited these coasts, had seen it blazing fai at sea, and had felt no 
rest m all the intervening years till now that he took up the search A 
third, being encamped on a hunting expedition full forty miles south of 
the White Mountains, awoke at midnight, and beheld the Great Car- 
buncle gleaming like a meteor, so that the shadows of the trees fell back- 
ward from it They spoke of the innumerable attempts which had been 
made to reach the spot, and of the singular fatality which had hitherto 
withheld success from all adventurers, though it might seem so easy to 
follow to its source a light that overpowered the moon, and almost 
matched the sun It was observable that each smiled scornfully at the 
madness of every other in anticipating better fortune than the past, yet 
nourished a scarcely hidden conviction that he would himself be the fa- 
vored one As if to allay their too sanguine hopes, they recurred to the In- 
dian traditions that a spirit kept watch about the gem, and bewildered 
those who sought it either by removing it from peak to peak of the higher 
hills, or by calling up a mist from the enchanted lake over which it hung 
But these tales were deemed unworthy of credit, all professing to believe 
that the search had been baffled by want of sagacity or perseverance m 
the adventurers, or such other causes as might naturally obstruct the pass- 
age to any given point among the intricacies of forest, valley, and moun- 
tain 

In a pause of the conversation the wearer of the prodigious spectacles 
looked round upon the party, making each individual, m turn, the object 
of the sneer which invariably dwelt upon his countenance 

'‘So, fellow-pilgrims,” said he, “here we are, seven wise men, and one 
fair damsel who, doubtless, is as wise as any graybeard of the company 
here we are, I say, all bound on the same goodly enterprise Methmks, 
now, it were not amiss that each of us declare what he proposes to do with 
the Great Carbuncle, provided he have the good hap to clutch it What 
says our friend m the bear skin? How mean you, good sir, to enjoy the 
prize which you have been seeking, the Lord knows how long, among the 
Crystal Hills?” 

“How enjoy it'” exclaimed the aged Seeker, bitterly “I hope for no 
enjoyment from it, that folly has passed long ago' I keep up the search 
for this accursed stone because the vain ambition of my youth has be- 
come a fate upon me m old age The pursuit alone is my strength, the 
energy of my soul, the warmth of my blood, and the pith and marrow 
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of my bones' Were I to turn my back upon it I should fall down dead on 
the hither side of the Notch, which is the gateway of this mountain re- 
gion Yet not to have my wasted lifetime back again would I give up my 
hopes of the Great Carbuncle! Having found it, I shall bear it to a cer- 
tain cavern that I wot of, and there, grasping it m my arms, he down and 
die, and keep it buried with me forever ” 

“0 wretch, regardless of the interests of science!” cried Doctor Cacap- 
hodel, with philosophic indignation “Thou art not worthy to behold, even 
from afar off, the lustre of this most precious gem that ever was concocted 
in the laboratory of Nature Mine is the sole purpose for which a wise 
man may desire the possession of the Great Carbuncle Immediately on 
obtaming it for I have a presentiment, good people that the prize is re- 
served to crown my scientific reputation I shall return to Europe, and 
employ my remaining years m reducing it to its first elements A portion 
of the stone will I grind to impalpable powder, other parts shall be dis- 
solved m acids, or whatever solvents will act upon so admirable a com- 
position , and the remainder I design to melt in the crucible, or set on fire 
with the blow-pipe By these various methods I shall gam an accurate 
analysis, and finally bestow the result of my labors upon the woild m a 
folio volume ” 

“Excellent'” quoth the man with the spectacles “Nor need you hesi- 
tate, learned sir, on account of the necessary destiuction of the gem, since 
the perusal of your folio may teach every mother’s son of us to concoct a 
Great Carbuncle of his own ” 


“But, verily,” said Master Ichabod Pigsnort, “for mine own part I ob- 
ject to the making of these counterfeits, as being calculated to reduce the 
marketable value of the true gem I tell ye frankly, sirs, I have an mterest 
m keeping up the price Here have I quitted my regular traffic, leaving my 
warehouse in the care of my clerks, and putting my credit to great hazard, 
and, furthermore, have put myself m peril of death or captivity by the 
accursed heathen savages and all this without daring to ask the piayers 
of the congregation, because the quest for the Great Carbuncle is deemed 
little better than a traffic with the Evil One Now think ye tliat I would 
have done this grievous wrong to my soul, body, reputation, and estate, 
without a reasonable chance of profit?” 

“Not I, pious Master Pigsnort,” said the man with the spectacles “1 
never laid such a great folly to thy charge ” 

“Truly, I hope not,” said the merchant “Now, as touching this Great 
Carbuncle, I am free to own that I have never had a glimpse of it, but be 
it only the hundredth part so bright as people tell, it will surely outvalue 
the Great Mogul’s best diamond, which he holds at an incalculable sum 
Wherefore, I am minded to put the Great Carbuncle on shipboard, and 
voyage with it to England, France, Spam, Italy, or into Heathendom, if 
Providence should send me thither, and, in a word, dispose of the gem to 
the best bidder among the potentates of the earth, that he may place it 


among his crown jewels If any of ye have a wiser plan, let him expound 
It ” 
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“That have I, thou sordid man^” exclaimed the poet “Dost thou de- 
sire nothing brighter than gold that thou wouldst transmute all this ethe- 
real lustre into such dross as thou wallowest in already? For myself, hid- 
ing the jewel under my cloak, I shall hie me back to my attic chamber, in 
one of the darksome alleys of London There, night and day, will I gaze 
upon it, my soul shall drink its radiance, it shall be diffused throughout 
my intellectual powers, and gleam brightly m every line of poesy that I 
indite Thus, long ages after I am gone, the splendor of the Great Car- 
buncle will blaze around my namel ” 

“Well said. Master Poet'” cried he of the spectacles “Hide it under 
thy cloak, sayest thou? Why, it will gleam through the holes, and make 
thee look like a jack-o’-lantern! ” 

“To think'” ejaculated the Lord de Vere, rather to himself than his 
companions, the best of whom he held utterly unworthy of his intercourse 
“to think that a fellow m a tatteied cloak should talk of conveying the 
Great Carbuncle to a garret m Grub Street ' Have not I resolved within 
myself that the whole earth contains no fitter ornament for the great hall 
of my ancestral castle? There shall it flame for ages, making a noonday 
of midnight, glittering on the suits of armor, the banners, and escutch- 
eons, that hang around the wall, and keeping bright the memory of he- 
roes Wherefore have all other adventurers sought the prize m vain but 
that I might win it, and make it a symbol of the glories of our lofty line? 
And never, on the diadem of the White Mountains, did the Great Car- 
buncle hold a place half so honored as is reserved for it m the hall of the 
De Veres'” 

“It IS a noble thought,” said the Cynic, with an obsequious sneer “Yet, 
might I presume to say so, the gem would make a rare sepulchral lamp, 
and would display the glories of your lordship’s progenitors more truly in 
the ancestral vault than in the castle hall ” 

“Nay, forsooth,” observed Matthew, the young rustic, who sat hand in 
hand with his bride, “the gentleman has bethought himself of a profitable 
use for this bright stone Hannah here and I are seeking it for a like pur- 
pose ” 

“How, fellow'” exclaimed his lordship, in surprise “What castle hall 
hast thou to hang it in?” 

“No castle,” replied Matthew, “but as neat a cottage as any within 
sight of the Crystal Hills Ye must know, friends, that Hannah and I, be- 
ing wedded the last week, have taken up the search of the Great Car- 
buncle, because we shall need its light in the long winter evenings, and 
it will be such a pretty thmg to show the neighbors when they visit us 
It will shine through the house so that we may pick up a pm m any corner, 
and will set all the windows agiowing as if there were a great fire of pine 
knots m the chimney And then how pleasant, when we awake m the 
night, to be able to see one another’s faces ' ” 

There was a general smile among the adventurers at the simplicity of 
the young couple’s project in regard to this wondrous and mvaluable 
stone, with which the greatest monarch on earth might have been proud to 



932 XHE WORKS OF HAWTHORN!, 

adorn his palace Especially the man with spectacles, who had sneered at 
all the company m turn, now twisted his visage into such an expression of 
ill-natured mirth, that Matthew asked him, rather peevishly, what he 
himself meant to do with the Great Carbuncle 

“The Great Carbuncle'” answered the Cynic, with ineffable scorn 
“Why, you blockhead, there is no such thing in i o um natui a I have come 
three thousand miles, and am resolved to set my foot on every peak of 
these mountains, and poke my head into every chasm, for the sole pur- 
pose of demonstrating to the satisfaction of any man one whit less an ass 
than thyself that the Great Carbuncle is all a humbug ' ” 

Vain and foolish were the motives that had bi ought most of the ad- 
venturers to the Crystal Hills, but none so vain, so foolish, and so impious 
too, as that of the scoffer with the prodigious spectacles He was one of 
those wretched and evil men whose yearnings are downward to the dark- 
ness, instead of heavenward, and who, could they but extinguish the 
lights which God hath kindled for us, would count the midnight gloom 
then chiefest glory As the Cynic spoke, several of the party were startled 
by a gleam of red splendor, that showed the huge shapes of the surround- 
ing mountains and the rock-bestrewn bed of the turbulent river with an il- 
lumination unlike that of their fire on the trunks and black boughs of the 
forest trees They listened for the roll of thunder, but heard nothing, and 
were glad that the tempest came not near them The stars, those dial 
points of heaven, now warned the adventurers to close their eyes on the 
blazing logs, and open them, in dreams, to the glow of the Great Car- 
buncle 

The young married couple had taken their lodgings m the farthest cor- 
ner of the wigwam, and were separated fiom the rest of the party by a 
curtain of curiously-woven twigs, such as might have hung, m deep fes- 
toons, around the bridal-bower of Eve The modest little wife had 
wrought this piece of tapestry while the other guests were talking She 
and her husband fell asleep with hands tenderly clasped, and awoke from 
visions of unearthly radiance to meet the moie blessed light of one an- 
other’s eyes They awoke at the same instant, and with one happy smile 
beaming over their two faces, which grew brighter with their conscious- 
ness of the reality of life and love But no sooner did she recollect where 
they were, than the bride peeped through the interstices of the leafy cur- 
tain, and saw that the outer room of the hut was deserted 

“tip, dear Matthew'” cried she, in haste “The strange folk are all 
gone' tip, this very minute, or we shall lose the Great Carbuncle'” 

In truth, so little did these pooi young people deserve the mighty prize 
which had lured them thither, that they had slept peacefully all night, 
and till the summits of the hills were glittering with sunshine, while the 
other adventurers had tossed their limbs m feverish wakefulness, or 
dreamed of climbing precipices, and set off to realize their dreams with 
the earliest peep of dawn But Matthew and Hannah, after their calm 
rest, were as light as two young deer, and merely stopped to say their 
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players and wash themselves in a cold pool of the Amonoosuck, and then 
to taste a morsel of food, ere they turned their faces to the mountain-side 
It was a sweet emblem of conjugal affection, as they toiled up the difficult 
ascent, gathering strength from the mutual aid which they afforded After 
several little accidents, such as a torn robe, a lost shoe, and the entangle- 
ment of Hannah’s hair m a bough, they reached the upper verge of the 
forest, and were now to pursue a more adventurous course The innumer- 
able trunks and heavy foliage of the trees had hitherto shut in their 
thoughts, which now shrank affrighted from the region of wind and cloud 
and naked rocks and desolate sunshine, that rose immeasurably above 
them. They gazed back at the obscure wilderness which they had trav- 
ersed, and longed to be buried again in its depths rather than trust them- 
selves to so vast and visible a solitude 

“Shall we go on^” said Matthew, throwing his arm round Hannah’s 
waist, both to protect her and to comfort his heart by drawing her close 
to it. 

But the little bride, simple as she was, had a woman’s love of jewels, 
and could not forego the hope of possessing the very brightest in the 
world, m spite of the perils with which it must be won 

“Let us climb a little higher,” whispered she, yet tremulously, as she 
turned her face upward to the lonely sky 

“Come, then,” said Matthew, musteimg his manly courage and draw- 
ing her along with him, for she became timid again the moment that he 
grew bold 

And upward, accordingly, went the pilgrims of the Great Carbuncle, 
now treading upon the tops and thickly-mterwoven branches of dwarf 
pines, which, by the growth of centuries, though mossy with age, had 
barely reached three feet in altitude Next, they came to masses and frag- 
ments of naked rock heaped confusedly together, like a cairn reared by 
giants in memory of a giant chief In this bleak realm of upper air noth- 
ing breathed, nothing grew, there was no life but what was concentrated 
in their two hearts, they had climbed so high that Nature herself seemed 
no longer to keep them company She lingered beneath them, within the 
verge of the forest trees, and sent a farewell glance after her children as 
they strayed where her own green footprints had never been But soon 
they were to be hidden from her eye Densely and dark the mists began 
to gather below, casting black spots of shadow on the vast landscape, and 
sailing heavily to one centre, as if the loftiest mountain peak had sum- 
moned a council of its kindred clouds Finally, the vapors welded them- 
selves, as it were, mto a mass, presenting the appearance of a pavement 
over which the wanderers might have trodden, but where they would vain- 
ly have sought an avenue to the blessed earth which they had lost And 
the lovers yearned to behold that green earth again, more intensely, alas > 
than, beneath a clouded sky, they had ever desired a glimpse of heaven 
They even felt it a relief to their desolation when the mists, creeping grad- 
ually up the mountain, concealed its lonely peak, and thus annihilated, at 
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least for them, the whole region of visible space But they drew closer to- 
gether, with a fond and melancholy gaze, dreading lest the universal cloud 
should snatch them from each other’s sight 

Still, perhaps, they would have been resolute to climb as far and as 
high, between earth and heaven, as they could find foothold, if Hannah’s 
strength had not begun to fail, and with that, her courage also Her breath 
grew short She refused to burden her husband with her weight, but often 
tottered against his side, and lecovered herself each time by a feebler ef- 
fort At last, she sank dovra on one of the rocky steps of the acclivity 
‘‘We are lost, deal Matthew,” said she, mournfully “We shall never 
find oi;r way to the earth again And oh how happy we might have been m 
our cottage > ” 

“Dear heart’ we will yet be happy there,” answered Matthew 
“Look’ In this direction, the sunshine penetiates the dismal mist By its 
aid, I can direct our course to the passage of the Notch Let us go back, 
love, and dream no moie of the Great Caibunclel ” 

“The sun cannot be yonder,” said Hannah, with despondence “By this 
time it must be noon If there could ever be anj^ sunshine here, it would 
come from above our heads ” 

“But look’” repeated Matthew, in a somewhat altered tone “It is 
brightening eveiy moment If not sunshine, what can it be^” 

Nor could the young bride any longer deny that a radiance was break- 
ing through the mist, and changing its dim hue to a dusky led, which con- 
tinually grew more vivid, as if brilliant particles were interfused w’lth the 
gloom Now, also, the cloud began to roll aw^ay from the mountain, while, 
as It heavily withdrew, one object after another started out of its impene- 
trable obscurity into sight, with precisel}'^ the effect of a new creation, be- 
fore the indistinctness of the old chaos had been completely swallowed up 
As the process went on, they saw the gleaming of w^atei close at their feet, 
and found themselves on the very border of a mountain lake, deep, bright, 
clear, and calmly beautiful, spreading from bum to bum of a basin that 
had been scooped out of the solid rock A ray of glory flashed aci oss its 
surface The pilgrims looked whence it should proceed, but closed their 
eyes with a thrill of awful admiration, to exclude the fervid splendor that 
glowed from the brow of a cliff impending over the enchanted lake For 
the simple pair had reached that lake of mystery, and found the long- 
sought shrine of the Great Carbuncle’ 

They threw their arms around each other, and trembled at their own 
success , for, as the legends of this wondrous gem rushed thick upon their 
memory, they felt themselves marked out by fate and the consciousness 
was fearful Often, from childhood upward, they had seen it shining like a 
distant star And now that star was throwing its intensest lustre on their 
hearts They seemed changed to one another’s eyes, in the red brilliancy 
that flamed upon their cheeks, while it lent the same fire to the lake, the 
rocks, and sky, and to the mists which had rolled back before its powder 
But, with their next glance, they beheld an object that drew their atten- 
tion even from the mighty stone At the base of the cliff, directly beneath 
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the Great Carbuncle, appeared the figuie of a man, with his arms extend- 
ed in the act of climbing, and his face turned upward, as if to drink the 
full gush of splendor But he stirred not, no more than if changed to 
marble 

“It is the Seeker,” whispered Hannah, convulsively grasping her hus- 
band’s aim “Matthew, he is dead ” 

“The joy of success has killed him,” replied Matthew, trembling vio- 
lently “Or, perhaps, the very light of the Great Carbuncle was death t ” 

“The Great Carbuncle,” cried a peevish voice behind them “The Great 
Humbug I If you have found it, prithee point it out to me ” 

They turned their heads, and there was the Cynic, with his prodigious 
spectacles set carefully on his nose, staring now at the lake, now at the 
rocks, now at the distant masses of vapor, now right at the Great Car- 
buncle itself, yet seemingly as unconscious of its light as if all the scat- 
tered clouds were condensed about his person Though its radiance ac- 
tually threw the shadow of the unbeliever at his own feet, as he turned his 
back upon the glorious jewel, he would not be convinced that there was 
the least glimmer there 

“Where is your Gieat Humbug?” he repeated “I challenge you to 
make me see it > ” 

“There,” said Matthew, incensed at such perverse blindness, and turn- 
ing the Cynic round towards the illuminated cliff “Take off those abom- 
inable spectacles, and you cannot help seeing it' ” 

Now these colored spectacles probably darkened the Cynic’s sight, in 
at least as great a degree as the smoked glasses through which people gaze 
at an eclipse With resolute bravado, however, he snatched them from his 
nose, and fixed a bold stare full upon the ruddy blaze of the Great Car- 
buncle But scarcely had he encountered it, when, with a deep, shudder- 
ing groan, he dropped his head, and pressed both hands across his miser- 
able eyes Thenceforth there was, in very truth, no light of the Great Car- 
buncle, nor any other light on earth, nor light of heaven itself, for the poor 
Cynic So long accustomed to view all objects through a medium that de- 
prived them of every glimpse of brightness, a single flash of so glorious a 
phenomenon, striking upon his naked vision, had blinded him forever. 

“Matthew,” said Hannah, clinging to him, “let us go hence' ” 

Matthew saw that she was faint, and kneeling down, supported her in 
his arms, while he threw some of the thrillingly cold water of the enchant- 
ed lake upon her face and bosom It revived her, but could not renovate 
her courage 

“Yes, dearest'” cried Matthew, pressing her tremulous form to his 
breast, “we will go hence, and return to our humble cottage The blessed 
sunshine and the quiet moonlight shall come through our window We will 
kindle the cheerful glow of our hearth, at eventide, and be happy in its 
light But never again will we desire more light than all the world may 
share with us ” 

“No,” said his bride, “for how could we live by day, or sleep by night, 
in this awful blaze of the Great Carbuncle' ” 
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Out of the hollow of their hands, they dranlc each a draught from the 
lake, which presented them its waters uncontammated by an earthly hp. 
.Then, lending their guidance to the blinded Cynic, who uttered not a 
word, and even stifled his groans in his own most wretched heart, they 
began to descend the mountain Yet, as they left the shore, till then un- 
trodden, of the spirit’s lake, they threw a farewell glance towards the 
cliff, and beheld the vapors gathering m dense volumes, through which 
the gem burned duskily 

As touching the other pilgrims of the Great Carbuncle, the legend goes 
on to tell, that the worshipful Master Ichabod Pigsnort soon gave up the 
quest as a desperate speculation, and wisely resolved to betake himself 
again to his warehouse, near the town dock, m Boston But, as he passed 
through the Notch of the mountains, a war party of Indians captured our 
unlucky merchant, and carried him to Montreal, there holding him m 
bondage, till, by the payment of a heavy ransom, he had wofully sub- 
ti acted from his hoard of pine-tree shillings By his long absence, more- 
over, his affairs had become so disoidered that, for the rest of his life, in- 
stead of wallowing m silver, he had seldom a sixpence worth of copper. 
Doctor Cacaphodel, the alchemist, returned to his laboratory wuth a pro- 
digious fragment of granite, which he ground to powder, dissolved m 
acids, melted m the crucible, and burned with the blow-pipe, and pub- 
lished the result of his experiments in one of the heaviest folios of the day 
And, for all these purposes, the gem itself could not have answered better 
than the granite The poet, by a somewhat similar mistake, made prize of 
a great piece of ice, which he found m a sunless chasm of the mountains, 
and swore that it corresponded, in all points, with his idea of the Great 
Carbuncle The critics say, that, if his poetry lacked the splendor of the 
gem, it retained all the coldness of the ice The Lord de Vere went back to 
his ancestral hall, where he contented himself with a wax-lighted chande- 
lier, and filled, m due course of time, another coffin in the ancestral vault 
As the funeral torches gleamed within that dark receptacle, there was no 
need of the Great Carbuncle to show the vanity of earthly pomp 

The Cynic, having cast aside his spectacles, wandered about the world, 
a miserable object, and was punished with an agonizing desire of light, 
for the wilful blindness of his former life The whole night long, he would 
lift his splendor-blasted orbs to the moon and stars, he turned his face 
eastward, at sunrise, as duly as a Perisan idolater, he made a pilgrimage 
to Rome, to witness the magnificent illumination of St Peter’s Church , 
and finally perished in the great fire of London, into the midst of which he 
had thrust himself, with the desperate idea of catching one feeble ray 
from the blaze that was kindling earth and heaven 

Matthew and his bride spent many peaceful years, and were fond of 
telling the legend of the Great Carbuncle The tale, however, towards the 
close of their lengthened lives, did not meet with the full credence that 
had been accorded to it by those who remembered the ancient lustre of the 
gem For it is affirmed that, from the hour when two mortals had shown 
themselves so simply wise as to reject a jewel which would have dimmed 
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ail earthly things, its splendor waned When other pilgrims reached the 
cliff, they found only an opaque stone, with particles of mica glittering on 
its surface There is also a tradition that, as the youthful pair departed, 
the gem was loosened from the forehead of the cliff, and fell into the en- 
chanted lahe, and that, at noontide, the Seeker’s form may still be seen to 
bend over its quenchless gleam 

Some few believe that this inestimable stone is blazing as of old, and 
say that they have caught its radiance, like a flash of summer lightning^ 
far do\\m the valley of the Saco And be it owned that, many a mile from 
the Crystal Hills, I saw a wondrous light around their summits, and was 
lured, by the faith of poesy, to be the latest pilgrim of the Great Car- 
buncle 


DAVID SWAN 

A FANTASY 

We can be but partially acquainted even with the events which actually 
influence our course through life, and our final destiny There are innu- 
merable other events if such they may be called which come close 
upon us, yet pass away without actual results, or even betraying their 
near approach, by the reflection of any light or shadow across our minds 
Could we know all the vicissitudes of our fortunes, life would be too full 
of hope and fear, exultation or disappointment, to afford us a single hour 
of true serenity This idea may be illustrated by a page fiom the secret 
history of David Swan . 

We have nothing to do with David until we find him, at the age of 
twenty, on the high road from his native place to the city of Boston, where 
bis uncle, a small dealer m the groceiy line, was to take him behind the 
counter Be it enough to say that he was a native of New Hampshire, born 
•of respectacle parents, and had received an ordinary school education, 
with a classic finish by a year at Gilmanton Academy After journeying 
on foot from sunrise till nearly noon of a summer’s day, his weariness and 
the increasing heat determmed him to sit down m the first convenient 
' shade, and await the coming up of the stage-coach As if planted on pur- 
pose for him, there soon appeared a little tuft of maples, with a delightful 
recess m the midst, and such a fresh bubbling spring that it seemed never 
to have sparkled for any wayfarer but David Swan Virgin or not, he 
bissed it with his thirsty lips, and then flung himself along the brink, pil- 
lowing his head upon some shirts and a pair of pantaloons, tied up m a 
striped cotton handkerchief The sunbeams could not reach him, the dust 
did not yet rise from the road after the heavy rain of yesterday, and his 
grassy lair suited the young man better than a bed of down The spring 
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murmured drowsily beside him, the brandies waved dreamily across the 
blue sky overhead, and a deep sleep, perchance hiding dreams within its 
depths, fell upon David Swan But we aie to relate events which he did 
not dream of 

While he lay sound asleep in the shade, other people were wide aw’ake, 
and passed to and fro, afoot, on horseback, and in all sorts of vehicles, 
along the sunny road by his bedchamber Some looked neither to the right 
hand nor the left, and knew' not that he was there, some mctely glanced 
that way, without admitting the slumberer among their busy thoughts, 
some laughed to see how' soundly he slept, and several, whose hearts were 
brimming full of scorn, ejected their venomous superfluity on David 
Sw'an A middle-aged wndow', wdien nobody else was near, thrust her head 
a little w'ay into the iccess, and vow'ed that the young fellow looked 
charming m his sleep A temperance lecturer saw him, and wrought poor 
David into the textuie of his evening’s discourse, as an awful instance of 
dead drunkenness b}' the roadside But censure, praise, merriment, scorn, 
and indifference w'ere all one, or rather all nothing, to David Swan 
He had slept only a few’ moments when a brown carriage, drawn by a 
handsome pair of horses, bowled easily along, and was brought to a stand- 
still nearly m front of David’s resting-place A linchpin had fallen out, 
and permitted one of the w’hecls to slide off The damage was slight, and 
occasioned merely a momentary alarm to an elderly merchant and his 
wife, who w'ere returning to Boston in the carnage While the coachman 
and a servant w'ere replacing the wheel, the lady and gentleman sheltered 
themselves beneath the maple-trees, and there espied the bubbling foun- 
tain, and David Swan asleep beside it Impressed with the awe which the 
humblest sleeped usually sheds around him, the merchant trod as lightly 
as the gout would allow’, and his spouse took good heed not to nistle her 
silk gown, lest David should start up all of a sudden 

“How soundly he sleeps' ” w’hispered tlie old gentleman “From what a 
depth he draws that easy breath I Such sleep as that, brought on witliout 
an opiate, would be w’orth more to me than half my income, for it would 
suppose health and an untroubled mind ” 

“And youth, besides,” said the lady “Healthy and quiet age does not 
sleep thus Our slumber is no more like his than our wakefulness ” 

The longer they looked the more did this elderly couple feel interested 
in the unknown youth, to whom the wayside and the maple shade w’ere as 
a secret chamber, with the rich gloom of damask curtains brooding over 
him Perceiving that a stray sunbeam glimmered dow’n upon his face, the 
lady contrived to twist a branch aside, so as to intercept it And having 
done this little act of kindness, she began to feel like a mother to him 
“Providence seems to have laid him here,” whispered she to her hus- 
band, “and to have brought us hither to find him, after our disappoint- 
ment in our cousin’s son Methinks I can see a likeness to our departed 
Henry Shall we waken him?” 

“To what purpose?” said the merchant, hesitating “We know nothing 
of the youth’s character.” 
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'‘That open countenance' ” replied his wife, in the same hushed voice, 
yet earnestly “This innocent sleep' ” 

While these whispers were passing, the sleeper’s heart did not throb, 
nor his breath become agitated, noi his features betray the least token of 
interest Yet Fortune ^^as bending ovei him, just ready to let fall a bur- 
den of gold The old mercliant had lost his only son, and had no heir to his 
wealth except a distant relative, with whose conduct he was dissatisfied 
In such cases, people sometimes do stranger things than to act the magi- 
cian, and awaken a young man to splendoi who fell asleep in poverty 
“Shall we not waken him?” repeated the lady persuasively 
“The coach is ready, sir,” said tlie servant, behind 
The old couple started, reddened, and huriied away, mutually wonder- 
ing that they should ever have dreamed of doing anything so very ridicu- 
lous The merchant threw himself back in the carriage, and occupied his 
mind with tlie plan of a magnificent asylum for unfortunate men of busi- 
ness ]\Ieanwhile, David Swan enjoyed his nap 

The carriage could not have gone above a mile or two, when a pretty 
young girl came along, with a trippmg pace, which showed precisely how 
her little heart was dancing m her bosom Perhaps it was this meiry kind 
of motion that caused is there any harm in saying it? her garter to slip 
its loiot Conscious that the silken girth if siUc it were was relaxing its 
hold, she turned aside into the shelter of the maple-trees, and there found 
a young man asleep by the spring' Blushing as red as any rose that she 
should have intruded into a gentleman’s bedchamber, and for such a pur- 
pose, too, she was about to make her escape on tiptoe But there vms peril 
near the sleeper A monster of a bee had been wandering overhead buzz, 
buzz, buzz now among the leaves, now flashing through the strips of 
sunshine, and now lost in the dark shade, till finally he appeared to be 
settling on the eyelid of David Swan The sting of a bee is sometimes 
deadly As free hearted as she was innocent, the girl attacked the mtiuder 
with her handkerchief, brushed him soundly, and drove him from beneath 
the mapleshade How sweet a picture' This good deed accomplished, with 
quickened breath, and a deeper blush, she stole a glance at the youthful 
stranger for whom she had been battling wnth a dragon in the air 
“He IS handsome ' ” thought she, and blushed redder yet 
How could It be that no dieam of bliss giew so strong within him, that, 
shattered by its very strength, it should part asunder, and allow him to 
perceive the girl among its phantoms^ Why, at least, did no smile of w*"!- 
come brighten upon his face? She was come, the maid whose soul, accord- 
ing to the old and beautiful idea, had been severed fiom his own, and 
'Whom, m all his vague but passionate desires, he yearned to meet Her, 
only, could he love with a perfect love, him, only, could she receive into 
the depths of her heart, and now her image was faintly blushing m the 
fountain, by his side, should it pass away, its happy lustre would never 
gleam upon his life again 

“How sound he sleeps ' ” murmured the girl 
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She departed, but did not trip along the road so lightly as ^\hen she 
came 

Now this girl’s father \\as a thming coiinti y met chant in the neighbor- 
hood, and happened, at that identical time to be looking out for just sucli 
a young man as DaMd Siian Had David formed a iiayside acquaintance 
Mith the daughtei, he vould ha\c become the father's cleik, and all else m 
natural succession So here again, had good foitune the best of fortunes 

stolen so near that her gaiments brushed against him, and he knew 
nothing of the matter 

The girl n as hardly out of sight iilien tii o men turned aside beneath the 
maple shade Both had dark laces, set oft by cloth caps, iihich vere dravn 
down aslant o\er their brows Their dresses weie shabby, }et had a cer- 
tain smartness These were a couple of rascals who got then living by 
whatexer the dexil sent them, and now, m the interim of other business, 
had staked the lomt profits of tlieir next piece of x illany on a game of 
cards, which was to ha\e been decided heie under die trees But, finding 
Da\ id asleep by the spiing one of the rogues whispered to his fellow, 

“Hist ' Do you see that bundle under his head?'’ 

The other \ illain nodded, w inked, and leered 

“1 11 bet \ou a horn of brandy," said the first “that the cliap has eiOier 
a pocket-book, or a snug little hoard of small cliange, slowed away 
amongst his shirts And if not there, we shall find it m his pantaloons 
pocket ’ 

“But how if he wakes^" said the other 

His companion thrust aside his waistcoat, pointed to die handle of a 
dirk and nodded 

“So be it' ’ mutteied the second xillain 

They approached the unconscious David, and, while one pointed the 
dagger tow aids his heart, the other began to search the bundle beneath 
his head Their two faces, grim wrinkled, and ghastly wnth guilt and fear, 
bent o\ er their x ictim, looking horrible enough to be mistaken for fiends, 
should he suddenly aw ake Nay, had the x illains glanced aside into the 
spring, ex en they xx oiild hardly hax'e knoxx n themselx es as reflected there 
But Dax id Sw an had nex er xx orn a more tranquil aspect, ex en xxhen asleep 
on his mother s breast 

“I must take axxay the bundle,’ xxhispered one 

“If he stiis I'll strike, ' muttered the other 

But at this moment, a dog scenting along the ground, came in beneatli 
the maple-trees, and gazed alternately at eacli of these xx icked men, and 
then at the quiet sleeper He then lapped out of the fountain 

“Pshaw ' said one xnllam “We can do nothing noxv The dog's master 
must be close behind ’’ 

‘ Let s take a drink and be off," said the othei 

The man with the dagger thrust back the weapon into his bosom, and 
drexv forth a pocket pistol, but not of that kind which kills by a single dis- 
charge It xx*as a flask of liquor, xvith a block-tm tumbler saewed upon 
the mouth Each drank a comfortable dram, and left the spot, xxitli so 
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many jests, and such laughter at their unaccomplished wickedness, that 
they might be said to have gone on their way rejoicing In a few hours 
they had forgotten the whole affair, nor once imagined that the recording 
angel had written down the crime of murder against their souls, in letters 
as durable as eternity As for David Swan, he still slept quietly, neither 
conscious of the shadow of death when it hung over him, nor of the glow 
of renewed life when that shadow was withdrawn 

He slept, but no longer so quietly as at first An hour’s repose had 
snatched, from his elastic frame, the weariness with which many hours of 
toil had burdened it Now he stirred now, moved his lips, without a 
sound now, talked, m an inward tone, to the noonday spectres of his 
dream But a noise of wheels came rattling louder and louder along the 
road, until it dashed through the dispersing mist of David’s slumber 
and there was the stage-coach He started up with all his ideas about him 
“Halloo, driver' Take a passenger^” shouted he 
“Room on top ' ” answered the driver 

Up mounted David, and bowled away merrily towards Boston, with- 
out so much as a parting glance at that fountain of dreamlike vicissitude 
He knev/ not that a phantom of Wealth had thrown a golden hue upon its 
waters nor that one of Love had sighed softly to their murmur nor 
that one of Death had threatened to crimson them with his blood all, m 
the brief hour since he lay down to sleep Sleeping or waking, we hear not 
the airy footsteps of the strange things that almost happen Does it not 
argue a superintending Providence that, while viewless and unexpected 
events thrust themselves continually athwart our path, there should 
still be regularity enough in mortal life to render foresight even partially 
available? 


THE HOLLOW OF THE THREE HILLS 


In those Stiange old times, when fantastic dreams and madmen’s reveries 
were realized among the actual circumstances of life, two persons met to- 
gether at an appointed hour and place One was a lady, graceful m form 
and fair of feature, though pale and troubled, and smitten with an un- 
timely blight m what should have been the fullest bloom of her years, the 
other was an ancient and meanly-dressed woman, of ill-favored aspect, 
and so withered, shrunken, and decrepit, that even the space since she be- 
gan to decay must have exceeded the ordinary term of human existence 
In the spot where they encountered, no mortal could observe them Three 
little hills stood near each other, and dowm in the midst of them sunk a 
hollow basin, almost mathematically circular, two or three hundred feet 
in breadth, and of such depth that a stately cedar might but just be vis 
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ible above the sides Dwarf pines were numerous upon the hiJls, and part- 
ly fringed the outer verge of the intermediate hollow, within which there 
was nothing but the brown grass of October, and here and there a tree 
tiunk that had fallen long ago, and lay mouldering with no green success- 
soi 'from its roots One of these masses of decaying wood, formerly a ma- 
jestic oak, rested close beside a pool of gieen and sluggish water at the 
bottom of the basin Such scenes as this (so gray tradition tells) w'ere 
once the resort of the Power of Evil and his plighted subjects, and here, 
at midnight or on the dim verge of evening, they were said to stand lound 
the mantling pool, disturbing its putrid -waters in the performance of an 
impious baptismal rite The chill beauty of an autumnal sunset was now 
gilding the three hill-tops, whence a paler tint stole down their sides into 
the hollow 

“Here is our pleasant meeUng come to pass,” said the aged crone, “ac- 
cording as thou hast desired Say quickly what thou wouldst have of me, 
for there is but a short hour that we may tarry here ” 

As the old withered woman spoke, a smile glimmered on her counte- 
nance, like lamplight on the wall of a sepulchre The lady trembled, and 
cast her eyes upward to the verge of the basin, as if meditating to return 
with her purpose unaccomplished But it was not so ordained 

“I am a stranger m this land, as you know,” said she at length 
“Whence I come it matters not, but I have left those behind me -with 
whom my fate was intimately bound, and from whom I am cut off forever 
There is a weight in my bosom that I cannot away with, and I have come 
hither to inquire of their welfare ” 

“And who is there by this green pool that can bring thee news from the 
ends of the earth?” cried the old woman, peering into the lady’s face 
“Not from my lips mayst thou heai these tidings, yet, be thou bold, and 
the daylight shall not pass away from yonder lull-top before thy wish be 
granted ” 

“I will do your bidding though I die,” replied the lady desperately 
The old woman seated herself on the trunk of the fallen tree, threw 
aside the hood that shrouded her gray locks, and beckoned her compan- 
ion to draw near 

“Kneel down,” she said, “and lay your forehead on my knees ” 

She hesitated a moment, but the anxiety that had long been kindling 
burned fiercely up within her As she knelt down, the border of her gar- 
ment was dipped into the pool, she laid her foiehead on the old woman’s 
knees, and the latter drew a cloak about the lady’s face, so that she was in 
darkness Then she heard the muttered words of prayer, m the midst of 
which she started, and would have arisen 

“Let me flee, let me flee and hide myself, that they may not look upon 
me ' ” she cried But, with returning recollection, she hushed herself, and 
was still as death 

For it seemed as if other voices familiar in infancy, and unforgotten 
through many wanderings, and m all the vicissitudes of her heart and for- 
tune were mingling with the accents of the prayer At first the words 
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ere faint and indistinct, not rendered so by distance, but rather resem- 
bling the dim pages of a book which we strive to read by an imperfect and 
gradually brightening light In such a manner, as the prayer proceeded, 
did those voices strengthen upon the ear, till at length tie petition ended, 
and the conversation of an aged man, and of a woman broken and de- 
caj'ed like himself, became distinctly audible to the lady as she knelt But 
those strangeis appeared not to stand m the hollow depth between the 
thiee hills Their voices were encompassed and reechoed by the walls of a 
chamber, the windows of y^hich were rattlmg m the breeze, the regular vi- 
bration of a clock, the crackling of a fire, and the tinkling of the embers as 
they fell among the ashes, rendered the scene almost as vivid as if painted 
to the eye By a melancholy hearth sat these two old people, the man 
calmly despondent, the woman querulous and tearful, and their words 
W'ere all of sorrow They spoke of a daughter, a wanderer they knew not 
where, bearing dishonor along with her, and leaving shame and affliction 
to bring their gray heads to the grave They alluded also to other and 
more recent woe, but m the midst of their talk their voices seemed to melt 
into the sound of the wind sweeping mournfully among the autumn 
leaves , and when the lady lifted her eyes, there was she kneelmg in the 
hollow between three hills 

“A weary and lonesome time yonder old couple have of it,” lemarked 
the old woman, smiling m the lady’s face 

“And did you also hear them?” exclaimed she, a sense of intolerable 
humiliation triumphing over her agony and fear 

“Yea, and we have yet more to hear,” replied the old woman “Where- 
fore, cover thy face quicldy ” 

Again the withered hag poured forth the monotonous words of a prayer 
that was not meant to be acceptable in heaven , and soon, m the pauses of 
her breath, strange murmurmgs began to thicken, gradually increasing se- 
as to drown and overpower the charm by which they grew Shrieks pierced 
through the obscurity of sound, and were succeeded by the singing of 
sweet female voices, which, in their turn, gave way to a wild roar of 
laughter, broken suddenly by groanings and sobs, forming altogether a 
ghastly confusion of terror and mourning and mirth Chains were rattlmg, 
fierce and stern voices uttered threats, and the scourge resounded at their 
command All these noises deepened and became substantial to the listen- 
er’s ear, till she could distmguish every soft and dreamy accent of the love 
songs that died causelessly into funeral hymns She shuddered at the un- 
provoked wrath which blazed up like the spontaneous kindling of flame, 
and she grew faint at the feaiful meiriment ragmg miserably around her. 
In the midst of this wild scene wheie unbound passions jostled each other 
m a drunken career, there was one solemn voice of a man, and a manly 
and melodious voice it might once have been He went to and fro continu- 
ally, and his feet sounded upon the floor In each member of that frenzied 
company, whose own burning thoughts had become their exclusive world, 
he sought an auditor for the story of his individual wrong, and interpreted 
their laughter and tears as his reward of scorn or pity He spoke of worn- 
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an’s perjidy, of a wife who had broken her holiest vows, of a home and 
heart made desolate Even as he went on, the shout, the laugh, the shriek, 
the sob, rose up m unison, till they changed into the hollow, fitful, and un- 
even sound of the wind, as it fought among the pine-trees on those three 
lonely hills The lady looked up, and there was the withered woman smil- 
ing in her face 

“Couldst thou have thought there were such merry times m a mad- 
house?” inquired the latter 

“True, true,” said the lady to heiself, “there is mirth within its walls, 
but misery, misery without ” 

“Wouldst thou hear more?” demanded the old woman 

“There is one other voice I would fain listen to again,” replied the lady, 
faintly 

“Then, lay down thy head speedily upon my knees, that thou mayst get 
thee hence before the hour be past ” 

The golden skirts of day were yet lingering upon the hills, but deep 
shades obscured the hollow and the pool, as if sombre night vere rising 
thence to overspread the world Again that evil woman began to weave 
her spell Long did it proceed unanswered, till the knollmg of a bell stole 
in among the intervals of her words, like a clang that had travelled far 
over valley and rising ground, and was just ready to die in the air The 
lady shook upon her companion’s knees as she heard that boding sound. 
Stronger it grew and sadder, and deepened into the tone of a death bell, 
knollmg dolefully from some ivy-mantled tower, and bearing tidings of 
mortality and woe to the cottage, to the hall, and to the solitary wayfarer, 
that all might weep for the doom appointed in turn to them Then came a 
measured tread, passing slowly, slowly on, as of mourners W'lth a coffin, 
their garments trailing on the ground, so that the ear could measure the 
length of their melancholy array Before them went the priest, reading the 
burial service, while the leaves of his book were rustling m the breeze. 
And though no voice but his was heard to speak aloud, still there were 
revilmgs and anathemas, whispered but distinct, from women and from 
men, breathed against the daughter who had wrung the aged hearts of her 
parents, the wife who had betrayed the trusting fondness of her hus- 
band, the mother who had sinned against natural affection, and left her 
child to die The sweeping sound of the funeral tram faded awaj’’ lilc.e a 
thm vapor, and the wind, that just before had seemed to shalce the coffin 
pall, moaned sadly round the verge of the Hollow between three Hills 
But when the old woman stirred the kneeling lady, she lifted not her head 

“Here has been a sweet hour’s sport i ” said the withered crone, chuck- 
ling to herself 
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DR HEIDEGGER’S EXPERIMENT 

That very singular man, old Dr Heidegger, once invited four venerable 
friends to meet him m his study There were three white-bearded gentle- 
men, Mr Medbourne, Colonel Killigrew, and IMr Gascoigne, and a with- 
ered gentlewoman, whose name was the Widow Wycherly They were all 
melancholy old creatures, who had been unfortunate in life, and whose 
greatest misfortune it was that tlie}^ were not long ago in their graves Mr 
iMedbournp, m the vigor of his age, had been a prosperous merchant, but 
had lost his all by a frantic speculation, and was now little bettei than a 
mendicant Colonel Killigrew had \vasted his best years, and his health 
and substance, m the pursuit of sinful pleasures, which had given birth to 
a brood of pains, such as the gout, and divers other torments of soul and 
body Mr Gascoigne was a ruined politician, a man of evil fame, or at 
least had been so till time had buried him from the knowledge of the pres- 
ent generation, and made him obscure instead of infamous As for the 
Widow Wycherly, tradition tells us that she was a great beauty in her 
day, but, for a long while past, she had lived m deep seclusion, on account 
of certain scandalous stories which had prejudiced the gentry of the town 
against her It is a circumstance worth mentioning that each of these three 
old gentlemen, Mr Medbourne, Colonel Killigrew, and Mi Gascoigne, 
were early lovers of the Widow Wycherly, and had once been on the point 
of cutting each other’s throats for her sake And, befoie pioceedmg fur- 
thei, I will merely hint that Dr Heidegger and all his four guests were 
sometimes thought to be a little beside themselves, as is not unfrequent- 
ly the case with old people, when worried either by present troubles or 
woful recollections 

“My dear old friends,” said Dr Heidegger, motionmg them to be seat- 
ed, “I am desirous of your assistance m one of those little experiments 
with which I amuse myself here in my study ” 

If all stories were true. Dr Heideggei’s study must have been a very 
curious place It was a dim, old-fashioned chamber, festooned with cob- 
webs, and besprinkled with antique dust Around the walls stood several 
oaken bookcases, the lower shelves of which were filled with rows of gi- 
gantic folios and black-letter quartos, and the upper with little parch- 
ment-covered duodecimos Over the central bookcase was a bronze bust 
of Hippocrates, with which, according to some authorities. Dr Heidegger 
was accustomed to hold consultations in all difficult cases of his practice 
In the obscurest corner of the room stood a tall and narrow oaken closet, 
with its door ajar, within which doubtfully appeared a skeleton Between 
two of the bookcases hung a looking-glass, presenting its high and dusty 
plate within a tarnished gilt frame Among many wonderful stories related 
of this mirror, it was fabled that the spirits of all the doctor’s deceased pa- 
tients dwelt within its verge, and would stare him in the face whenever he 
looked thitherward The opposite side of the chamber was ornamented 
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with the full-length portrait of a young lady, arrayed m the faded mag- 
nificence of silk, satin, and brocade, and with a visage as faded ac her 
dress Above half a century ago, Di Heidegger had been on the point of 
marriage with this young lady , but, being affected with some slight dis- 
order, she had swallowed one of hei lover’s prescriptions, and died on the 
bridal evening The gieatest curiosity of the study remains to be men- 
tioned, it was a ponderous folio volume, bound m black leather, with 
massive silver clasps Theie were no letters on the back, and nobody could 
tell the title of the book But it was \\ell known to be a book of magic, 
and once, when a chambermaid had lifted it, merely to brush away the 
dust, the skeleton had rattled in its closet, the pictuie of the young lady 
had stepped one foot upon the floor, and several ghastly faces had peeped 
forth from the mirror, while the brazen head of Hippocrates frowned, 
and said, ‘ ‘ F orbear ' ’ ’ 

Such w^as Dr Heideggei’s study On the summer afternoon of our talc 
a small round table, as black as ebony, stood m the centre of the loom, 
sustaining a cut-glass vase of beautiful foim and elaboiate workmanship 
The sunshine came through the \Yindow, between the heavy festoons of 
two faded damask curtains, and fell directly across this vase, so that a 
mild splendor was leflected fioni it on the ashen visages of the five old 
people -who sat around Foui champagne glasses ivere also on the table 

“My dear old friends,” lepeated Dr Heidegger, “may I reckon on youi 
aid m performing an exceedingly curious experiment?” 

Noav Di Heidegger was a very strange old gentleman, wdiose eccen- 
tricity had become the nucleus for a thousand fantastic stories Some of 
these fables, to my shame be it spoken, might possibly be tiaced back to 
my own veracious self, and if any passages of the present tale should 
startle the reader’s faith, I must be content to bear the stigma of a fiction 
monger 

When the doctor’s foui guests heard him talk of his pioposed expcii- 
ment, they anticipated nothing more wonderful than the murdei of a 
mouse m an air pump, or the examination of a cobweb by the microscope, 
or some similar nonsense, with which he was constantly in the habit of 
pestering his intimates But without ivaiting for a reply, Dr Heidegger 
hobbled across the chamber, and leturned with the same ponderous folio, 
bound m black leather, w'hich common report affirmed to be a book of 
magic Undoing the silver clasps, he opened tlie volume, and took from 
among its black-letter pages a rose, or what was once a lose, though now 
tlie green leaves and crimson petals had assumed one brownish hue, and 
the ancient flowei seemed leady to crumble to dust in the doctor’s hands 

“This rose,” said Di Heidegger, with a sigh, “this same witheied and 
crumbling flo^Yer, blossomed five and fifty years ago It was given me by 
Sylvia Waid, whose portrait hangs yonder, and I meant to Avear it in my 
bosom at our wedding Five and fifty j'ears it has been tieasured between 
the leaves of this old volume Now, would you deem it possible that this 
rose of half a century could ever bloom again?” 

“Nonsense said the Widow Wycherly, with a peevish toss of her 
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head “You might ns well ask whether an old woman s wi inkled face could 
e\ ei bloom again ’’ 

“See’ answered Dr Heidegger 

He unco\cred the \ase and threw the faded rose into the water which it 
contained At first, it laj lightly on the surface of the fluid, appearing to 
imbioe none of its moisture Soon however, a cinnulai change began to be 
visible The crushed and diied petah stiiicd, and assumed a deepening 
tinge of ciimson, as if the flower were revi\ ing from a deathlike slumber, 
the ^lender stalk and twig‘s of foliage Ijccame green and there was the 
rose of half a century, looking as fresh as when SyKia Ward had first 
gnen it to her lo\cr It was scarceh full blown for some of its delicate 
red Iea\cs cuilcd mndcslh around its moist bosom, within wdiich two err 
three dew drops were sparkling 

“That IS certainly a \er} jirclt}'’ deception, ’ said the doctor’s friends; 
carelessly, however, foi they had witnessed greater miracles at a conjur- 
er s show . ' pray how was itcficcted*'’'’ 

“Did 3011 never hear of the ‘Fountain of Youth’’ ” asked Dr Heideg- 
ger, “which Ponce Do Leon, the Spanish adventurer, went m search of 
two or thiee centuries ago? ’ 

“But did Ponce Dc Leon ev cr find it said the Widow Wycherly. 

“Xo,’ answcied Dr. Heidegger, “for lie never sought it m tlie right 
place The famous Fountain of Youth, if I am rightly informed, is sit- 
uated m the southern part of the Floridian peninsula, not far from Lake 
Alacaco Its source is ov ershadowed b3' sev eral gigantic magnolias, w-hicli, 
tliough numberless centuries old, hav e been kept as fresh as violets by tlie 
virtues of this wonderful water An acquaintance of mine, knowing my 
curiosity in such matters, has sent me what 3’'Ou see in the vase ” 

“Ahem! ’ said Colonel Killigrew, who believed not a word of the doc- 
tors storj^, “and what ma}'^ be the eflect of this fluid on the human 
frame’” 

“You shall judge for 3^ourself, my dear colonel,” replied Dr Heidegger, 
“and all of 3'ou, my respected friends, are welcome to so much of this ad- 
miiable fluid as ma}' icstore to 3mu the bloom of 3muth For my own part, 
having had much trouble m growing old, I am in no hurry to giovv young 
again With your permission, therefore, I will merely watch the progress 
of the experiment ” 

AVhile he spoke, Dr Heidegger had been filling the foiii champagne 
glasses with the w'ater of the Fountain of Youth It was apparently im- 
pregnated with an effervescent gas, for little bubbles were continually 
ascending from the depths of the glasses, and bursting m silvery spiay at 
the surface As the liquor diffused a pleasant peifume, tlie old people 
doubted not that it possessed cordial and comfortable pioperties, and 
though utter sceptics as to its rejuvenescent power, they were inclined to 
swallow it at once But Dr Heidegger besought them to stay a moment. 

“Before you drink, my respectable old friends,” said he, “it would be 
well that, with the experience of a lifetime to direct you, you should .draw 
up a few general rules for your guidance, m passing a second time through 
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the penis of youth. Think what a sin and shame it would be, if, with your 
peculiar advantages, you should not become patterns of virtue and wis- 
dom to all the young people of the agel ” 

The doctor’s four venerable friends made him no answer, except by a 
feeble and tremulous laugh, so veiy ridiculous w'as the idea that, know- 
ing how closely repentance treads behind the steps of error, they should 
ever go astray agam 

“Drink, then,” said the doctor, bowing “I rejoice tliat I have so well 
selected the subjects of my experiment ” 

With palsied hands, they raised the glasses to their lips The liquor, if 
it really possessed such virtues as Dr Heidegger imputed to it, could not 
have been bestowed on four human beings who needed it more wofully 
They looked as if they had never known what youth or pleasure was, but 
had been the offspring of Nature’s dotage, and always the gray, decrepit, 
sapless, miserable creatures, who now sat stooping round the doctor’s ta- 
ble, without life enough m their souls or bodies to be animated even by 
the prospect of growing young agam They drank off the vater, and re- 
placed their glasses on the table 

Assuredly there was an almost immediate improvement in the aspect of 
the party, not unlilce what might have been produced by a glass of gener- 
ous wme, together with a sudden glow of cheerful sunshine brightening 
over all their visages at once There was a healthful suffusion on their 
cheeks, instead of the ashen hue that had made them look so corpse-like 
They gazed at one another, and fancied that some magic power had really 
begun to smooth away the deep and sad inscriptions which Father Time 
had been so long engraving on their brows The Widow Wycherly adjust- 
ed her cap, for she felt almost like a woman again 

“Give us more of this wondrous water i” cried they, eagerly. “We are 
younger but we are still too old > Quick give us more ! ” 

“Patience, patience’” quoth Dr Heidegger, who sat watching the ex- 
periment with philosophic coolness “You have been a long time growing 
old Surely, you might be content to grow young in half an hour! But the 
water is at your service ” 

Agam he filled their glasses with the liquor of youth, enough of which 
still remained m the vase to turn half the old people in the city to the age 
of their own grandchildren While the bubbles were yet sparkling on the 
brim, the doctor’s four guests snatched their glasses from the table, and 
swallowed the contents at a single gulp Was it delusion? even while the 
draught was passing down their throats, it seemed to have wrought a 
change on their whole systems Their eyes grew clear and bright, a daik 
shade deepened among their silvery locks, they sat around the table, three 
gentlemen of middle age, and a woman, hardly beyond her buxom prime. 

“My dear widow, you are charming’” cried Colonel Killigrew, whose 
eyes had been fixed upon her face, while the shadows of age were flitting 
from it like darkness from the crimson daybreak 
The fair widow knew, of old, that Colonel Killigrew’s compliments 
were not always measured by sober truth , so she started up and ran to tlip 
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mirror, still dreading that the ugly visage of an old woman w'ould meet hei 
gaze Ivleanwhile, the three gentlemen behaved m such a manner as 
proved that the ■water of the Fountain of Youth possessed some intoxicat- 
ing qualities, unless, indeed, tlieir exhilaiation of spirits were merely a 
lightsome dizziness caused by the sudden removal of the weight of years 
]\Ir Gascoigne’s mind seemed to run on political topics, but whether re- 
lating to the past, present, or future, could not easily be deiei mined, since 
the same ideas and phrases have been in vogue these fifty years Now he 
rattled forth full-thioated sentences about patiiotism, national glorj'-, and 
the people’s light, now he muttered some perilous stuff or other, m a sly 
and doubtful whisper, so cautiously that even his owm conscience could 
scarce!}^ catch the secret, and now, again, he spoke m measured accents, 
and a deeply deferential tone, as if a royal ear w'ere listening to his w'ell- 
turned periods Colonel Killigrew all this time had been trolling forth a 
jolly bottle song, and ringing his glass m symphony with the chorus, ■v\'hile 
his eyes wandered toward the buxom figure of the Widow Wycherly On 
the other side of the table, Mr Medbourne was involved in a calculation 
of dollars and cents, watli wdiich was strangely intermingled a project for 
supplying the East Indies with ice, by harnessing a team of whales to the 
polar icebergs 

As for the Widow' Wycherly, she stood before the mirror courtesying 
and simpering to her own image, and greeting it as the friend whom she 
loved better than all the wnrld beside She thrust her face close to the 
glass, to see whether some long-remembered wTinkle or crowd’s foot had 
indeed vanished She examined w'liether the snow’ had so entirely melted 
from her hair that the venerable cap could be safely thrown aside At last, 
turning briskly aw'ay, she came w’lth a sort of dancing step to the table 

“My dear old doctor,” cried she, “pray favor me wuth another glass'” 

“Certainly, my dear madam, certainly'” replied the complaisant doc- 
tor, “see' I have aheady filled the glasses ” 

There, in fact, stood the four glasses, brimful of this wonderful water, 
the delicate spray of which, as it effervesced from the surface, resembled 
the tremulous glitter of diamonds It was now so nearly sunset that the 
chamber had grown duskier than ever, but a mild and moonlike splendor 
gleamed from within the vase, and rested alike on the four guests and on 
the doctor’s venerable figure He sat in a high-backed, elaborately-carved, 
oaken arm-chair, with a gray dignity of aspect that might have well befit- 
ted that very Father Time, whose power had never been disputed, save by 
this fortunate company Even wdiile quaffing the third draught of the 
Fountain of Youth, they were almost awed by the expression of his mys- 
terious visage 

But, the next moment, the exhilarating gush of young life shot through 
their veins They were now m the happy prime of youth Age, with its 
miserable tram of cares and sorrows and diseases, was remembered only 
as the trouble of a dream, from which they had joyously awoke The fresh 
gloss of the soul, so early lost, and without which the world’s successive 
scenes had been but a gallery of faded pictures, again Mirew its enchant- 
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ment over all their prospects They felt like new-created beings in a new- 
created universe 

“We are young! We are young i ” they cried exiiltingly 
Youth, like the extiemity of age, had effaced the strongly-marked char- 
acteristics of middle life, and mutually assimilated them all 'J hey were a 
group of merry youngsters, almost maddened vith the e\iibcrant frohe- 
someness of their yeais The most singular cficct of their gaycty vas an 
impulse to mock the infirmity and decrepitude of vhich they had so late- 
ly been the victims The}^ laughed loudly at their old-fashioned attire, the 
wide-skirted coats and flapped A\aistcoats of the >oung men, and the an- 
cient cap and gown of the blooming girl One limped acro':s the floor lil^e a 
gouty grandfather, one set a pair of spectacles astride of his nose, and 
pretended to pore over the black-lettei pages of the book of magic, a 
third seated himself in an arm-chair, and strove to imitate the venerable 
dignity of Dr Heidegger Then all shouted mirthfully, and leaped about 
the room The Widow Wycherly if so fresh a damsel could be called a 
widow tripped up to the doctors chair, with a mischievous merriment 
in her rosy face 

“Doctor, you dear old soul,” cried she, “get up and dance with me!” 
And then the four young people laughed louder than ever, to think what a 
queer figure the poor old doctor would cut 

“Pray excuse me,” answered the doctor quietly “I am old and rheu- 
matic, and my dancing days were over long ago But cither of these gay 
young gentlemen will be glad of so pretty a partner ” 

“Dance wath me, Clara' ” cried Colonel Killigrcw 
“No, no, I wall be her partner' ” shouted iMr Gascoigne 
“She promised me her hand, fifty years ago!” exclaimed Mr Med- 
bourne 

They all gathered round her One caught both her hands in his passion- 
ate grasp another threw' his arm about her waist the third buried his 
hand among the glossy curls that clustered beneath the widow’s cap 
Blushing, panting, struggling, chiding, laughing, her warm breath fanning 
each of their faces by turns, she strove to disengage herself, yet still re- 
mained in then triple embrace Nevei was there a livelier picture of 
youthful nvalship, with bewntching beauty for the prize Yet, by a strange 
deception, owing to the duskiness of the chamber, and the antique dresses 
W'hich they still wore, the tall mirror is said to have reflected the figures of 
the three old, gray, wnthered grandsires, ridiculously contending for the 
skinny ugliness of a shrivelled grandam 

But they were young their burning passions proved them so Inflamed 
to madness by the coquetry of the girl-widow, w'ho neither granted nor 
quite withheld hei favors, the three rivals began to interchange threaten- 
ing glances Still keeping hold of the fair prize, they grappled fiercely at 
one another’s throats As they struggled to and fro, the table w'as over- 
turned, and the vase dashed into a thousand fragments The precious 
Water of Youth flowed m a bright stream across the floor, moistening the 
wings of a butterfly, which, grown old in the decline of summer, had 
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alighted there to die The insect fluttered lightly through the chamberj 
and settled on the snowy head of Dr Heidegger 

“Come, come, gentlemen' come. Madam Wycherly,” exclaimed the 
doctor, “I really must protest against this not ” 

They stood still and shivered, for it seemed as if gray Time were call- 
ing them back from their sunny youth, far down into the chill and dark- 
some vale of years They looked at old Dr Heidegger, who sat m his 
carved arm-chair, holding the rose of half a century, which he had res- 
cued from among the fragments of the shattered vase At the motion of 
his hand, the four rioters resumed their seats, the more readily, because 
their violent exertions had wearied them, youthful though they were 
“My poor Sylvia’s rose'” ejaculated Dr Heidegger, holdmg it in the 
light of the sunset clouds, “it appears to be fading again ” 

And so it was Even while the party were looking at it, the flower con- 
tinued to shrivel up, till it became as dry and fragile as when the doctor 
had first thrown it into the vase He shook off the few drops of moisture 
which clung to its petals 

“I love it as well thus as m its dewy freshness,” observed he, pressing 
the withered rose to his withered lips While he spoke, the butterfly flut- 
tered down from the doctor’s snov^y head, and fell upon the floor 

His guests shivered again A strange chillness, whether of the body or 
spirit they could not tell, was creeping gradually over them all They 
gazed at one another, and fancied that each fleeting moment snatched 
away a charm, and left a deepening furiow where none had been before 
Was it an illusion? Had the changes of a lifetime been crowded into so 
brief a space, and were they now four aged people, sitting with their old 
friend. Dr Heidegger? 

“Are we grown old again, so soon?” cried they, dolefully. 

In truth they had The Water of Youth possessed meiely a virtue more 
transient than that of wine The delirium which it created had effervesced 
away Yes' they were old again With a shuddering impulse, that showed 
her a woman still, the widow clasped her skinny hands before her face, 
and wished that the coffin lid were over it, since it could be no longer 
beautiful 

“Yes, friends, ye are old again,” said Dr Heidegger, “and lo' the Wa- 
ter of Youth is all lavished on the ground Well I bemoan it not, for if 
the fountain gushed at my very doorstep, I would not stoop to bathe my 
lips m it no, though its delirium were for years instead of moments 
Such IS the lesson ye have taught me' ” 

But the doctor’s four friends had taught no such lesson to themselves 
They resolved forthwith to make a pilgrimage to Florida, and quaff at 
morning, noon, and night, from the Fountain of Youth 

Note — ^In an English review, not long since, I have been accused of plagiarizing 
the idea of this story from a chapter in one of the novels of Alexandre Dumas There 
has undoubtedly been a plagiarism on one side or the other, but as my story was - 
wntten a good deal more than twenty years ago, and as the novel is of considerably 
more recent date, I take pleasure in thinking that M Dumas has done me the honor 
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to appiopnate one of the fanciful conceptions of my earlier days He is hcartil> wel- 
come to it , nor IS it the only instance, by many, in which the great French romancer 
has exercised the privilege of commanding genius by confiscating the intellectual 
property of less famous people to his own use and behoof 
September , i860 


LEGENDS OF THE PROVINCE HOUSE 

I 

Howe’s Masquerade 

One afternoon, last summer, while walking along Washington Street, m3' 
eye was attracted by a signboard protruding over a narrow archw'ay, near- 
ly opposite the Old South Church The sign represented the fiont of a 
stately edifice, which was designated as the “Old Province House, kept 
by Thomas Waite ” I was glad to be thus reminded of a purpose, long en- 
tertained, of visiting and rambling over the mansion of the old royal gov- 
ernors of Massachusetts, and entering the arched passage, which pene- 
trated through the middle of a brick row of shops, a few steps transporte(^ 
me from the busy heart of modem Boston into a small and secluded court- 
yard One side of this space was occupied by the square front of the Prov- 
ince House, three stories high, and surmounted by a cupola, on the top of 
which a gilded Indian was discernible, wuth his bow bent and his arrow on 
the string, as if aiming at the weathercock on the spire of the Old South 
The figure has kept this attitude for seventy years or more, ever since 
good Deacon Drowne, a cunning carver of wood, first stationed him on 
his long sentinel’s watch over the city 
The Province House is constructed of brick, which seems recently to 
have been overlaid with a coat of light-colored paint A flight of red free- 
stone steps, fenced m by a balustrade of curiously w'rought iron, ascends 
from the court-yard to the spacious porch, over which is a balcony, with 
an iron balustrade of similar pattern and workmanship to that beneath 
These letters and figures 16 P S 79 are wrought into the iron work of 
the balcony, and probably express the date of the edifice, with the initials 
of its founder’s name A wide door with double leaves admitted me into 
the hall or entry, on the right of which is the entrance to the bar-room 
It was in this apartment, I presume, that the ancient governors held 
their levees, with vice-regal pomp, surrounded by the military men, the 
councillors, the judges, and other officers of the crown, while all the loy- 
alty of the province thronged to do them honor But the room, m its pres- 
ent condition, cannot boast even of faded magnificence The panelled 
Wainscot IS covered with dingy paint, and acquires a duskier hue from 
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the deep shadow into ^\hlch the Province House is thiown by the brick 
block tliat shuts it in from Washington Street A raj' of sunshine never 
MSits this apartment any more than the glare of the festal toiches, vdiich 
ha\e been extinguished from the era of the Revolution The most vener- 
able and oinamcntal object is a chimnc\ -piece set lound with Dutch tiles 
of blue-figured China, representing scenes from Scripture and, for aught 
I know the lady of Povnall oi Bernard may have sat beside this fire- 
place, and told her children the stor\ of each blue tile A bar m modern 
'tjle, well replenished with decantcis, bottles, cigai boxes, and net-work 
bags of lemons, and jnovidcd with a beer pump, and a soda fount, ex- 
tends along one side of the room At nn’’ entrance, an elderly peison wxas 
smacking his lips with a 7cst which ‘^atlsflcd me that the cellars of the 
Pro\ mce House still hold good liquor, though doubtless of other \ intages 
than were quaffed In* the old go\ crnois After sipping a glass of port sang- 
arce prepaied by the skilful hands of IMr Thomas Waite, I besought that 
worthy successor and rcprcscntatuc of so many historic personages to 
conduct me o\ cr their time honored mansion 

He readih complied, but, to confess the truth, I was forced to draw 
strenuously upon my imagination, in order to find aught that was inter- 
esting in a hou‘:e which, without its historic associations, would have 
seemed merel} such a tavern as is usually favored by the custom of decent 
cit3' boarders, and old-fashioned country gentlemen The chambers, 
w'hich were probablj'’ spacious m foimcr times, are now cut up by parti- 
tions, and subdivided into little nooks, each affording scanty room for the 
nariow bed and chair and dressing-table of a single lodger The great 
staircase, howe\er, may be termed, without much h^^perbole, a feature of 
grandeur and magnificence It winds through the midst of the house by 
flights of broad steps, each flight terminating in a square landing-place, 
w'hence the ascent is continued tow'ards the cupola A carved balustrade, 
freshly painted in the lower stories, but growing dingier as we ascend, 
borders the staircase with its quaintly twisted and intertwnned pillars, 
fiom top to bottom Up these stairs the military boots, or perchance the 
gouty shoes, of many a governor have trodden, as the wearers mounted to 
the cupola, w'hich afforded them so wnde a view over their metropolis and 
the surrounding country The cupola is an octagon, w'lth several wnndow's, 
and a door opening upon the roof From this station, as I pleased myself 
with imagining, Gage may have beheld Ins disastrous victory on Bunker 
Hill (unless one of the tri-mountains intervened) , and How^e have marked 
the approaches of Washington’s besieging army, although the buildings 
since erected in the vicinity have shut out almost every object, save the 
steeple of the Old South, which seems almost within arm’s length De- 
scending from the cupola, I paused in tlie garret to observe the ponder- 
ous white-oak framework, so much more massive than the frames of mod- 
ern houses, and thereby resembling an antique skeleton The brick walls, 
the materials of which were imported fiom Holland, and the timbers of 
the mansion, are still as sound as ever b* t the floors and other interior 
parts being greatly decayed, it is contemplated to gut the whole, and build 



954 THE WORKS OF HAWTHORNE 

a, new house within the ancient frame and buck work Among other in- 
conveniences of the present edifice, mine host mentioned that any jar or 
motion was apt to shake down the dust of ages out of the ceiling of one 
chamber upon the floor of that beneath it 

We stepped forth from the great front window into the balcony, where, 
in old times, it was doubtless the custom of the king’s lepresentative to 
show himself to a loyal populace, requiting their huzzas and tossed-up 
hats with sUhly bendings of his dignified person In those days the front 
of the Provircc House looked upon the street, and the whole site now 
■occupied by the brick range of stoies, as well as the present court-yard, 
was laid cut m grass plats, overshadowed by trees and bordered by a 
wrought-iron fence Now, the old aristocratic edifice hides its time-worn 
visage behind an upstart modern building, at one of the back windows I 
observed some pretty tailoresses, sewing and chatting and laughing, with 
now and then a careless glance towards the balcony Descending thence, 
we agam entered the bar-ioom, where the eldeily gentleman abo\e men- 
tioned, the smack of whose lips had spoken so favorably for Mi Waite’s 
good liquor, was still lounging in his chair He seemed to be, if not a 
lodger, at least a familial visitor of the house, who might be supposed to 
have his regular score at the bar, his summer seat at the open window, 
find his prescriptive corner at the winter’s fireside Being of a sociable as- 
jiect, I ventured to address him with a remark calculated to draw forth his 
historical reminiscences, if any such were in his mind, and it gratified me 
to discover, that, between memory and tradition, the old gentleman was 
really possessed of some very pleasant gossip about the Province House 
The portion of his talk which chiefly interested me was the outline of the 
following legend He professed to have received it at one or two removes 
from an eye-witness , but this derivation, together with the lapse of time, 
must have afforded opportunities for many variations of the narrative , so 
that despairing of liteial and absolute truth, I have not scrupled to make 
such further changes as seemed conducive to the reader’s profit and de- 
light 


At one of the entertainments given at the Province House, during the 
latter part of the siege of Boston, there passed a scene which has never yet 
been satisfactorily explained The officers of the British army, and the 
loyal gentry of the province, most of whom were collected within the be- 
leaguered town, had been invited to a masked ball, for it was the policy 
of Sir William Howe to hide the distress and danger of the period, and the 
desperate aspect of the siege, under an ostentation of festivity The spec- 
tacle of this evening, if the oldest members of the provincial court circle 
might be believed, was the most gay and gorgeous affair that had occurred 
in the annals of the government The bnlliantly-hghted apartments were 
thronged with figures that seemed to have stepped from the dark canvas 
of historic portraits, or to have flitted forth from the magic pages of ro- 
mance, or at least to have flown hither from one of the London theatres. 
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Without a change of garments Steeled knights of the Conquest, bearded 
statesmen of Queen Elizabeth, and high-ruffled ladies of her court, were 
mingled with characters of comedy, such as a party-colored Merry An- 
drew, jingling his cap and bells, a Falstaff, almost as provocative of 
laughter as his prototjqDe, and a Don Quixote, with a bean pole for a 
lance, and a pot lid for a shield 

But the bioadest merriment was excited by a group of figures ridicu- 
lousl}'’ dressed m old regimentals, which seemed to have been purchased 
at a military rag fair, or pilfered from some receptacle of the cast-off 
clothes of both the French and Biitish armies Portions of their attire had 
probably been worn at the siege of Louisburg, and the coats of most re- 
cent cut might have been rent and tattered by sword, ball, or bayonet, as 
long ago as Wolfe’s victor}'’ One of these worthies a tall, lank figure, 
brandishing a rusty sword -of immense longitude purported to be no less 
a personage tlran General George Washington, and the other principal 
officeis of the American aimy, such as Gates, Lee, Putnam, Schuyler, 
Ward and Heath, were represented b}'- similar scarecrows An interview m 
tire mock heroic style, between the rebel w'arnors and the British com- 
mander-m-chief, was received wuth immense applause, which came loud- 
est of all fiom the lo3’'alists of the colony There was one of the guests, 
however, w'ho stood apart, eyeing these antics sternly and scornfully, at 
once with a fi ow n and a bitter smile 

It w'as an old man, formeily of high station and great repute in the 
province, and who had been a very famous soldier m his day Some sur- 
prise had been expressed that a peison of Colonel Johffe’s known whig 
principles, though now too old to talce an active part m the contest, should 
have remained in Boston during the siege, and especially that he should 
consent to show himself m the mansion of Sir William Howe But thither 
he had come, with a fair granddaughter under his arm, and there, amid 
all the mirth and buffoonery, stood this stern old figure, the best sus- 
tained character m the masquerade, because so well representing the an- 
tique spirit of his native land The other guests affirmed that Colonel 
Joliffe’s black puritanical scowl threw a shadow' round about him, al- 
though in spite of his sombre influence their gayety continued to blaze 
higher, like (an ominous comparison) the flickering brilliancy of a 
lamp which has but a little while to burn Eleven strokes, full half an 
hour ago, had pealed from the clock of the Old South, when a rumor was 
circulated among the company that some new spectacle or pageant was 
about to be exhibited, which should put a fitting close to the splendid fes- 
tivities of the night 

“What new jest has your Excellency m hand?” asked the Rev Mather 
Byles, whose Presbyterian scruples had not kept him from the entertain- 
ment “Trust me, sir, I have already laughed more than beseems my cloth 
at your Homeric confabulation with yonder ragamuffin General of the 
rebels One other such fit of merriment, and I must throw off my clerical 
wig and band ” 

“Not so, good Doctor Byles,” answered Sir William Howe, “if mirth 
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were a crime, you had never gained your doctorate in divinity As to this 
new foolery, I know no more about it than youiself , perhaps not so much 
Honestly now. Doctor, have you not stirred up the sober brains of some 
of your countrymen to enact a scene m oui masquerade?” 

“Perhaps,” slyly remarked the granddaughter of Colonel Joliffe, whose 
high spirit had been stung by many taunts against New England, “per- 
haps we are to have a mask of allegorical figuies Victoiy, with trophies 
from Lexington and Bunker Hill Plenty, with her overflowing horn, to 
typify the present abundance in this good town and Glory, with a 
wreath for his Excellency’s brow ” 

Sir William Howe smiled at words which he would have answered with 
one of his daikest frowns had they been uttered by lips that vore a beard 
He was spared the necessity of a retort, by a smgulai interruption A 
sound of music was heard without the house, as if proceeding from a full 
band of military instruments stationed m the street, playing not such a 
festal strain as was suited to the occasion, but a slow funeral march The 
drums appeared to be muffled, and the trumpets poured forth a wailing 
breath, w^hich at once hushed the merriment of the auditors, filling all 
with wonder, and some ivith apprehension The idea occurred to many 
that either the funeral procession of some great personage had halted m 
front of the Province House, or that a corpse, in a velvet-covered and gor- 
geously-decorated coffin, was about to be borne from the portal After 
listening a moment. Sir William How^e called, m a stern voice, to the 
leader of the musicians, w'ho had hitherto enlivened the entertainment 
with gay and lightsome melodies The man was drum-major to one of the 
British regiments 

“Dighton,” demanded the general, “w'hat means this foolery? Bid your 
band silence that dead march or, by my word, they shall have sufficient 
cause for their lugubrious strains ' Silence it, sirrah ' ” 

“Please your honor,” answered the drum-major, whose rubicund visage 
had lost all its color, “the fault is none of mine I and my band are all 
here together, and I question whether there be a man of us that could play 
that march wathout book I never heard it but once before, and that was 
at the funeral of his late Majesty, King George the Second ” 

“Well, welP ” said Sir William Howe, recovering his composure “it is 
the prelude to some masquerading antic Let it pass ” 

A figure now presented itself, but among the many fantastic masks that 
were dispersed through the apartments none could tell precisely from 
whence it came It was a man in an old-fashioned dress of black serge, 
and having the aspect of a steward or principal domestic in the household 
of a nobleman or great English landholder This figure advanced to the 
outer door of the mansion, and throwing both its leaves wude^ open, with- 
drew a little to one side and looked back towards the grand staircase as if 
expecting some person to descend At the same time the music in the 
street sounded a loud and doleful summons The eyes of Sir William 
Howe and his guests being directed to the staircase, there appeared, on 
^he uppermost landing-place that was discernible from the bottom, sev- 
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eral personages descending towards the door The foremost was a man of 
stern visage, rearing a steeple-crowned hat and a skull-cap beneath it, a 
dark cloak, and huge vrinkled boots that came half-way up his legs Un- 
der his arm was a rolled-up banner, which seemed to be the banner of 
England, but strangely rent and torn , he had a sword in his right hand, 
and grasped a Bible in his left The next figure was of milder aspect, yet 
full of dignity, wearing a broad ruff, over which descended a beard, a 
gowm, of wrought velvet, and a doublet and hose of black satin He car- 
ried a roll of manuscript in his hand Close behind these two came a 
young man of very striking countenance and demeanor, with deep 
thought and contemplation on his brow, and perhaps a flash of enthusi- 
lasm m his eye His garb, like that of his predecessors, was of an antique 
fashion, and tlieie was a stain of blood upon his ruff In the same group 
w’lth these vere three or four others, all men of dignity and evident com- 
mand, and bearing tliemselves like personages who were accustomed to 
the gaze of the multitude It vas the idea of the beholders that these fig- 
ures went to join the mysterious funeral that had halted m front of the 
Province House, yet that supposition seemed to be contradicted by the 
air of triumph vnth which the}’’ waved their hands, as they crossed the 
threshold and vanished through the portal 
“In the devil’s name what is this?” muttered Sir William Howe to a 
gentleman beside him, “a procession of the regicide judges of King 
Charles the martyr?” 

“These,” said Colonel Joliffe, breaking silence almost for the first time 
that evening, “these, if I interpret them aright, are the Puritan gover- 
nors the rulers of the old original Democracy of Massachusetts Endi- 
cott, with the banner from which he had torn the symbol of subjection, 
and Winthrop, and Sir Henry Vane, and Dudley, Haynes, Bellingham, 
and Leverett ” 

“Wfliy had that young man a stain of blood upon his ruff?” asked Miss 
Joliffe 

“Because, m after yeais,” answered her grandfather, “he laid down 
the wisest head in England upon the block for the principles of liberty ” 
“Will not your Excellency order out the guard?” whispered Lord 
Percy, who, with other British officers, had now assembled round the Gen- 
eral “There may be a plot under this mummery ” 

“Tusht we have nothing to fear,” caielessly replied Sir William Howe 
“There can be no worse tieason m the matter than a jest, and that some- 
what of the dullest Even were it a sharp and bitter one, our best policy 
would be to laugh it off Sec here come more of these gentry ” 

Another group of characters had now partly descended the staircase 
The first was a venerable and white-bearded patriarch, who cautiously 
felt his way downward with a staff Treadmg hastily behind him, and 
stretching forth his gauntleted hand as if to grasp the old man’s shoulder, 
came a tall, soldier-hke figure, equipped with a plumed cap of steel, a 
bright breastplate, and a long sword, which rattled against the stairs 
Next was seen a stout man, dressed in rich and courtly attire, but not of 
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courtly demeanor , his gait had the swinging motion of a seaman’s walk, 
and chancing to stumble on the staircase, he suddenly grew wrathful, and 
was heard to mutter an oath He was followed by a noble-looking person- 
age m a curled wig, such as are represented in the portraits of Queen 
Anne’s time and earlier, and the bieast of his coat was decorated with an 
embroidered star While advancing to the door, he bowed to the right 
hand and to the left, m a very gracious and insinuating style, but as he 
crossed the threshold, unlike the early Puritan goveinors, he seemed to 
wring his hands with sorrow 

“Prithee, play the part of a chorus, good Doctor Byles,” said Sir Wil- 
liam Howe “Wliat worthies are these?” 

“If it please your Excellency they lived somewhat before my day,” an- 
swered the doctor, “but doubtless our friend, the Colonel, has been hand 
and glove with them.” 

“Their living faces I never looked upon,” said Colonel Joliffe, gravely, 
“although I have spoken face to face with many rulers of this land, and 
shall greet yet another with an old man’s blessing ere I die But we talk of 
these figures I take the venerable patriarch to be Bradstreet, the last of 
the Puritans, who was governor at ninety, or thereabouts The next is Sir 
Edmund Andros, a tyrant, as any New England school-boy will tell you , 
and therefore the people cast him down from his high seal into a dun- 
geon Then comes Sir William Phipps, shepherd, cooper, sea-captain, and 
governor may many of his countrymen rise as high from as low an 
origin’ Lastly, you saw the gracious Earl of Bellamont, who ruled us un- 
der King William ” 

“But what IS the meaning of it all?” asked Lord Percy 

“Now, were I a rebel,” said Miss Joliffe, half aloud, “I might fancy 
that the ghosts of these ancient governors had been summoned to form 
the funeral procession of royal authority in New England ” 

Several other figures weie now seen at the turn of the staircase The 
one in advance had a thoughtful, anxious, and somewhat crafty expres- 
sion of face, and in spite of his loftiness of manner, which was evidently 
the result both of an ambitious spirit and of long continuance in high sta- 
tions, he seemed not incapable of cringing to a greater than himself A 
few steps behind came an officer m a scarlet and embroidered uniform, 
cut in a fashion old enough to have been worn by the Duke of Marlbor- 
ough His nose had a rubicund tinge, which, together with the twinkle of 
his eye, might have marked him as a lover of the wine cup and good fel- 
lowship, notwithstanding which tokens he appealed ill at ease, and often 
glanced around him as if apprehensive of some secret mischief Next came 
a portly gentleman, wearing a coat of shaggy cloth, lined with silken vel- 
vet , he had sense, shrewdness, and humor in his face, and a folio volume 
under his arm , but his aspect was that of a man vexed and tormented be- 
yond all patience, and harassed almost to death He went hastily down, 
and was followed by a dignified person, dressed in a purple velvet suit, 
with very rich embroidery, his demeanor would have possessed much 
stateliness, only that a grievous fit of the gout compelled him to hobble 
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from stair to stair, \mUi contortions of face and bodj’- When Dr Byles be- 
held this figure on the staircase, he shu ered as with an ague, but con- 
tinued to \\atch him steadfastly, until the gouty gentleman had reached 
the threshold, made a gesture of anguish and despaii, and vanished into 
tlie outer gloom, v hither the funeral music summoned him 
“Governor Belcher' my old patron' in his ^ery shape and dress'” 
gasped Doctor Bi, les “This is an a^^ ful mockery! ” 

“A tedious foolery, rathei ," said Sir William Howe, with an air of in- 
difference “But ^^ho V ere the three that preceded him? ’ 

“Go\ernoi Dudley, a cunning politician yet his craft once brought 
him to a prison.” lephed Colonel Jolifie “Governor Shute, formerly a Col- 
onel under ^Marlborough, and whom the people frightened out of the 
province, and learned Goiernor Burnet, whom the legislature tormented 
into a mortal fever ” 

“Metlnnks the\ were miserable men, these royal governors of Massa- 
chusetts,’* obseixcd !Miss Joliffe “Heavens, how dim the light grows'” 

It was certainly a fact that the large lamp w'hich illuminated the stair- 
case now burned dim and duskil}^ so that several figures, ivhich passed 
hastity down the stairs and went forth from the porch, appeared rather 
like shadows than persons of fleshly substance Sir William Howe and his 
guests stood at the doors of the contiguous apartments, w^atching the 
progress of this singular pageant, wuth various emotions of anger, con-, 
tempt, or half-acknowledged fear, but still wnth an anxious curiosity The 
shapes wdiich now' seemed iiastcniiig to join the mysteiious procession 
w'cre iecogni7ed rather b}’’ sti iking peculiarities of dress, or bioad chaiac- 
teristics of manner, than by any perceptible resemblance of features to 
their prototypes Their faces, indeed, were mvaiiably kept in deep sha- 
dow But Doctor Byles, and other gentlemen w'ho had long been familiar 
w'lth tlie successive rulers of the province, were heard to whisper the 
names of Shirley, of Powmall, of Sii Fiancis Bernard, and of the well- 
remembered Hutchinson, theieby confessing that tlie actors, whoever 
they might be, in this spectral march of governors, had succeeded in put- 
ting on some distant poitraiture of the real personages As they vanished 
from the door, still did these shadows toss their arms into the gloom of 
night, with a dread expression of woe Following the mimic representative 
of Hutchinson came a military figure, holding before his face the cocked 
hat which he had taken from his powdered head, but his epaulettes and 
other insignia of rank w'ere those of a general officer, and something in his 
mien reminded the beholders of one who had recently been master of the 
Province House, and chief of all the land 

“The shape of Gage, as true as in a looking-glass,” exclaimed Lord 
Percy, turning pale 

“No, surely,” cried Miss Joliffe, laughing hysterically, “it could not be 
Gage, or Sir William would have greeted his old comrade in arms! Per- 
haps he will not suffer the next to pass unchallenged ” 

“Of that be assured, young lady,” answered Sir William Howe, fixing 
his eyes, with a very marked expression, upon the immovable visage of 
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her grandfather “I have long enough delayed to pay the ceremonies of a 
host to these departing guests The next that takes his leave shall receive 
due courtesy " 

A wild and dreary burst of music came through the open door It 
seemed as if the procession, which had been gradually filling up its ranks, 
were now about to move, and that this loud peal of the wailing trumpets, 
and roll of the muffled drums, were a call to some loiterer to make haste 
Many eyes, by an irresistible impulse, weie turned upon Sir William 
Howe, as if it were he whom the dreary music summoned to the funeral of 
departed power 

“See ' here comes the last ' ” whispered Miss Joliffe, pointing her trem- 
ulous finger to the staircase. 

A figure had come into view as if descending the stairs, although so 
dusky was the region whence it emerged, some of the spectators fancied 
that they had seen this human shape suddenly moulding itself amid the 
gloom Downward the figure came, with a stately and martial tread, and 
reaching the lowest stair was observed to be a tall man, booted and 
wrapped in a military cloak, which was drawn up around the face so as to 
meet the flapped brim of a laced hat The features, therefore, were com- 
pletely hidden But the British officers deemed that they had seen that 
military cloak before, and even recognized the frayed embroidery on the 
collar, as well as the gilded scabbard of a sword which protruded from 
the folds of the cloalc, and glittered in a vivid gleam of light Apart from 
these trifling particulars, there were characteristics of gait and bearing 
which impelled the wondering guests to glance from the shrouded figure 
to Sir William Howe, as if to satisfy themselves tliat their host had not 
suddenly vanished from the midst of them 

With a dark flush of wrath upon his brow they saw the General draw 
his sword and advance to meet the figure in the cloak before the latter had 
stepped one pace upon the floor 

“Villain, unmuffle yourself ' ” cried he “You pass no farther' ” 

The figure, without blenching a hair’s breadth from the sword which 
was pointed at his breast, made a solemn pause and lowered the cape of 
the cloak from about his face, yet not sufficiently for the spectators to 
catch a glimpse of it But Sir William Howe had evidently seen enough 
The sternness of his countenance gave place to a look of wild amazement, 
if not horror, while he recoiled several steps from the figure, and let fall 
his sword upon the floor The martial shape again drew' the cloak about 
his features and passed on , but reaching the threshold, vath his bade to- 
wards the spectators, he was seen to stamp his foot and shake his clinched 
hands in the air It was afterwards affirmed that Sir William Howe had 
repeated that selfsame gesture of rage and sorrow, when, for the last time, 
and as the last royal governor, he passed through the portal of the Prov- 
ince House 

“Hark ' the procession moves,” said Miss Joliffe 
The music was d3ang away along the street, and its dismal strains were 
mingled with the knell of midnight from the steep’e of the Old South, and 
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with the roar of artillery, which announced that the beleaguering army of 
Washington had intrenched itself upon a nearer height than before As 
the deep boom of the cannon smote upon his ear, Colonel Joliffe raised 
himself to the full height of his aged form, and smiled sternly on the 
British General 

“Would your Excellency inquire further mto the mystery of the pa- 
geant?” said he 

“Take care of your gray head*” cried Sir William Howe, fiercely, 
though with a quivering lip. “It has stood too long on a traitoi’s shoul- 
ders’” 

“You must make haste to chop it off, then,” calmly replied the Colonel, 
“for a few hours longer, and not all the power of Sir William Howe, nor 
of his master, shall cause one of these gray hairs to fall The empire of 
Britain m this ancient province is at its last gasp to-night, almost while 
I speak it IS a dead corpse, and methinks the shadows of the old gov- 
ernors are fit mourners at its funeral* ” 

With these words Colonel Joliffe threw on his cloak, and drawing his 
granddaughter’s arm within his own, retired from the last festival that a 
British ruler ever held in the old province of Massachusetts Bay It was 
supposed that the Colonel and the young lady possessed some secret in- 
telligence in regard to the mysteiious pageant of that night However this 
might be, such knowledge has never become general The actors in the 
scene have vanished into deeper obscurity than even that wild Indian 
band who scattered the cargoes of the tea ships on the waves, and gamed 
a place in history, yet left no names But superstition, among other leg- 
ends of this mansion, repeats the wondrous tale, that on the anniversary 
night of Britain’s discomfiture the ghosts of the ancient governors of 
Massachusetts still glide through the portal of the Province House And, 
last of all, comes a figure shrouded in a military cloak, tossing his clinched 
hands mto the air, and stamping his iron-shod boots upon the broad free- 
stone steps, with a semblance of feverish despair, but without the sound 
of a foot-tramp 


When the truth-telling accents of the elderly gentleman were hushed, I 
drew a long breath and looked round the room, striving, with the best 
energy of my imagination, to throw a tinge of romance and historic gran- 
deur over the realities of the scene But my nostrils snuffed up a scent of 
cigar smoke, clouds of which the narrator had emitted by way of visible 
emblem, I suppose, of the nebulous obscurity of his tale Moreover, my 
gorgeous fantasies were wofully disturbed by the rattling of the spoon in a 
tumbler of whiskey punch, which Mr Thomas Waite was mingling foi a 
customer Nor did it add tg the picturesque appearance of the panelled 
walls that the slate of the Brookline stage was suspended against them, 
instead of the armorial escutcheon of some far-descended governor A 
stage-driver sat at one of the windows, reading a penny paper of the day 
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the Boston Times and presenting a figure which could nowise be 
brought into any picture of “Times m Boston” seventy or a hundred 
years ago On the window "seat lay a bundle, neatly done up in brown 
paper, the direction of which I had the idle curiosity to read “Miss 
Susan Huggins, at the Peovince House ” A pretty chambermaid, no 
doubt In truth, it is desperately hard work, when we attempt to thiow 
the spell of hoar antiquity over localities with which the living world, and 
the day that is passing over us, have aught to do Yet, as I glanced at the 
stately staircase down which the procession of the old governors had de- 
scended, and as I emerged through the venerable portal whence their fig- 
ures had preceded me, it gladdened me to be conscious of a thrill of awe 
Then, diving through the narrow archway, a few strides transported me 
into the densest throng of Washington Street. 


LEGENDS OF THE PROVINCE HOUSE 

II 

Edward Randolph’s Portrait 

i 

The old legendary guest of the Province House, abode in my remem- 
brance from midsummer till January One idle evening last winter, con- 
fident that he would be found in the snuggest corner of the bar-room, I re- 
solved to pay him another visit, hoping to deserve well of my country by 
snatching from oblivion some else unheard-of fact of history The night 
was chill and raw, and rendered boisterous by almost a gale of wind, 
which whistled along Washington Street, causing the gas-lights to flare 
and flicker within the lamps As I hurried onward, my fancy was busy 
with a comparison between the present aspect of the street and that which 
It probably wore when the British governors inhabited the mansion whitli- 
er I was now going Brick edifices in those times were few, till a succes- 
sion of destructive fires had swept, and swept again, the wooden dwellings 
and warehouses from the most populous quarters of the town The build- 
ings stood insulated and independent, not, as now, merging their separate 
existences into connected ranges, with a front of tiresome identity, but 
each possessing features of its own, as if the owner’s individual taste had 
shaped it, and the whole presenting a picturesque irregularity, the ab- 
sence of which IS hardly compensated by any beauties of our modern 
architecture Such a scene, dimly vanishing from the eye by the ray of 
here and there a tallow candle, glimmering through the small panes of 
scattered windows, would form a sombre contrast to the street as I beheld 
it, with the gas-lights blazing from corner to corner, flaming withm the 
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shops, and throwing a noondaj’- brightness through the huge plates of 
glass 

But the black, lowering skj\ as I turned my e3'es upward, wore, doubt- 
less, the same visage as when it frowned upon the ante-revolutionary New 
Englanders The wintry blast had the same shriek that was familiar to 
their ears The Old South Church, too, still pointed its antique spire into 
the darkness, and \\as lost between earth and heaven, and as I passed, its 
clock, which had w^arned so man}?^ generations how^ transitory w^as their 
lifetime, spoke heavily and slow the same unregarded moral to myself 
‘‘Only seven o’clock,’’ thought I “My old friend’s legends wall scarcely 
kill the hours ’twixt tins and bedtime ” 

Passing through the nariow aich, I crossed the couit-yard, the confined 
precincts of which were made visible by a lantern over the portal of the 
Province House On entering the bar-room, I found, as I expected, tlie old 
tradition monger seated by a special good fire of anthracite, compellmg 
clouds of smoke from a corpulent cigai He recognized me with evident 
pleasure, for my rare properties as a patient listener invariably malce me 
a favorite witli elderly gentlemen and ladies of narrative propensities 
Di awing a chair to the fire, I desired mine host to favor us wuth a glass 
apiece of whiskey punch, w'hich w'as speedily prepaied, steaming hot, 
w ith a slice of lemon at the bottom, a dark-red stratum of port wane upon 
the surface, and a sprinkling of nutmeg strewn over all As we touched 
our glasses together, my legendary friend made himself known to me as 
hlr Bela Tiffany, and I rejoiced at the oddity of tlie name, because it 
gave his image and character a sort of individuality in my conception 
The old gentleman’s draught acted as a solvent upon his memory, so that 
it overflowed with tales, traditions, anecdotes of famous dead people, and 
traits of ancient manners, some of which were childish as a nurse’s lul- 
laby, w’hile otheis might have been w'orth the notice of the grave histor- 
ian Nothing impressed me more than a story of a black mysterious pic- 
ture, which used to hang in one of the chambers of the Province House, 
directly above the room w^here we were now' sitting The followung is as 
correct a version of the fact as the reader w'ould be likely to obtain from 
any other source, although, assuredly, it has a tinge of romance approach- 
ing to the marvellous 


In one of the apartments of the Province House there w'as long pre- 
served an ancient pictuie, the frame of which was as black as ebony, and 
the canvas itself so dark with age, damp, and smoke, that not a touch of 
the painter’s art could be discerned Time had thiown an impenetrable 
veil over it, and left to tradition and fable and conjecture to say what had 
once been there portrayed During the rule of many successive governors, 
it had hung, by prescriptive and undisputed light, over the mantel-piece 
of the same chamber, and it still kept its place when Lieutenant-Governor 
Hutchinson assumed the administration of the province, on the departure 
of Sir Francis Bernard 
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The Lieutenant-Governor sat, one afternoon, resting his head against 
the carved back of his stately armchair, and gazing up thoughtfully at the 
void blackness of the picture It was scarcely a time for such inactive mus- 
ing, when affairs of the deepest moment required the ruler’s decision , for, 
within that very hour Hutchinson had received intelligence of the arrival 
of a British fleet, bringing three regiments from Halifax to overawe the 
insubordination of the people These troops awaited his permission to oc- 
cupy the fortress of Castle William, and the town itself Yet, instead of 
affixing his signature to an official order, there sat the Lieutenant-Gover- 
nor, so carefully scrutinizing the black waste of canvas that his demeanor 
attracted the notice of two young persons who attended him One, wear- 
ing a military dress of buff, was his kinsman, Francis Lincoln, the Provin- 
cial Captain of Castle William, the other, who sat on a low stool beside 
his chair, was Alice Vane, his favorite niece 

She was clad entirely m white, a pale, ethereal creature, who, though a 
native of New England, had been educated abroad, and seemed not mere- 
ly a stranger from another clime, but almost a being from another world 
For several years, until left an orphan, she had dwelt with her father in 
sunny Italy, and there had acquired a taste and enthusiasm for sculpture 
and pamtmg which she found few opportunities of gratifying m the un- 
decorated dwellings of the colonial gentry It was said that the early pro- 
ductions of her own pencil exliibited no inferior genius, tliough, perhaps, 
the rude atmosphere of New England had cramped her hand, and dimmed 
the glowing colors of her fancy But observing her uncle’s steadfast gaze, 
which appeared to search through the mist of yeais to discover the sub- 
ject of the picture, her curiosity was excited 

“Is it known, my dear uncle,” inquired she, “what this old picture once 
represented? Possibly, could it be made visible, it might prove a master- 
piece of some great artist else, why has it so long held such a conspicu- 
ous place?” 

As her uncle, contrary to his usual custom (for he was as attentive to 
all the humors and capiices of Alice as if she had been his own best-be- 
loved child) , did not immediately reply, the young Captain of Castle Wil- 
liam took that office upon himself 

“This dark old square of canvas, my fair cousin,” said he, “has been an 
heirloom m the Province House from time immemorial As to the pamter, 
I can tell you nothing, but, if half the stories told of it be true, not one of 
the great Italian masters has ever produced so marvellous a piece of work 
as that before you ” 

Captain Lincoln proceeded to relate some of the strange fables and 
fantasies which, as it was impossible to refute them by ocular demonstra- 
tion, had grown to be articles of popular belief, in reference to this old 
picture One of the wildest, and at the same time the best accredited, ac- 
counts, stated it to be an original and authentic portrait of the Evil One, 
taken at a witch meeting near Salem, and that its strong and terrible re- 
semblance had been confirmed by several of the confessing wizards and 
witches, at their trial, m open court It was likewise affirmed that a fa 
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miliar spirit or demon abode behind the blackness of the picture, and had 
shown himself, at seasons of public calamity, to more' than one of the 
royal governors Shirley, for instance, had beheld this ominous appari- 
tion, on the eve of General Abercrombie’s shameful and bloody defeat 
under the walls of Ticonderoga Many of the servants of the Province 
House had caught glimpses of a visage frowning down upon them, at 
morning or evening twilight, or m the depths of night, while raking up 
the fire that glimmered on the hearth beneath, although, if any were bold 
enough to hold a toich before the picture, it would appear as black and 
undistmguishable as ever The oldest inhabitant of Boston recollected 
that his father, in whose days the portrait had not wholly faded out of 
sight, had once looked upon it, but would never suffer himself to be ques- 
tioned as to the face which was there represented In connection with such 
stories, it w'as remarkable that over the top of the frame there were some 
ragged lemnants of black silk, indicating that a veil had formerly hung 
down before the picture, until the duskmess of time had so effectually 
concealed it But, after all, it w^as the most singular part of the affair that 
so many of the pompous governors of Massachusetts had allowed the ob- 
literated picture to remain in the state chamber of the Province House 

“Some of these fables are really awful,” observed Alice Vane, who had 
occasionally shuddered, as well as smiled, while her cousin spoke “It 
w'ould be almost woi th while to wipe away the black surface of the can- 
vas, since the original picture can hardly be so formidable as those which 
fancy paints instead of it ” 

“But would it be possible,” inquired her cousin, “to restore this dark 
picture to its pristine hues?” 

“Such arts are known m Italy,” said Alice 

The Lieutenant-Governor had roused himself from his abstracted 
mood, and listened with a smile to the conversation of his young relatives 
Yet his voice had something peculiar m its tones when he undertook the 
explanation of the mystery 

“I am soiry, Alice, to destroy your faith m the legends of which you 
are so fond,” remarked he, “but my antiquarian researches have long 
since made me acquainted with the subject of this picture if picture it 
can be called w^hich is no more visible, nor ever will be, than the face of 
the long buried man whom it once represented It was the portrait of Ed- 
ward Randolph, the founder of this house, a person famous m the history 
of New England ” 

“Of that Edward Randolph,” exclaimed Captain Lincoln, “who ob- 
tained the repeal of the first provincial charter, under which our fore- 
fathers had enjoyed almost democratic privileges ' He that was styled the 
arch-enemy of New England, and whose memory is still held in detesta- 
tion as the destroyer of our liberties > ” 

“It was the same Randolph,” answered Hutchinson, moVing uneasily 
in his chair “It was his lot to taste the bitterness of popular odium ” 

“Our annals tell us,” continued the Captain of Castle William, “that 
the curse of the people followed this Randolph where he went, and 
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wrought evil in all the subsequent events of his life, and that its effect was 
seen likewise in the manner of his death They say, too, that the inward 
misery of that curse worked itself outward, and was visible on the 
wretched man’s countenance, making it too horrible to be looked upon 
If so, and if this picture truly represented his aspect, it was in mercy that 
the cloud of blackness has gathered over it ” 

“These traditions are folly to one who has proved, as I have, how little 
of historic truth lies at the bottom,” said the Lieutenant-Governor “As 
regards the life and character of Edward Randolph, too implicit credence 
has been given to Dr Cotton Mather, who I must say it, though some 
of his blood luns m my veins has filled our early history with old wom- 
en’s tales, as fanciful and extravagant as those of Greece or Rome ” 

“And yet,” whispered Alice Vane, “may not such fables have a moral? 
And, methmks, if the visage of this portrait be so dreadful, it is not with- 
out a cause that it has hung so long m a chamber of the Province House 
When the rulers feel themselves irresponsible, it weie well that they 
should be reminded of the awful weight of a people’s curse ” 

The Lieutenant-Governor started, and gazed for a moment at his niece, 
as if her girlish fantasies had struck upon some feeling m his own breast, 
which all his policy or principles could not entirely subdue He knew, in- 
deed, that Alice, m spite of her foreign education, retained the native 
sympathies of a New England girl 

“Peace, silly child,” cried he, at last, more harshly than he had ever 
before addressed the gentle Alice “The rebuke of a king is more to be 
dreaded than the clamor of a wild, misguided multitude Captain Lincoln, 
it IS decided The fortress of Castle William must be occupied by the 
royal troops The two remaining regiments shall be billeted m the town, 
or encamped upon the Common It is time, after years of tumult, and al- 
most rebellion, that his majesty’s government should have a wall of 
strength about it ” 

“Trust, sir trust yet awhile to the loyalty of the people,” said Cap- 
tain Lincoln , “nor teach them that they can ever be on other terms with 
British soldiers than those of brotherhood, as when they fought side by 
side through the French War Do not convert the streets of your native 
town into a camp Think twice before you give up old Castle William, the 
key of the province, into other keeping than that of true-born New 
Englanders ” 

“Young man, it is decided,” repeated Hutchinson, rising from his chair. 
“A British officer will be m attendance this evening, to receive the neces- 
sary instructions for the disposal of the troops Your presence also will be 
required Till then, farewell ” 

With these words the Lieutenant-Governor hastily left the room, while 
Alice and her cousin more slowly followed, whispering together, and once 
pausing to glance back at the mysterious picture The Captain of Castle 
William fancied that the girl’s air and mien were such as might have be- 
longed to one of those spirits of fable fairies, or creatures of a more an- 
tique mythology who sometimes mingled their agency with mortal af- 
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fairs, half in caprice, yet with a sensibility to human weal or woe As he 
held the door for her to pass, Alice beckoned to the picture and smiled 

“Come forth, daik and evil Shape' ” cried she “It is thine hour ' ” 

In the evening, Lieutenant-Governor Hutchinson sat in the same cham- 
ber where the foregoing scene had occurred, sui rounded by several per- 
sons whose various interests had summoned them together There were 
the Selectmen of Boston, plain, patriarchal fathers of the people, excel- 
lent representatives of the old puritanical founders, whose sombre 
strength had stamped so deep an impress upon the New England charac- 
ter Contrasting with these were one or two members of Council, richly 
dressed in the white wigs, the embroidered waistcoats and other magnifi- 
cence of the time, and making a soinewhat ostentatious display of cour- 
tier-like ceremonial In attendance, likewise, was a major of the British 
army, awaiting the Lieutenant-Governoi’s orders for the landing of the 
troops, which still remained on board the transports The Captain of 
Castle William stood beside Hutchinson’s chair mth folded arms, glanc- 
ing rathei haughtily at the British officer, by whom he was soon to be 
superseded in his command On a table, in the centre of the chambei, 
stood a branched silver candlestick, throwing down the glow of half a 
dozen wax-hghts upon a paper apparently ready for the Lieutenant-Gov- 
ernor’s signature 

Partly shrouded in the voluminous folds of one of the window curtains, 
which fell fiom the ceiling to the floor, was seen the white drapery of a 
lady’s robe It may appear strange that Alice Vane should have been 
there at such a time, but there was something so childlike, so wayward, in 
her singular character, so apart fiom ordinary rules, that hei presence did 
not surprise the few who noticed it Meantime, the chan man of the 
Selectmen was addressing to the Lieutenant-Governoi a long and solemn 
protest against the reception of the British troops into the toum 

“And if your Honor,” concluded this excellent but somewhat prosy old 
gentleman, “shall see fit to persist m bringing these mercenary sworders 
and musketeers into our quiet streets, not on our heads be the responsibil- 
ity Think, sir, while there is yet time, that if one drop of blood be shed, 
that blood shall be an eternal stain upon your Honor’s memory You, sir, 
have written with an able pen the deeds of our forefathers The more to 
be desired is it, therefore, that yourself should deserve honorable mention, 
as a true patriot and upright ruler, when your own doings shall be written 
down in history ” 

“I am not insensible, my good sii, to the natural desire to stand well in 
the annals of my country,” replied Hutchinson, controlling his impatience 
into courtesy, “nor know I any better method of attaining that end than 
by withstanding the merely temporary spirit of mischief, which, with 
your pardon, seems to have infected elder men than myself Would you 
have me wait till the mob shall sack the Province House, as they did my 
private mansion^ Trust me, sir, the time may come when you will be glad 
to flee for protection to the king’s banner, the raising of which is now so 
distasteful to you ” ^ 
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“Yes,” said the British major, who was impatiently expecting the Lieu- 
tenant-Governoi’s orders “The demagogues of this Province have raised 
the devil and cannot lay him again We will exorcise him, in God’s name 
and the king’s ” 

“If you meddle with the devil, take caie of his claws!” answered the 
Captain of Castle William, stirred by the taunt against his countrymen 
“Craving your pardon, young sii,” said the venerable Selectman, “let 
not an evil spirit enter into your words We will strive against the oppies 
sor with prayer and fasting, as our forefathers would have done Like 
them, moreover, we will submit to whatever lot a wise Providence ma} 
send us, always, after our own best exertions to amend it ” 

“And there peep forth the devil’s claws'” muttered Hutchinson, v/hc* 
well understood the nature of Puritan submission “This matter shall be 
expedited forthwith When theie shall be a sentinel at every corner, and a 
court of guaid before the town house, a loyal gentleman may venture to 
walk abroad What to me is the outcry of a mob, m this remote province 
of the realm? The king is my master, and England is my country' Upheld 
by their armed strength, I set my foot upon the rabble, and defy them ' ” 
He snatched a pen, and was about to affix his signature to the papei 
that lay on the table, when the Captain of Castle William placed his hand 
upon his shoulder The freedom of the action, so contrary to the cere- 
monious respect which was then considered due to rank and dignity, 
awakened general surprise, and m none more than m the Lieutenant-Gov- 
ernor himself Looking angrily up, he perceived that his young relative 
was pointing his finger to the opposite wall Hutchinson’s eye followed the 
signal , and he saw, what had liithei to been unobserved, that a black silk 
curtain was suspended before the mysterious picture, so as completely to 
conceal it His thoughts immediately recurred to the scene of tlie preced- 
ing afternoon, and, m his surprise, confused by indistinct emotion*^, yet 
sensible that his niece must have had an agency m this phenomenon, he 
called loudly upon her 

“Alice ' come hither, Alice ' ” 

No sooner had he spoken than Alice Vane glided from her station, and 
pressing one hand across her eyes, with the other snatched away the sable 
curtain that concealed the portrait An exclamation of surprise burst 
from every beholder, but the Lieutenant-Governor’s voice had a tone of 
horror 

“By Heaven'” said he, in a low, inward murmur, speaking ratlier to 
himself than to those around him, “if the spirit of Edward Randolph were 
to appear among us from the place of torment, he could not wear more of 
the terrors of hell upon his face' ” 

“For some wise end,” said the aged Selectman, solemnly, “hath Pi evi- 
dence scattered away the mist of years that had so long hid this dreadful 
effigy Until this hour no living man hath seen what we behold ' ” 

Within the antique frame, which so recently had inclosed a sable waste 
of canvas, now appeared a visible picture, still dark, indeed, in its hues 
and shadings, but thrown forward in strong relief It was a half-length 
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figure of a gentleman in a rich but vei}’- old-fashioned dress of embroid- 
ered \cl\ct, iMth a broad ruft and a beard, and caring a hat, the brim of 
which o\crdiadowcd his forehead Beneath this cloud the eyes had a pe- 
culiar glaie, which was almost lifelike The whole portrait started so dis- 
tinctly out of the background, that it had the eftect of a person looking 
down from the wall at the astonished and awe-slnckcn spectators. The 
e\'pic>Mon of the face, if any words can conic}’^ an idea of it, wa‘; that of a 
wietcli detected in some hideous guilt, and exposed to the bitter hatred 
and laughtei and withering scorn of a \asl surrounding multitude There 
was the struccle of defiance, beaten down and overwhelmed b}' the crush- 
ing weight ol igiiomiin The torture of the soul had come forth upon the 
countenance It seemed as if the picture, while hidden behind the cloud of 
immemorial }ea!s had been all the lime acquiring an intensei depth and 
darkness of expres^-mn, till now it gloomed forth again, and threw its evil 
omen over the present hour Such, if the wild legend maj^ be credited, was 
the portrait of Edwaid Randolph, as he appeared when a people's curse 
had w rought its influence upon his nature 

“ T would drive me mad that awful face''’ said Hutchinson, w'ho 
seemed fascinated hy the contemplation of it 

“Be warned, then!" whispered Alice “lie trampled on a people’s 
rights Behold In'- punishment and avoid a crime like Ins'” 

The Lieutenant-Go\ernor actually trembled for an instant, but, exert- 
ing his energy which was not, howeier, his most characteristic feature 
he strove to shake off the spell of Randolph’s countenance 
“Girl'” cried he, laughing bitterly as he turned to Alice, “have you 
brought liithei your painter’s art your Italian spirit of intrigue your 
tricks of stage effect and think to influence the councils of rulers and 
the affairs of nations by such shallow contrivances’ See here'” 

“Stay yet a w-hilc,” said the Selectman, as Hutchinson again snatched 
the pen, “for if ever mortal man received a warning from a tormented 
soul, your Honor is that man ' ” 

“Awxi}'' answered Hutchinson fiercely “Though yonder senseless pic- 
ture cried ‘Forbear' ’ it should not move me' ” 

Casting a scowd of defiance at the pictured face (wdiich seemed at that 
moment to intensify the horror of its misciable and wncked look), he 
scrawled on the paper, in characters that betokened it a deed of despera- 
tion, the name of Thomas Hutchinson Then, it is said, he shuddered, as 
if that signature had granted away his salvation 

“It IS done,” said he , and placed his hand upon his brow 
“May Heaven forgive the deed,” said the soft, sad accents of Alice 
Vane, like the voice of a good spirit flitting away. 

Vdien morning came there w'as a stifled whisper through the household, 
and spreading thence about the town, that the dark, mysterious picture 
had started from the wall, and spoken face to face with Lieutenant-Gov- 
ernor Hutchinson If such a miracle had been wrought, however, no traces 
of it remained behind, for within tlie antique frame nothing could be dis- 
cerned save the impenetrable cloud, which had covered the canvas since 
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the memory of man If the figure had, indeed, stepped forth, it had fled 
back, spirit-hke, at the daydawn, and hidden itself behind a centuiy’s ob- 
scurity The truth probably was, that Alice Vane’s secret for restoring the 
hues of the picture had merely effected a temporary renovation But those 
who, m that brief interval, had beheld the awful visage of Edwaid Ran- 
dolph, desired no second glance, and ever afterwards trembled at the re- 
collection of the scene, as if an evil spirit had appeared visibly among 
them And as for Hutchinson, when, far over the ocean, his dying hour 
drew on, he gasped for breath, and complained that he was choking with 
the blood of the Boston Massacre, and Francis Lincoln, the former Cap- 
tain of Castle William, who was standing at his bedside, perceived a like- 
ness in his frenzied look to that of Edward Randolph Did his broken 
5pirit feel, at that dread hour, the tremendous burden of a People’s curse? 


At the conclusion of this miiaculous legend, I inquired of mine host 
whethei the picture still remained m the chamber over our heads, but hlr 
Tiffany informed me that it had long since been removed, and was sup- 
posed to be hidden m some out-of-the-way corner of the New England 
Museum Perchance some curious antiquary may light upon it there, and, 
with the assistance of Mr Howorth, the picture cleaner, may supply a not 
unnecessary proof of the authenticity of the facts here set doivn During 
the progress of the story a storm had been gathering abroad, and raging 
and rattling so loudly m tlie uppei regions of the Province House, that it 
seemed as if all the old governors and great men were running not above 
stairs while Mr Bela Tiffany babbled of them below In the course of gen- 
erations, when many people have lived and died in an ancient house, the 
whistling of the wind through its crannies, and the creaking of its beams 
and rafters, become strangel}^ like the tones of the human voice, or thun- 
dering laughter, or heavy footsteps treading the deserted chambers It is 
as if the echoes of half a century were revived Such were the ghostly 
sounds that roared and murmured m our eais when I took leave of the 
circle round the fireside of the Province House, and plunging down the 
door steps, fought my way homeward against a drifting snow-storm 
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III 

Lady Eleanore’s Mantle 

Mine excellent friend, the landlord of the Provmce House, was pleased, 
the other evening, to invite Mr Tiffany and myself to an oyster supper 
This slight mark of respect and gratitude, as he handsomely observed. 
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^ as far less than the ingenious tale-teller, and I, tlie humble note-taker of 
his narratives, had fairly earned, by the public notice ^^hlch our joint 
lucubrations had attracted to his establishment Many a cigai had been 
smoked within his premises many a glass of wine, or more potent aqua 
vilse, had been quaffed many a dinnei had been eaten by curious strang- 
eis, who, save for the fortunate conjunction of jNIi Tiffany and me, ivould 
never have ventured through that darksome avenue %vhich gives access to 
the historic precincts of the Province House In short, if any ciedit be due 
to the courteous assurances of Mi Thomas Waite, ive had bi ought his 
forgotten mansion almost as effectually into public view as if we had 
till own down the Milgar range of shoe shops and dry goods stores, which 
hides Its aristocratic front from Washington Street It may be unad vis- 
able, how^ever, to speak too loudly of the increased custom of the house, 
lest Mr. Waite should find it difficult to renew the lease on so favorable 
terms as heietofoie 

Being thus welcomed as benefactors, neither Mr Tiffany nor myself 
felt any scruple in doing full justice to the good things that were set be- 
fore us If the feast were less magnificent than tliose same panelled walls 
had wntnessed in a by-gone century, if mine host presided wth some- 
what less of slate than might have befitted a successor of the royal Gov- 
ernors, if the guests made a less imposing show' than the bewigged and 
pow'dered and embroidered dignitaries, who erst banqueted at tlie guber- 
natorial table, and now' sleep, w'lthin their armorial tombs on Copp’s Hill, 
01 round King’s Chapel, yet never, I may boldly say, did a more com- 
fortable little party assemble in the Piovince House, from Queen Anne’s 
days to the Revolution The occasion w'as rendered more interesting by 
the presence of a venerable personage, whose own actual reminiscences 
w'ent back to the epoch of Gage and Howe, and even supplied him -with a 
doubtful anecdote or two of Hutchinson He was one of that small, and 
now' all but extinguished, class, w'hose attachment to royalty, and to the 
colonial institutions and customs that w ere connected w'lth it, had never 
yielded to the democratic heresies of after times The young queen of 
Britain has not a more loyal subject in her realm perhaps not one who 
w'ould kneel before her tin one w'lth such reverential love as this old 
grandsire, whose head has w'hitened beneath the mild sway of the Repub- 
lic, w'hich still, in his mellow'er moments, he terms a usurpation Yet prej- 
udices so obstinate have not made him an ungentle or impiacticable com- 
panion If the truth must be told, the life of the aged loyalist has been of 
such a SCI ambling and unsettled character, he has had so little choice of 
friends and been so often destitute of any, that I doubt whether he 
would refuse a cup of kindness with either Oliver Cromw'ell or John Han- 
cock, to say nothing of any demociat now upon the stage In another 
paper of this senes I may perhaps give the reader a closer glimpse of his 
portrait 

Our host, in due season, uncorked a bottle of Madeira, of such exquisite 
perfume and admirable flavor that he surely must have discovered it m 
an ancient bin, down deep beneath the deepest cellar, where some jolly 
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old butler stored away the Governor’s choicest wine, and forgot to reveal 
the secret on his death-bed Peace to his led-nosed ghost, and a libation to 
his memory’ This precious liquor was imbibed by Mr Tiffany with pe- 
culiar zest, and after sipping the third glass, it was his pleasuie to give us 
one of the oddest legends which he had yet raked from the storehouse 
where he keeps such matters With some suitable adornments from my 
own fancy, it ran pretty much as follows 


Not long after Colonel Shute had assumed the government of Massa- 
chusetts Bay, now neaily a hundred and twenty years ago, a young lady 
of rank and fortune arrived from England, to claim his protection as her 
guardian He was her distant relative, but the nearest w'ho had survived 
the gradual extinction of her family, so that no more eligible shelter could 
be found for the rich and high-boin Lady Eleanore Rochcliffe than wuth- 
in the Province House of a transatlantic colony The consort of Governor 
Shute, moreover, had been as a mother to her childhood, and was now 
anxious to receive her, in the hope that a beautiful 3mung wmman w'ould 
be exposed to infinitely less peril from the primitive society of New Eng- 
land than amid the artifices and corruptions of a court If either the Gov- 
ernor or his lady had especially consulted their owm comfort, they w'ould 
probably have sought to devolve the responsibility on other hands, since, 
with some noble and splendid traits of character. Lady Eleanore was re- 
markable for a harsh, unyielding pride, a haughty consciousness of her 
hereditary and personal advantages, which made her almost incapable of 
control Judging from many traditionary anecdotes, this peculiar temper 
was hardly less than a monomania, or, if the acts which it inspired were 
those of a sane person, it seemed due from Pro\ndence that pride so sinful 
should be followed by as severe a retribution That tinge of the marvel- 
lous, which is thrown over so many of these half-forgotten legends, has 
probably imparted an additional wildness to the strange story of Lady 
Eleanore Rochcliffe 

The ship in which she came passenger had arrived at Newport, whence 
Lady Eleanore was conveyed to Boston in the Governor’s coach, attended 
by a small escort of gentlemen on horseback The ponderous equipage, 
with its four black horses, attracted much notice as it rumbled through 
Cornhill, surrounded by the prancing steeds of half a dozen cavaliers, 
with swords dangling to their stirrups and pistols at their holsters 
Through the large glass windows of the coach, as it rolled along, the 
people could discern the figure of Lady Eleanore, strangely combining an 
almost queenly stateliness with the grace and beauty of a maiden in her 
teens A singular tale had gone abroad among the ladies of the province 
that their fair rival was indebted for much of the irresistible charm of her 
appearance to a certam article of dress an embroidered mantle which 
had been wrought by the most skilful artist in London, and possessed 
even magical properties of adornment On the present occasion, however. 
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she owed nothing to the witchery of dress, being clad in a riding habit of 
velvet, which would have appeared stiff and ungraceful on any other 
form 

The coachman reined in his four black steeds, and the whole cavdcade 
came to a pause in front of the contorted iron balustrade that fenced the 
Province House fiom the public street It was an awkward coincidence 
that the bell of the Old South was just then tolling for a funeral, so that, 
instead of a gladsome peal with which it was customary to announce the 
arrival of distinguished strangers. Lady Eleanore Rochchffe was ushered 
by a doleful clang, as if calamity had come embodied in her beautiful 
person 

“A very great disrespect’” exclaimed Captain Langford, an English 
officer, who had recently brought dispatches to Governor Shute “The fu- 
neral should have been deferred, lest Lady Eleanore’s spirits be affected 
by such a dismal welcome ” 

“With your pardon, sir,” replied Doctor Clarke, a physician, and a fa- 
mous champion of the popular party, “whatever the heralds may pretend, 
a dead beggar must have precedence of a living queen King Death con- 
fers high privileges ” 

These lemarks were interchanged while the speakers waited a passage 
through the crowd, which had gathered on each side of the gateway, leav- 
ing an open avenue to the portal of the Province House A black slave in 
livery now leaped from behind the coach, and threw open the door, while 
at the same moment Governor Shute descended the flight of steps from 
his mansion, to assist Lady Eleanore m alighting But the Governor’s 
stately approach was anticipated in a manner that excited general aston- 
ishment A pale young man, with his black hair all in disorder, rushed 
from the throng, and prostrated himself beside the coaph, thus offering his 
person as a , footstool for Lady Eleanore Rochchffe to tread upon She held 
back an instant, yet with an expression as if doubting whether the young 
man were worthy to bear the weight of her footstep, rather than dissatis- 
fied to receive such awful reverence from a fellow-mortal 

“Up, sir,” said the Governor, sternly, at the same time lifting his cane 
over the intruder “What means the Bedlamite by this freak?” 

“Nay,” answered Lady Eleanore playfully, but with more scorn than 
pity m her tone, “your Excellency shall not strike him When men seek 
only to be trampled upon, it were a pity to deny them a favor so easily 
granted and so well deserved ’ ” 

Then, though as lightly as a sunbeam on a cloud, she placed her foot 
upon the cowering form, and extended her hand to meet that of the Gov- 
ernor. There was a brief interval, during which Lady Ele^more retained 
this attitude, and never, surely, was there an apter emblem of aristocracy 
and hereditary pride trampling on human sympathies and the kindred of 
nature, than these two figures presented at that moment Yet the specta- 
tors were so smitten with her beauty, and so essential did pride seem to 
the existence of such a creature, that they gave a simultaneous acclama- 
tion of applause 
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“Who IS this insolent young fellow?” inquired Captain Langford, who 
still remained beside Doctor Clarke “If he be in his senses, his impertm 
ence demands the bastinado If mad. Lady Eleanore should be secured 
from further inconvenience, by his confinement ” 

“His name is Jervase Helwyse,” answered the Doctor, “a youth of no 
birth or fortune, or other advantages, save the mind and soul that nature 
gave him, and being secretary to our colonial agent in London, it was his 
misfortune to meet this Lady Eleanore Rochcliffe He loved her and her 
scorn has driven him mad ” 

“He was mad so to aspire,” observed the English officer 
“It may be so,” said Doctor Clarke, frowning as he spoke “But I tell 
you, sir, I could well-nigh doubt the justice of the Heaven above us if no 
signal humiliation overtake this lady, who now treads so haughtily into 
yonder mansion She seeks to place herself above the sympathies of our 
common nature, which envelops all human souls See, if that nature do 
not assert its claim over her in some mode that shall bring her level with 
the lowest'” 

“Never'” cried Captain Langford indignantly “neither m life, nor 
when they lay her with her ancestors ” 

Not many days afterwards the Governor gave a ball in honor of Lady 
Eleanore Rochcliffe The principal gentry of the colony received invita- 
tions, which were distributed to their residences, far and near, by mes- 
sengers on horseback, bearing missives sealed with all the formality of 
official dispatches In obedience to the summons, there was a general 
gathering of rank, wealth, and beauty, and the wide door of the Province 
House had seldom given admittance to more numerous and honorable 
guests than on the evening of Lady Eleanore’s ball Without much ex- 
travagance of eulogy, the spectacle might even be termed splendid , for, 
according to the fashion of the times, the ladies shone in rich silks and 
satins, outspread over wide-projecting hoops, and the gentlernen glittered 
m gold embroidery, laid unsparingly upon the purple, or scarlet, or sky- 
blue velvet, which was the mateiial of their coats and waistcoats The lat- 
ter article of dress was of great importance, since it enveloped the wear- 
er's body nearly to the knees, and was perhaps bedizened with the amount 
of his whole year’s income, in golden flowers and foliage The altered taste 
of the present day a taste symbolic of a deep change in the whole sys- 
tem of society would look upon almost any of those goigeous figures as 
ridiculous, although that evening the guests sought their reflections in 
the pier-glasses, and rejoiced to catch their own glitter amid the glittering 
crowd. What a pity that one of the stately mirrors has not preserved a 
picture of the scene, which, by the very traits that were so transitory, 
might have taught us much that would be worth loiowmg and remem- 
bering' 

Would, at least, that either painter or mirror could convey to us some 
faint idea of a garment, already noticed in this legend, the Lady Elea- 
nore’s embroidered mantle, which the gossips whispered was invested 
with magic properties, so as to lend a new and untried grace to her figure 
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each time that she put it on ' Idle fancy as it is, this mysterious mantle 
has thrown an awe around my image of her, partly from its fabled virtues, 
and partly because it was the handiwork of a dying woman, and, per- 
chance, owed the fantastic grace of its conception to the delirium of ap- 
proaching death 

After the ceremonial greetmgs had been paid, Lady Eleanore Roch- 
chffe stood apart from the mob of guests, insulating herself within a small 
and distinguished circle, to whom she accorded a more cordial favor than 
to the general throng The waxen torches threw their radiance vividly 
over the scene, bringing out its brilliant points in strong relief, but she 
gazed carelessly, and with now and then an expression of weariness or 
scorn, tempered with such feminine grace that her auditors scarcely per- 
ceived the moral deformity of which it was’the utterance She beheld the 
spectacle not with vulgar ridicule, as disdaining to be pleased with the 
provincial mockery of a court festival, but with the deeper scorn of one 
whose spirit held itself too high to participate in the enjoyment of other 
human souls Whether or no the recollections of those who saw her that 
evening were influenced by the strange events with which she was sub- 
sequently connected, so it was that her figure ever after recurred to them 
as marked by something wild and unnatural, although, at the time, the 
general whisper was of her exceeding beauty, and of the indescribable 
charm which her mantle threw around her Some close observers, indeed, 
detected a feverish flush and alternate paleness of countenance, with cor- 
responding flow and revulsion of spirits, and once or twice a painful and 
helpless betrayal of lassitude, as if she were on the point of sinking to the 
ground Then, with a nervous shudder, she seemed to arouse her energies 
and threw some bright and playful yet half-wicked sarcasm into the con- 
versation There was so strange a characteristic m her manners and senti- 
ments that it astonished every right-minded listener, till looking in her 
face, a lurking and incomprehensible glance and smile perplexed them 
with doubts both as to her seriousness and sanity Gradually, Lady Elea- 
nore Rochcliffe’s circle grew smaller, till only four gentlemen remained 
m it These were Captain Langford, the English officer before mentioned , 
a Virginian planter, who had come to Massachusetts on some political er- 
rand, a young Episcopal clergyman, the grandson of a British earl, and, 
lastly, the private secretary of Governor Shute, whose obsequiousness had 
won a sort of tolerance from Lady Eleanore 

At different periods of the evening the livened servants of the Province 
House passed among the guests, bearing huge trays of refreshments and 
French and Spanish wines Lady Eleanore Rochcliffe, who refused to wet 
her beautiful lips even with a bubble of Champagne, had sunk back into a 
large damask chair, apparently overwearied either with the excitement of 
the scene or its tedium, and while, for an instant, she was unconscious of 
voices, laughter and music, a young man stole forward, and knelt down at 
her feet He bore a salver in his hand, on which was a chased silver gob- 
let, filled to the brim with wine, which he offered as reverentially as to a 
crow'iied queen, or rather with the awful devotion of a priest doing sacri- 
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fice to his idol Conscious that some one touched her robe, Lady Eleanore 
started, and unclosed her eyes upon the pale, wild features and dishevel- 
led hair of Jervase Helwyse 

“Why do you haunt me thus?” said she, m a languid tone, but with a 
kindlier feeling than she ordinarily permitted herself to express “They 
tell me that I have done you harm ” 

“Heaven knows if that be so,” replied the young man solemnly “But, 
Lady Eleanore, in requital of that harm, if such there be, and for your 
own earthly and heavenly welfare, I pray you to take one sip of this holy 
wine, and then to pass the goblet round among the guests And this shall 
be a symbol that you have not sought to withdraw yourself from the chain 
of human sympathies which whoso would shake off must keep company 
with fallen angels ” 

“Where has this mad fellow stolen that sacramental vessel?” exclaimed 
the Episcopal clergyman 

This question drew the notice of the guests to the silver cup, which was 
recognized as appertaining to the communion plate of the Old South < 
Church, and, for aught that could be known, it was brimming over wit'n 
the consecrated wine i 

“Perhaps it is poisoned,” half whispered the Governor’s secretary 
“Pour it down the villam’s throat) ” cried the Virginian fiercely / 
“Turn him out of the house!” cried Captain Langford, seizing Jdfsrvase 
Helwyse so roughly by the shoulder that the sacrament^ cup wa is over- 
turned, and its contents sprinkled upon Lady Eleanore’s mantle ’c “Wdie- 
ther knave, fool, or Bedlamite, it is intolerable that the fellow shloould go 
at large ” _ |o 

“Pray, gentlemen, do my poor admirer no harm,” said Ladiy 2r[t;^anore, 
with a faint and weaiy smile “Take him out of my sight, if ] oe ^\our 
pleasure, for I can find in my heart to do nothing but laubh 
whereas, in all decency and conscience, it would become meyto weep 
the mischief I have wrought I ” / 

But while the by-standers were attempting to lead awaw the unfortu-' 
nate young man, he broke from them, and ivith a wild, ini^assioned ear-\ 
nestness, offered a new and equally strange petition to Ladiy Eleanore It 
was no other than that she should throw off the mantle, Which while he 
pressed the silver cup of wine upon her, she had drawA more closely 
around her form, so as almost to shroud herself within it T 

“Cast it from you' ” exclaimed Jervase Helwyse, claspii^ his hands m 
an agony of entreaty “It may not yet be too late! Give the^ccursed gar- 
ment to the flames' ” ^ 

But Lady Eleanore, with a laugh of scorn, drew the ric% folds of the 
roidered mantle over hepTl^d, in such a fashion as J;^ give a com- 
letely new aspect to Jiei^eautiful tacd,- wM^ h^f hidden, half re- 
galed seemed tq.belong to some being of mysterious character and pur- 
poses 

“Farewell, Jervase Helwyse'” said she “Keep my image in your re- 
membrance, as you behold it now ” 
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“Alas, lady I ” he replied, m a tone no longer wild, but sad as a funeral 
bell “We must meet shortly, when your face may wear another aspect 
and that shall be the image that must abide within me ” 

He made no more resistance to the violent efforts of the gentlemen and 
servants, who almost dragged him out of the apartment, and dismissed 
him roughly from the iron gate of the Province House Captain Langford, 
who had been very active in this affair, was returning to the presence of 
Lady Eleanore Rochcliffe, when he encountered the physician. Doctor 
Clarke, with whom he had held some casual talk on tlie day of her ar- 
rival The Doctor stood apart, separated fiom Lady Eleanore by the 
width of the room, but eymg her with such keen sagacity that Captain 
Langford involuntarily gave him credit for the discovery of some deep 
secret 

“You appear to be smitten, after all, with the charms of this queenly 
maiden,” said he, hoping thus to draw forth the physician’s^hidden know- 
ledge ’ 

“God forbid'” answered Doctor Clarke, with a grave smile, “and if 
you be wuse you will put up the same prayer for yourself Woe to those 
who shall be smitten by this beautiful Lady Eleanore' But yonder stands 
the Governoi and I have a word or two for his private ear Good night ' ” 
He accordingly advanced to Governor Shute, and addressed him m so 
low a tone that none of the by-standers could catch a word of what he 
said, although the sudden change of his Excellency’s hitherto cheerful 
visage betokened that the communication could be of no agreeable im- 
port A very few moments afterwards it was announced to the guests that 
an unforeseen circumstance rendered it necessary to put a premature 
close to the festival 

The ball at the Province House supplied a topic of conversation for the 
colonial metiopolis for some days after its occurrence, and might still 
longer have been the general theme, only that a subject of all-engrossing 
interest thrust it, for a time, from the public recollection This was the 
appearance of a dreadful epidemic, which, m that age and long before and 
aftei wards, was wont to slay its hundreds and thousands on both sides of 
the Atlantic On the occasion of which we speak, it was distmguished by a ' 
peculiar virulence, insomuch that it has left its traces its pit-marks, to 
use an appropriate figure on the history of the country, the affairs of 
which were thrown into confusion by its ravages At first, unlike its ordi- 
nary course, the dn^ease seemed to confine itself to the higher circles of 
society, selecting its victims from among the proud, the well-born, and 
the wealthy, entering unabashed into stately chambers, and lying down 
with the slumberers in silken beds. Some of the most distinguished guests 
of the Province House— even those whom the haughty Lady Eleanoie 
Rochcliffe had deemed not unworthy of her favor were stricken by this 
fatal scourge It was noticed, with an ungenerous bitterness of feeling, 
that the four gentlemen —the Virginian, the British officer, the young 
clergyman, and the Governor’s secretary who had been her most de- 
voted attendants on the evening of the ball, were the foremost oi_ whom 
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the plague stroke fell But the disease, pursuing its onward progress, soon 
ceased to be exclusively a prerogative of aristocracy Its red brand was 
no longer conferred like a noble’s star, or an order of knighthood It 
thieaded its way through the narrow and crooked stieets, and entered the 
low, mean, darksome dwellings, and laid its hand of death upon the 
artisans and laboring classes of the town It compelled rich and poor to 
feel themselves biethren then, and stalking to and fro across the Three 
Hills, with a fierceness which made it almost a new pestilence, there w’as 
that mighty conqueror that scourge and horror of our forefathers the 
Small-Pox' 

We cannot estimate the affright which this plague inspired of yore, by 
contemplating it as the fangless monster of the present day We must re- 
member, rather, with what awe we watched the gigantic footsteps of the 
Asiatic cholera, striding from shore to shore of the Atlantic, and march- 
ing like destiny upon cities far remote which flight had already half de- 
populated There is no other fear so horrible and unhumamzmg as that 
which makes man dread to bieathe heaven’s vital air lest it be poison, or 
to grasp the hand of a bi other or friend lest the gripe of the pestilence 
should clutch him Such was the dismay that now followed m the track of 
the disease, or ran before it tliroughout the tov n Graves v ere hastily dug, 
and the pestilential relics as hastily covered, because tlie dead vere ene- 
mies of the living, and strove to draw them headlong, as it were, into their 
own dismal pit The public councils were suspended, as if mortal wisdom 
might relinquish its devices, now that an unearthly usurper had found his 
way into the ruler’s mansion Had an enemy’s fleet been hovering on the 
coast, or his armies trampling on our soil, the people would probably have 
committed their defence to that same direful conqueror who had wrought 
their own calamity, and would permit no interference with his sway This 
conquerer had a s3mibol of his triumphs It was a blood-red flag, that 
fluttered m the tainted air, over the door of every dwelling into which the 
Small-Pox had entered 

Such a banner was long since waving over the portal of the Province 
House , for thence, as was proved by traclcmg its footsteps back, had all 
this dreadful mischief issued It had been trac^ back to a lady’s luxurious 
chamber to the proudest of the proud to her that was so delicate, and 
hardly owned herself of eai thly mould to the haughty one, who took her 
stand above human sympathies to Lady Eleanore' There remained no 
room foi doubt that the contagion had lurked m that gorgeous mantle, 
which threw so strange a grace around her at the festival Its fantastic 
splendor had been conceived in the delirious brain of a woman on her 
death-bed, and was the last toil of her stiffening fingers, which had inter- 
woven fate and misery with its golden threads This dark tale, whispered 
at first, was now bruited far and wide The people raved against the Lady 
Eleanore, and cried out that her pride and scorn had evoked a fiend, and 
that, between them both, this monstrous evil had been born At times, 
their rage and despair took the semblance of grinning mirth , and when- 
ever the red flag of the pestilence was hoisted over another and yet an- 
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other door, they clapped their hands and shouted through the streets, in 
bitter mockery “Behold a new triumph for the Lady Eleanore ' ” 

One day, in the midst of these dismal times, a wild figure approached 
the portal of the Province House, and folding his arms, stood contemplat- 
ing the scarlet banner which a passing breeze shook fitfully, as if to fling 
abroad the contagion that it typified At length, climbing one of the pil- 
lars by means of the iron balustrade, he took down the flag and entered 
the mansion, waving it above his head At the foot of the staircase he met 
the Governor, booted and spurred, with his cloak drawn around him, 
evidently on the point of setting forth upon a journey 

“Wretched lunatic, what do you seek here?” exclaimed Shute, extend- 
mg his cane to guard himself from contact “There is nothing here but 
Death Back or you will meet him >” 

“Death will not touch me, the banner-bearei of the pestilence > ” cried 
Jervase Helwyse, shaking the red flag aloft “Death, and the Pestilence, 
who wears the aspect of the Lady Eleanore, will walk through the streets 
to-night, and I must march before them with this banner' ” 

‘Wrhy do I waste words on the fellow^” muttered the Governoi, draw- 
ing his cloak across his mouth “Wfliat matters his miserable life, when 
none of us are sure of twelve hours’ breath^ On, fool, to your own de» 
struction ' ” 

He made way for Jervase Helwyse, who immediately ascended the 
staircase, but, on the first landmg place, was arrested by the firm grasp of 
a hand upon his shoulder Looking fiercely up, with a madman’s impulse 
to struggle with and rend asunder his opponent, he found himself power- 
less beneath a calm, stern eye, which possessed the mysterious property 
of quelling frenzy at its height The person whom he had now encoun- 
tered was the physician, Doctor Clarke, the duties of whose sad profes- 
sion had led him to the Province House, where he was an infrequent 
guest in more prosperous times 

“Young man, what is your purpose^” demanded he 
“I seek the Lady Eleanore,” answered Jervase Helwyse, submissively 
“All have fled from her,” said the physician “Why do you seek her 
now^ I tell you, youth, her nurse fell death-stricken on the threshold of 
that fatal chamber Know ye not, that never came such a curse to our 
shores as this lovely Lady Eleanore? that her breath has filled the air 
with poison? that she has shalven pestilence and death upon the land, 
from the folds of her accursed mantle?” 

“Let me look upon her ' ” rejoined the mad youth, more wildly “Let me 
behold her, m her awful beauty, clad m the regal garments of the pestil- 
ence’ She and Death sit on a throne together Let me kneel down before 
them’” 

“Pool youth’ ” said Doctor Clarke, and, moved by a deep sense of hu- 
man weakness, a smile of caustic humor curled his lip even then “Wilt 
thou still worship the destroyer and suriound her image with fantasies 
the more magnificent, the more evil she has wrought? Thus man doth 
ever to his tyrants. Approach, then’ Madness, as I have noted, has that 
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good efficacy, that it will guard you from contagion and perchance its 
own cure may be found m yonder chamber ” 

Ascending anothei flight of stairs, he threw open a door and signed to 
Jervase Helwyse that he should enter The poor lunatic, it seems prob- 
able, had cherished a delusion that his haughty mistress sat in state, un- 
harmed herself by the pestilential influence, which, as by enchantment, 
she scattered round about her He dreamed, no doubt, that her beauty was 
not dimmed, but brightened into superhuman splendor With such antici- 
pations, he stole reverentially to the door at which the physician stood, 
but paused upon the threshold, gazing fearfully into the gloom of the 
darkened chamber 

‘‘Where is the Lady Eleanore?” whispered he 

“Call her,” leplied the physician 

“Lady Eleanore' Princess i Queen of Death'” cried Jervase Hel- 
wyse, advancing three steps into the chamber “She is not here' There, 
on yonder table, I behold the sparkle of a diamond which once she wore 
upon her bosom There” and he shuddered “there hangs her mantle, 
on which a dead woman embroidered a spell of dreadful potency But 
where is the Lady Eleanoie?” 

Somethmg stiired within the silken curtains of a canopied bed, and a 
low moan was utteied, which, listening intently, Jervase Helwyse began 
to distinguish as a woman’s voice, complaining dolefully of thirst He 
fancied, even, that he recognized its tones 

“My throat' my throat is scorched,” murmured the voice “A diop 
of water'” 

“What thing art thou?” said the bram-stricken youth, drawing near 
the bed and tearing asunder its curtains “Whose voice hast thou stolen 
for thy murmurs and miserable petitions, as if Lady Eleanore could be 
conscious of mortal infirmity? Fie' Heap of diseased mortality, vhy 
lurkest thou in my lady’s chamber?” 

“O Jervase Helwyse,” said the voice and as it spoke the figure con- 
torted itself, struggling to hide its blasted face “look not now on the 
woman you once loved' The curse of Heaven hath stricken me, because 
I would not call man my brother, nor woman sister I wrapped myself in 
PRIDE as m a mantle, and scorned the sympathies of nature, and there- 
fore has nature made this wretched body the medium of a dreadful sym- 
pathy You are avenged they are all avenged Nature is avenged for 
I am Eleanore Rochchffe'” 

The malice of his mental disease, the bitterness lurking at the bottom 
of his heart, mad as he was, for a blighted and ruined life, and love that 
had been paid with cruel scoin, awoke within the breast of Jervase Hel- 
wyse He shook his finger at the wretched girl, and the chamber echoed, 
the curtains of the bed were shaken, with his outburst of insane merri- 
ment 

“Another triumph for the Lady Eleanore'” he cried “All have been 
her victims' Who so worthy to be the final victim as herself?” 

Impelled by some new fantasy of his crazed intellect, he snatched the 


LEGENDS OE THE PROVINCE HOUSE 9^1 

fatal mantle and rushed from the chamber and the house That night 3 
procession passed, by torchlight, through the streets, bearing m the midst 
the figure of a woman, enveloped with a richly embroidered mantle, while 
in advance stalked Jervase Helwyse, waving the red flag of the pestilence. 
Arriving opposite the Province House, the mob burned the effigy, and a 
stiong wind came and swept away the ashes It was said that, from that 
very hour, the pestilence alDated, as if its sway had some mysterious con- 
nection, from the first plague stioke to the last, with Lady Eleanore’s 
Mantle. A remarkable uncertainty broods over that unhappy lady’s fate. 
There is a belief, however, that m a certain chamber of this mansion a fe* 
male form may sometimes be duskily discerned, shrinking into the dark-, 
est comer and muffling her face within an embroidered mantle Suppos- 
mg the legend true, can this be other than the once proud Lady Eleanore? 


Mine host and the old loyalist and I bestowed no little waimth of ap- 
plause upon this narrative, in which we had all been deepl}" interested, 
for the reader can scarcely conceive how unspeakably the effect of such 
a tale is heightened when, as m the present case, we may lepose perfect 
confidence in tlie veracity of him who tells it For my own part, knowing 
how scrupulous is Mr Tiffany to settle the foundation of his facts, I 
could not have believed him one whit the more faithfully had he professed 
himself an eye-witness of the doings and sufferings of poor Lady Eleanore 
Some sceptics, it is true, might demand documentary evidence, 01 even 
require him to produce the embroidered mantle, forgetting that Heaven 
be praised it was consumed to ashes But now the old loyalist, whose 
blood was warmed by the good cheer, began to talk, m his turn, about the 
traditions of the Province House, and hinted that he, if it were agreeable, 
might add a few reminiscences to our legendaiy stock Mr Tiffany, hav- 
ing no cause to dread a rival, immediately besought him to favor us with a 
specimen, my own entreaties, of course, were urged to the same effect, 
and our venerable guest, well pleased to find willing auditors, awaited 
only the return of Mr Thomas Waite, who had been summoned forth to 
provide accommodations for several new arrivals Perchance the public 
but be this as its own caprice and ours shall settle the matter may read 
the result in another Tale of the Province House. 
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IV 

Old Esther Dudley 

Our host having resumed the chair, he, as well as Mr Tiffany and myself, 
expressed much eagerness to be made acquainted with the story to which 
the loyalist had alluded That venerable man first of all saw fit to moisten 
his throat with another glass of wine, and then, turning his face towards 
our coal fire, looked steadfastly for a few moments into the depths of its 
cheerful glow Finally, he poured forth a great fluency of speech The 
generous liquid that he had imbibed, while it warmed his age-chilled 
blood, likewise took off the chill from his heart and mmd, and gave him 
an energy to think and feel, which we could hardly have expected to find 
beneath the snows of fourscore winters His feelings, indeed, appeared to 
me more excitable than those of a younger man , or at least, the same de- 
gree of feeling manifested itself by more visible effects than if his judg- 
ment and will had possessed the potency of meridian life At the pathetic 
passages of his narrative he readily melted into tears When a breath of 
indignation swept across his spirit the blood flushed his withered visage 
even to the roots of his white hair, and he shook his clinched fist at the 
trio of peaceful auditors, seeming to fancy enemies m those who felt 
very kindly towards the desolate old soul But ever and anon, sometimes 
in the midst of his most earnest talk, this ancient person’s intellect would 
wander vaguely, losing its hold of the matter in hand, and groping for it 
amid misty shadows Then would he cackle forth a feeble laugh, and ex- 
press a doubt whether his wits for by that phrase it pleased our ancient 
friend to signify his mental powers were not getting a little the worse 
for wear 

Under these disadvantages, the old loyalist’s story required more re- 
vision to render it fit for the public eye than those of the series which have 
preceded it, nor should it be concealed that the sentiment and tone of the 
affair may have undergone some slight, or perchance more than slight, 
metamorphosis, in its transmission to the reader through the medium of 
a thorough-going democrat The tale itself is a mere sketch, with no in- 
volution of plot, nor any great interest of events, yet possessing, if I have 
rehearsed it aright, that pensive influence over the mmd which the shadow 
of the old Province House flings upon the loiterer in its court-yard 


The hour had come the hour of defeat and humiliation when Sir 
William Howe was to pass over the threshold of the Province House, and 
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embark, -with no such triumphal ceremonies as he once promised himself, 
on board the British fleet He bade his servants and military attendants 
go before him, and lingered a moment in the loneliness of the mansion, to 
quell the fierce emotions that struggled m his bosom as with a death throb 
Preferable, then, ^\ould he have deemed his fate, had a warrior’s death 
left him a claim to the narrow territory of a grave within the soil which 
the King had giv en him to defend With an ominous perception that, as 
his departing footsteps echoed adown the staircase, the sway of Britain 
vas passing foiever from New England, he smote his clinched hand on 
his bi ow, and cursed the destiny tliat had flung the shame of a dismem- 
bered empire upon him 

“Would to God ’ cried he, hardlj' repressing his tears of rage, “that the 
rebels vere even now at the doorstep ’ A blood-stain upon the floor should 
then beai testimon\ that the last British ruler was faithful to his trust ” 

The tremulous voice of a voman replied to his exclamation 

“Heaven’s cause and the Kings are one, ’ it said “Go forth. Sir Wil- 
liam Ho^^e, and trust m Heaven to bring back a Royal Governor m tri- 
umph ” 

Subduing, at once, the passion to vhich he had yielded only m the 
faith that it was unwitnessed, Sir William Howe became conscious that 
an aged woman, leaning on a gold-headed staff, w^as standing betwuxt him 
and the door It was old Esther Dudley, who had dwelt almost immem- 
orial 3'ears in this mansion, until her presence seemed as inseparable from 
it as the recollections of its histor}’- She was the daughter of an ancient 
and once eminent familj”, which had fallen into povert}'' and decay, and 
left Its last descendant no resource save tlie bounty of tlie King, nor any 
shelter except wnthin the w’alls of the Piovince House An office in the 
household, W’lth merely nominal duties, had been assigned to her as a pre- 
text for the payment of a small pension, the gi eater part of wdiich she ex- 
pended in adorning heiself with an antique magnificence of attire The 
claims of Esther Dudley s gentle blood were acknowdedged by all the 
successive Governors , and they treated her wuth the punctilious courtesy 
which it was her foible to demand, not always wuth success, from a ne- 
glectful w'orld The onlj^ actual share which she assumed in the business 
of the mansion w^as to glide through its passages and public chambers, 
late at night, to see that the servants had dropped no fire from their 
flaring torches, nor left embers crackling and blazing on the hearths 
Perhaps it w^as this invariable custom of walking her rounds in the hush 
of midnight that caused the superstition of the times to invest the old 
woman with attributes of aw^e and mystery, fabling that she had en- 
tered the portal of the Province House, none knew whence, m the train of 
the first Royal Governor, and that it w^as her fate to dwell there till the 
last should have departed But Sir William Howe, if he ever heard this 
legend, had forgotten it 

“Mistress Dudley, why are you loitering here?” asked he, with some 
severity of tone “It is my pleasure to be the last m this mansion of the 
King.” 
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IV 

Old Esther Dudley 

Our host having resumed the chair, he, as well as jMr Tiffany and myself, 
expressed much eagerness to be made acquainted with the story to which 
the loyalist had alluded That venerable man first of all saw fit to moisten 
his throat with another glass of wine, and then, turning his face towards 
our coal fire, looked steadfastly foi a few moments into the depths of its 
cheerful glow Finally, he poured forth a great fluency of speech The 
generous liquid that he had imbibed, while it warmed his age-chilled 
blood, likewise took off the chill from his heart and mind, and gave him 
an energy to think and feel, which w'C could hardly have expected to find 
beneath the snows of fourscore wnnters His feelings, indeed, appeared to 
me more excitable than those of a younger man , or at least, the same de- 
gree of feeling manifested itself by more visible effects than if his judg- 
ment and will had possessed the potency of meridian life At the pathetic 
passages of his narrative he readily melted into tears When a breath of 
indignation swept across his spirit the blood flushed his withered visage 
even to the roots of his white hair, and he shook his clinched fist at the 
trio of peaceful auditors, seeming to fancy enemies in those who felt 
very kindly towards the desolate old soul But ever and anon, sometimes 
in the midst of his most earnest talk, this ancient person’s intellect w'ould 
wander vaguely, losing its hold of the matter in hand, and groping for it 
amid misty shadows Then would he cackle forth a feeble laugh, and ex- 
press a doubt whether his wits for by that phrase it pleased our ancient 
friend to signify his mental powers w^ere not getting a little the worse 
for wear 

Under these disadvantages, the old loyalist’s story required more re- 
vision to render it fit for the public eye than those of the series wLich have 
preceded it, nor should it be concealed that the sentiment and tone of the 
affair may have undergone some slight, or perchance more than slight, 
metamorphosis, in its transmission to the reader through the medium of 
a thorough-going democrat The tale itself is a mere sketch, with no in- 
volution of plot, nor any great interest of events, yet possessing, if I have 
rehearsed it aright, that pensive influence over the mind which the shadow 
of the old Province House flings upon the loiterer m its court-yard 


The hour had come the hour of defeat and humiliation when Sir 
William Howe was to pass over the threshold of the Province House, and 
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embark, with no such triumphal ceremonies as he once promised himself, 
on board the British fleet He bade his servants and military attendants 
go before him, and lingered a moment m the loneliness of the mansion, to 
quell the fierce emotions that struggled m his bosom as with a death throb 
Preferable, then, would he have deemed his fate, had a warrior’s death 
left him a claim to the narrow territory of a grave within the soil which 
the King had given him to defend With an ommous perception that, as 
his departing footsteps echoed adown the staircase, the sway of Britain 
was passing forever from New England, he smote his clinched hand on 
his brow, and cursed the destiny that had flung the shame of a dismem- 
bered empire upon him 

“Would to God,” cried he, hardly repressing his tears of rage, “that the 
rebels were even now at the doorstep ' A blood-stain upon the floor should 
then bear testimony that the last British ruler was faithful to his trust ” 

The tremulous voice of a woman replied to his exclamation 

“Heaven’s cause and the King’s are one,” it said “Go forth. Sir Wil- 
liam Howe, and trust m Heaven to bring back a Royal Governor in tri- 
umph ” 

Subduing, at once, the passion to which he had yielded only m the 
faith that it was unwitnessed. Sir William Howe became conscious that 
an aged woman, leaning on a gold-headed staff, was standing betwixt him 
and the door It was old Esther Dudley, who had dwelt almost immem- 
orial years m this mansion, until her presence seemed as inseparable from 
it as the recollections of its history She was the daughter of an ancient 
and once eminent family, which had fallen into povert}^ and decay, and 
left its last descendant no resource save the bounty of the King, nor any 
shelter except within the walls of the Province House An office m the 
household, with merely nominal duties, had been assigned to her as a pre- 
text for the payment of a small pension, the greater part of which she ex- 
pended in adorning herself with an antique magnificence of attire The 
claims of Esther Dudley’s gentle blood were acknowledged by all the 
successive Governors, and they tieated her with the punctilious courtesy 
which it was her foible to demand, not always with success, from a ne- 
glectful world The only actual share which she assumed m the business 
of the mansion was to glide through its passages and public chambers, 
late at night, to see that the servants had dropped no fire from their 
flaring torches, nor left embers crackling and blazing on the hearths 
Perhaps it was this invariable custom of walking her rounds m the hush 
of midnight that caused the superstition of the times to invest the old 
woman with attributes of awe and mystery, fabling that she had en- 
tered the portal of the Province House, none knew whence, in the tram of 
the first Royal Governor, and that it was her fate to dwell there till the 
last should have departed But Sir William Howe, if he ever heard this 
legend, had forgotten it 

“Mistress Dudley, why are you loitering here^” asked he, with some 
severity of tone “It is my pleasure to be the last m this mansion of the 
Kmg.” 
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“Not so, if it please your Excellency,” answered the time-stricken 
woman “This roof has sheltered me long I will not pass from it until they 
bear me to the tomb of my forefathers What other shelter is there for old 
Esther Dudley, save the Province House or the giave?” 

“Now Heaven forgive me'” said Sir William Howe to himself “I was 
about to leave this wretched old creature to staive oi beg Take this, good 
Mistress Dudley,” he added, putting a puise into her hands “King 
George’s head on these golden guineas is sterling yet, and will continue so, 
I warrant you, even should the rebels crown John Hancock their king 
That purse will buy a better shelter than the Provmce Plouse can now 
afford ” 

“While the buiden of life remains upon me, I will have no other shelter 
than this roof,” persisted Esthei Dudley, striking her staff upon the floor 
with a gesture that expressed immovable resolve “And when your Ex- 
cellency returns in triumph, I will totter into the porch to welcome you ” 

“My poor old friend'” answered the British General, and all his 
manly and martial pride could no longer lestram a gush of bitter tears 
“This IS an evil hour foi you and me The Provmce which the King in- 
trusted to my charge is lost I go hence m misfortune perchance m dis- 
grace to return no more And you, whose present being is incorporated 
with the past who have seen Governor after Governor, in stately pag- 
eantry, ascend these steps whose whole life has been an observance of 
majestic ceremonies, and a worship of the King how will you endure the 
change? Come with us' Bid farewell to a land that has shaken off its al- 
legiance, and live still under a royal government, at Halifax ” 

“Never, never'” said the pertinacious old dame “Here will I abide, 
and King George shall still have one true subject in his disloyal Prov- 
ince ” 

“Beshrew the old fool ' ” muttered Sir William Howe, growing impa- 
tient of her obstinacy, and ashamed of the emotion into which he had 
been betrayed “She is the veiy moral of old-fashioned prejudice, and 
could exist nowhere but m this musty edifice Well, then. Mistress Dud- 
ley, since you will needs tarry, I give the Provmce House m charge to 
you Take this key, and keep it safe until myself, oi some other Royal 
Governor, shall demand it of you ” 

Smilmg bitterly at himself and her, he took the heavy key of the Prov- 
ince House, and delivermg it into the 'old lady’s hands, drew his cloalv 
around him for departure As the General glanced back at Esther Dud- 
ley’s antique figure, he deemed her well fitted for such a chaige, as being 
so perfect a representative of the decayed past of an age gone by, with 
its manners, opinions, faith and feelings, all fallen into oblivion or scorn 

of what had once been a reality, but was now merely a vision of faded 
magnificence Then Sir William Howe strode forth, smiting his clinched 
hands together, m the fierce anguish of his spirit, and old Esther Dudley 
was left to keep watch in the lonely Province House, dwelling there with 
memory, and if Hope ever seemed to flit around her, still was it Memory 
in disguise 
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The total change of affairs that ensued on the departure of the British 
troops did not drive the venerable lady from her stronghold There was 
not, for many years afterwards, a Governor of Massachusetts, and the 
magistrates, who had charge of such matters, saw no objection to Esther 
Dudley’s residence m the Province House, especially as they must other- 
wise have paid a hireling for taking care of the premises, which with her 
was a labor of love And so they left her the undisturbed mistress of the 
old historic edifice Many and strange were the fables which the gossips 
whispered about her, m all the chimney corners of the town. Among the 
time-worn articles of furniture that had been left m the mansion there was 
a tall, antique mnror, which was well worthy of a tale by itself, and per- 
haps may hereafter be the theme of one The gold of its heavily-wrought 
frame was tarnished, and its surface so blurred, that the old woman’s 
figure, whenever she paused before it, looked indistinct and ghost-like 
But it was the general belief that Esther could cause the Governors of the 
overthrown dynasty, with the beautiful ladies who had once adorned their 
festivals, the Indian chiefs who had come up to the Provmce House to 
hold council or swear allegiance, the grim Provincial warriors, the severe 
clergymen m short, all the pageantry of gone days all the figures that 
ever swept across the broad plate of glass in former times she could 
cause the whole to reappear, and people the mner world of the mirror 
with shadows of old life Such legends as these, together with the singular- 
ity of her isolated existence, her age, and the infirmity that each added 
winter flung upon her, made Mistress Dudley the obj'ect both of feai and 
pity, and it was partly the result of either sentiment that, amid all the 
angry license of the times, neither wrong nor insult ever fell upon her un- 
protected head Indeed, there was so much haughtiness m her demeanor 
towards intruders, among whom she reckoned all persons acfmg under 
the new authorities, that it was really an affair of no small nerve to look 
her m the face And to do the people justice, stem republicans as they had 
now become, they were well content that the old gentlewoman, m her 
hoop petticoat and faded embroidery, should still haunt the palace of 
ruined pride and overthrown power, the symbol of a departed system, 
embodymg a history in her person So Esther Dudley dwelt year after 
year in the Provmce House, still reverencing all that others had flung 
aside, still faithful to hei King, who, so long as the venerable dame yet 
held her post, might be said to retain one true subject m New England, 
and one spot of the empire that had been wrested from him 

And did she dwell there in utter loneliness? Rumor said, not so When- 
ever her chill and withered heart desired warmth, she was wont to sum- 
mon a black slave of Governor Shirley’s from the blurred mirror, and 
send him m search of guests who had long ago been familiar in those de- 
serted chambers Forth went the sable messenger, with the starlight or 
the moonshine gleaming through him, and did his errand m the burial 
ground, knocking at the iron doors of tombs, or upon the marble slabs 
that covered them, and whispering to those within “My nustress, old 
Esther Dudley, bids you to the Provmce House at midnight ” And punct- 
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nail}* as the dock of the Old South told twelve came the shadows of the 
Olivers the Hutrhincons the Dudley’s, all the grandees of a by-gone gen- 
eration gliding beneath the portal into the well-knov,ii mansion where 
Esther mingled uith them as if she likewise were a shade Without vouch- 
ing for the truth of such traditions it is certain that ^Mistress Dudley 
sometimes assembled a few of the stanch, thongh crestfallen, old tories, 
who had lingered in the rebel tov.ii during those days of v.iath and tribu- 
lation. Out of a cobwebbed bottle, containing liquor that a ro\*al Gover- 
nor might have smacked his lips over, the}' quaffed healths to the King, 
and babbled treason to the Repubhc feeling as if the protecting shadow 
of the throne were still flung around them But. draining the last drops 
of their liquor, the}* stole timorously homeward and answered not again 
if the rude mob rei.'iled them m the street. 

Yet Esther Dudle}*'s most frequent and favored guests were the chil- 
dren of the to\\ii. Toisards them ^e \.as never stem A kindly and loring 
nature, hindered elsewhere from its free course by a thousand rocky 
prejudices la\'ished itself upon these little ones By bribes of gingerbread 
of her ov.a making, stamped with a royal cro\Mi she tempted their sunny 
sportiveness beneath the gloom}* portal of the Prorince House, and would 
often beguile them to spend a whole play-day there, sitting in a circle 
round the verge of her hoop petticoat, greedily attentive to her stories of 
a dead world. And when these little boys and girls stole forth again from 
the dark m}*sterious manrion they went bewildered full of old feelings 
that graver people had long ago forgotten, rubbing their e}es at the world 
around them as if they had gone astray into ancient times and become 
children of the past At home, when their parents asked vhere they had 
loitered such a wear}* while and with whom they had been at play, the 
children would tplk of all the departed worthies of the Prorince as far 
back as Governor Belcher and the haughty dame of Sir William Phipps 
It would seem as though they had been sitting on the knees of these fa- 
mous personages, whom the grave had hidden for half a centuiy*. and had 
toyed with the embroider}* of their rich ^saistcoats or roguishly pulled 
the long curls of their flowing wigs But Governor Belcher has been dead 
this many a year, would the mother say to her little bo}’’ ‘ And did you 
really see him at the Pro\'ince House? * ^ Oh yes dear mother! yes’ the 
half-dreaming child would answer. "But when old Esther had done speak- 
ing about him he faded away out of hi? chair.' Thus \‘.Ithout anrighling 
her little guests she led them by the hand into the chambers of her oi.mi 
desolate heart and made childhoods fanc}* di'^cem the ghosts that 
haunted there. 

Living so continually in her ov.ii circle of ideas, and never regulating 
her mind by a proper reference to present things Esther Dudley appears 
to have gro\'.ii partially crazed. It was foimd that she had no right sense 
of the progress and true state of the Revolutionai}* War but held a con- 
stant faith that the aimies of Britain -n-ere victorious on ever}* field and 
destined to be ultimately triumphant YTienever the town rejoiced for a 
battle won by Washington, cr Gates^ cr IMoraan, cr Greene, news, in 
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passing through the door of the Province House, as through the ivory 
gate of dreams, became metamorphosed into a strange tale of the prowess 
of Howe, Clinton, or Cornwallis Sooner or later it was her invincible be- 
lief the colonies would be prostrate at the footstool of the King Some- 
times she seemed to take for granted that such was already the case On 
one occasion, she startled the towns-people by a brilliant illumination of 
the Province House, with candles at every pane of glass, and a trans- 
parency of the King’s initials and a crown of light m the great balcony 
window The figure of the aged woman in the most gorgeous of her mil- 
dewed velvets and brocades was seen passing from casement to casement, 
until she paused before the balcony, and flourished a huge key above her 
head Her wrinkled visage actually gleamed with triumph, as if the soul 
within her were a festal lamp 

‘‘What means this blaze of lights What does old Esther’s joy portend?” 
whispered a spectator “It is frightful to see her gliding about the cham- 
bers, and rejoicing there without a soul to bear her company ” 

“It IS as if she were making merry m a tomb,” said another 

“Pshaw' It IS no such mystery,” observed an old man, after some brief 
exercise of memory “Mistress Dudley is keeping jubilee for the King of 
England’s birthday ” 

Then the people laughed aloud, and would have thrown mud against 
the blazing transparency of the King’s crown and initials, only that they 
pitied the poor old dame, who was so dismally triumphant amid the wreck 
and rum of the system to which she appertained 

Oftentimes it was her custom to climb the weary staircase that wound 
upward to the cupola, and thence strain her dimmed eyesight seaward 
and countryward, watching for a British fleet, or for the march of a grand 
procession, with the King’s banner floating over it The passengers m the 
street below would discern her anxious visage, and' send up a shout, 
“When the golden Indian on the Province House shall shoot his arrow, 
and when the cock on the Old South spire shall crow, then look for a 
Royal Governor again ' ” for this had grown a bywoid through the town 
And at last, after long, long years, old Esther Dudley knew, or perchance 
she only dreamed, that a Royal Governor was on the eve of leturmng to 
the Province House, to receive the heavy key which Sir William Howe 
had committed to her charge Now it was the fact that intelligence bear- 
ing some faint analogy to Esther’s version of it was current among the 
townspeople She set the mansion m the best order that her means al- 
lowed, and, arraying herself in silks and tarnished gold, stood long before 
the bluired mirror to admiie her own magnificence As she gazed, the gray 
and withered lady moved her ashen lips, murmuring half aloud, talking to 
shapes that she saw within the mirror, to shadov/s of her own fantasies, 
to the household friends of memory, and bidding them rejoice with her 
and come forth to meet the Governor And while absorbed in this com- 
munion, Mistress Dudley heaid the tramp of many footsteps in the street, 
and, looking out at the window, beheld what she construed as the Royal 
Governor’s arrival 
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happy day! 0 blessed, blessed hourt” she exclaimed ''Let me but 
bid him welcome within the portal, and my task m the Province House, 
and on earth, is done ' ” 

Then with tottering feet, which age and tremulous joy caused to tread 
amiss, she hurried down the grand staircase, her silks sweeping and rust- 
ling as she went, so that the sound was as if a tram of spectral courtiers 
were thronging from the dim mirror And Esther Dudley fancied that as 
soon as the wide door should be flung open, all the pomp and splendor of 
by-gone times would pace majestically into the Province House, and the 
gilded tapestry of the past would be brightened by the sunshine of the 
present She turned the key withdrew it from the lock unclosed the 
door and stepped aci OSS the threshold Advancing up the court-yard ap- 
peared a person of most dignified mien, with tokens, as Esther interpreted 
them, of gentle blood, high rank, and long-accustomed authority, even m 
his walk and every gesture He was richly dressed, but wore a gouty shoe, 
which, however, did not lessen the stateliness of his gait Around and be- 
hind him were people m plain civic di esses, and two or tliree war-worn 
veterans, evidently officers of rank, arrayed in a uniform of blue and buft 
But Esther Dudley, firm m the belief that had fastened its roots about 
her heart, beheld only the principal personage, and never doubted that 
this was the long-looked-for Governor, to whom she was to surrender up 
her charge As he approached, she involuntary sank down on her knees 
and tremblingly held forth the heavy key 

“Receive my trust’ take it quickly’” cried she, “for methmks Death is 
striving to snatch away my triumph But he comes too late Thank Heav- 
en for this blessed hour ’ God save King George ’ ” 

“That, Madam, is a strange prayer to be offered up at such a moment,” 
replied the unknown guest of the Province House, and courteously re- 
moving his hat, he offered his arm to raise the aged woman “Yet, m rev- 
erence for your gray hairs and long-kept faith. Heaven forbid that any 
here should say you nay Over the realms which still acknowledge his 
sceptre, God save King George ’ ” 

Esther Dudley started to hei feet, and hastily clutching back the key, 
gazed with fearful earnestness at the stranger, and dimly and doubtfully, 
as if suddenly awakened from a dream, her bewildered eyes half recog- 
nized his face Years ago she had kno\\m him among the gentry of the 
province But the ban of the King had fallen upon him ’ How, then, came 
the doomed victim here^ Proscribed, excluded from meicy, the mon- 
arch’s most dreaded and hated foe, this New England merchant had stood 
triumphantly against a kingdom’s strength, and his foot now trod upon 
humbled Royalty, as he ascended the steps of the Province House, the 
people’s chosen Governor of Massachusetts 

“Wretch, wretch that I am’” muttered the old woman, with such a 
heart-broken expression that the tears gushed fiom the stranger’s eyes 
“H^e I bidden a traitor welcome? Come, Death ’ come quickly’ ” 

“Alas, venerable lady’” said Governor Hancock, tending her his sup- 
port with all the reverence that a courtier would have shown to a queen 
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“Your life has been prolonged until the world has changed around you 
You have treasured up all that time has rendered worthless the prin- 
ciples, feelings, manners, modes of being and acting, which another gen- 
eration has flung aside and you are a symbol of the past And I, and 
these around me we represent a new race of men living no longer in 
the past, scarcely in the present but projecting our lives forward into 
the future Ceasmg to model ourselves on ancestral superstitions, it is our 
faith and principle to press onward, onward' Yet, ’ continued he, turning 
to his attendants, “let us reverence, for the last time, the stately and 
gorgeous prej'udices of the tottering Past' ” 

While the Republican Governor spoke, he had continued to support the 
helpless form of Esther Dudley, her weight grew heavier against his arm, 
but at last, with a sudden effort to free herself, the ancient woman sank 
down beside one of the pillars of the portal The key of the Province 
House fell from her grasp, and clanked against the stone 

“I have been faithful unto death,” murmured she “God save the 
Kmg'” ^ 

“She hath done her office'” said Hancock solemnly, “We will follow 
her reverently to the tomb of her ancestors , and then, my fellow-citizens, 
onward onward ' We are no longer children of the Past' ” 


As the old loyalist concluded his narrative, the enthusiasm which had 
been fitfully flashing within his sunken eyes, and quivering across his 
wrinkled visage, faded away, as if all the lingering fire of his soul were 
extinguished Just then, too, a lamp upon the mantel-piece threw out a 
dying gleam, which vanished as speedily as it shot upward, compelling our 
eyes to grope for one another’s features by the dim glow of Ike health 
Yhth such a Imgermg fire, methought, with such a dymg gleam, had the 
glory of the ancient system vanished from the Province House, when the 
spirit of old Esther Dudley took its flight And now, again, the clock of 
the Old South threw its voice of ages on the breeze, knollmg the hourly 
knell of the Past, crying out far and wide through the multitudinous city, 
and filling our ears, as we sat m the dusky chamber, with its reverberating 
depth of tone In that same mansion m that very chamber what a vol- 
ume of history had been told off into hours, by the same voice that was 
now trembling m the air Many a Governor had heard those midnight ac- 
cents, and longed to exchange his stately cares for slumber And as for 
mine host and Mr Bela Tiffany and the old loyalist and me, we had bab- 
bled about dreams of the past, until we almost fancied that the clock was 
still striking m a bygone century Neither of us would have wondered, 
had a hoop-petticoated phantom of Esther Dudley tottered into the cham- 
ber^ walking her rounds m the hush of midnight, as of yore, and motioned 
us to quench the fading embers of the fire, and leave the historic pre- 
cincts to herself and her kindred shades But as no such vision was vouch- 
safed, I retired unbidden, and would advise Mr Tiflany to lay hold ot 
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another auditor, being resolved not to show my face in the Province 
House for a good while hence if ever 


THE AMBITIOUS GUEST 


One September night a family had gathered round their hearth, and piled 
it high with the driftwood of mountain streams, the dry cones of the pine, 
and the splintered rums of great trees that had come crashing down the 
precipice Up the chimney roared the fire, and biightened the room with 
its broad blaze The faces of the fathei and mother had a sober gladness, 
the children laughed, the eldest daughter was the image of Happiness at 
seventeen, and the aged grandmother, who sat*knittmg in the warmest 
place, was the image of Happiness groivn old They had found the “herb, 
heart’s-ease,” m the bleakest spot of all New England This family were 
situated in the Notch of the White Hills, w'here the wand was sharp 
throughout the year, and pitilessly cold in the wnnter, giving their cot- 
tage all its fresh inclemency before it descended on the valley of the Saco 
They dwelt in a cold spot and a dangerous one, for a mountain towered 
above their heads, so steep, that the stones would often rumble down its 
sides and startle them at midnight 

The daughter had just uttered some simple jest that filled them all 
with mirth, when the wind came through the Notch and seemed to pause 
before their cottage rattling the door, wuth a sound of w^ailing and la- 
mentation, before it passed into the valley For a moment it saddened 
them, though there was nothing unusual in the tones But the family w'ere 
glad again w^hen they perceived that the latch was lifted by some travel- 
ler, whose footsteps had been unheard amid the dreary blast w'hich 
heralded his approach, and wailed as he was entering, and w’ent moaning 
away from the door 

Though they dwelt in such a solitude, these people held daily converse 
with the world The romantic pass of the Notch is a great artery, through 
which the life-blood of internal commerce is continually throbbing be- 
tween Maine, on one side, and the Green Mountains and the shores of the 
St Lawrence, on the other The stage-coach always diew^ up before the 
door of the cottage The wayfarer, with no companion but his staff, 
paused here to exchange a word, that the sense of loneliness might not 
utterly overcome him ere he could pass through the cleft of the mountain, 
or reach the first house in the valley And here the teamster, on his w'ay 
to Portland market, would put up for the night, and, if a bachelor, might 
sit an hour beyond the usual bedtime, and steal a kiss from the mountain 
maid at parting It was one of those primitive taverns where the traveller 
pays only for food and lodging, but meets with a homely kindness beyond 
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all price. When the footsteps were heard, therefore, between the outer 
door and the inner one, the whole family rose up, grandmother, children, 
and all, as if about to welcome some one who belonged to them, and whose 
fate was linked with theirs 

The door was opened by a young man His face at first wore the melan- 
choly expression, almost despondency, of one who travels a wild and 
bleak road, at nightfall and ^one, but soon brightened up when he saw 
the kmdly warmth of his reception He felt his heart spring forward to 
meet them all, from the old woman, who wiped a chair with her apron, to 
the little child that held out its arms to him One glance and smile placed 
the stranger on a footing of innocent familiarity with the eldest daughter 
“Ah, this fire is the right thing'” cried he, “especially when there is 
such a pleasant circle round it I am quite benumbed, for the Notch is 
just like the pipe of a great pair of bellows, it has blown a terrible blast 
m my face all the way from Bartlett ” 

“Then you are going towards Vermont?” said the master of the house, 
as he helped to take a light knapsack off the young man’s shoulders 
“Yes, to Burlington, and far enough beyond,” replied he “I meant to 
have been at Ethan Crawford’s to-night , but a pedestrian lingers along 
such a road as this It is no matter, for, when I saw this good fire, and all 
your cheerful faces, I felt as if you had kindled it on purpose for me, and 
were waiting my arrival So I shall sit down among you, and make myself 
at home ” 

The frank-hearted stranger had just drawn his chair to the fire when 
something like a heavy footstep was heard without, rushing down the 
steep side of the mountain, as with long and rapid strides, and taking such 
a leap in passing the cottage as to strike the opposite precipice The fam- 
ily held their breath, because they knew the sound, and their guest held 
his by instinct 

“The old mountain has thrown a stone at us, for fear we should forget 
him,” said the landlord, recovering himself “He sometimes nods his head 
and threatens to come down, but we are old neighbors, and agree to- 
gether pretty well upon the whole Besides we have a sure place of refuge 
hard by if he should be coming in good earnest ” 

Let us now suppose the stranger to have finished his supper of bear’s 
meat, and, by his natural felicity of manner, to have placed himself on 
a footing of kindness v/ith the whole family, so that they talked as freely 
together as if he belonged to their mountain brood He was of a proud, 
yet gentle spirit haughty and reserved among the rich and great, but 
ever ready to stoop his head to the lowly cottage door, and be like a bro- 
ther or a son at the poor man’s fireside In the household of the Notch he 
found warmth and simplicity of feeling, the pervading intelligence of New 
England, and a poetry of native growth, which they had gathered when 
they little thought of it from the mountain peaks and chasms, and at the 
very threshold of their romantic and dangerous abode He had travelled 
far and alone, his whole life, indeed, had been a solitary path, for, with 
the lofty caution of his nature, he had kept himself apart from those who 
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might otherwise have been his companions The family, loo, though so 
kind and hospitable, had that consciousness of unity among themselves, 
and separation from the world at large, which, in every domestic circle, 
should still keep a holy place where no stranger may intrude But this eve- 
ning a jorophetic sympathy impelled the refined and educated youth to 
pour out his heart before the simple mountaineers, and constrained them 
to answer him with the same free confidence And thus it should have 
been Is not the kindred of a common fate a closer tie than that of birth? 

The secret of the young man’s character was a high and abstracted am- 
bition He could have borne to live an undistinguished life, but not to be 
forgotten m the grave Yearning desire had been transformed to hope, 
and hope, long cherished, had become like certainty, that, obscurely as he 
journeyed now, a glory was to beam on all his pathway, though not, 
perhaps, while he was tieadmg it But when posterity should gaze back 
ihto the gloom of what was now the present, they would trace the bright- 
ness of his footsteps, brightening as meaner glories faded, and confess 
+hat a gifted one had passed from his cradle to his tomb with none to 
lecogmze him 

“As yet,” cried the stranger his cheek glowing and his eye flashing 
with enthusiasm “as yet, I have done nothing Were I to vanish from 
the earth to-morrow, none would know so much of me as you tliat a 
nameless youth came up at nightfall from the valley of the Saco, and 
opened his heart to you in the evening, and passed through the Notch by 
sunrise, and was seen no more Not a soul would ask, ‘Who was he? 
Whither did the wanderer go?’ But I cannot die till I have achieved my 
destiny Then, let Death come! I shall have built my monument'” 

There was a continual flow of natural emotion, gushing forth amid ab- 
stracted reverie, which enabled the family to understand this young man’s 
sentiments, though so foreign from their oivn With quick sensibility of 
the ludicrous, he blushed at the ardor into which he had been betrayed 

“You laugh at me,” said he, taking the eldest daughter’s hand, and 
laughing himself “You think my ambition as nonsensical as if I were to 
freeze myself to death on the top of Mount Washington, only that peo-„ 
pie might spy at me from the country round about And, truly, that would 
be a noble pedestal for a man’s statue' ” 

“It is better to sit here by this fire,” answered the girl, blushing, “and 
be comfortable and contented, though nobody thinks about us.” 

“I suppose,” said her father, after a fit of musing, “there is something 
natural in what the young man says, and if my mind had been turned 
that way, I might have felt just the same It is strange, wife, how his talk 
has set my head running on things that are pretty certain never to come 
to pass ” 

“Perhaps they may,” observed the wife “Is the man thinking what he 
will do when he is a widower?” 

“No, no'” cried he, repelling the idea with reproachful kindness 
‘When I think of your death, Esther, I think of mine, too But I was 
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wishing we had a good farm m Bartlett, oi Bethlehem, or Littleton, or 
some other township round the AVhite Mountains, but not where they 
could tumble on our heads I should want to stand well with my neighbors 
and be called Squire, and sent to General Court for a term or two , for a 
plain, honest man may do as much good there as a lawyer And when I 
should be grown quite an old man, and you an old wnman, so as not to be 
long apart, I might die happy enough in my bed, and leave you all cry- 
ing around me A slate gravestone would suit me as well as a marble one 
with just my name and age, and a verse of a hymn, and something to let 
people know that I lived an honest man and died a Christian ” 

“There now'” exclaimed the stranger, “it is our nature to desire a 
monument, be it slate or marble, or a pillar of granite, or a glorious mem- 
ory in the universal heart of man ” 

“We’re m a strange way, to-night,” said the wife, with tears in her 
eyes “They say it’s a sign of something, when folks’ minds go a wander- 
mg so Haik to the children > ” 

They listened accordingl}’’ The younger children had been put to bed 
in another room, but with an open door between, so that they could be 
heard talking busily among themselves One and all seemed to have 
caught the infection from the fireside circle, and weie outvying each other 
m wild wishes, and childish projects of what they would do when they 
came to be men and women At length a little boy, instead of addressing 
his brothers and sisters, called out to his mother. 

“1 11 tell you what I wish, mother,” cried he “I want you and father 
and grandma’m, and all of us, and the strangei too, to start right away, 
and go and take a drink out of the basin of the Flume ' ” 

Nobody could help laughing at the child’s notion of leaving a warm 
bed, and dragging them from a cheerful fire, to visit the basin of the 
Flume, a brook, which tumbles over the precipice, deep withm the 
Notch The boy had hardly spoken when a wagon rattled along the road, 
and stopped a moment before the door It appeared to contain two or 
three men, who were cheering their hearts with the rough chorus of a 
song, which resounded, m broken notes, between the cliffs, while the 
singers hesitated whether to continue their journey or put up here for 
the night ” 

“Father,” said the girl, “they are calling you by name ” 

But the good man doubted whether they had really called him, and 
was unwilling to show himself too solicitous of gam by inviting people to 
patronize his house He therefore did not hurry to the door, and the lash 
being soon applied, the travellers plunged into the Notch, still singing 
and laughing, though their music and mirth came back drearily from the 
heart of the mountain 

“There, mother'” cried the boy, again “They’d have given us a ride 
to the Flume ” 

Again they laughed at the child’s pertinacious fancy for a night ramble 
But it happened that a light cloud passed over the daughter’s spirit, she 
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looked gravely into the fire, and drew a breath that was almost a sigh 
It forced its way, m spite of a little struggle to repress it Then starting 
and blushing, she looked quickly round the circle, as if they had caught a 
glimpse into her bosom The stranger asked what she had been thinking 
of 

^'Nothing,” answeied she, with a downcast smile ‘'Only I felt lone- 
some just then ” 

“Oh, I have always had a gift of feeling what is in other people’s 
hearts,” said he, half seriously “Shall I tell tlie secrets of yours? For I 
know what to think when a young girl shivers by a warm hearth, and 
complains of lonesomeness at her mother’s side. Shall I put these feelings 
into words?” 

“They would not be a girl’s feelings any longer if they could be put 
into words,” replied the mountain nymph, laughing, but avoiding his eye 

All this was said apart Perhaps a germ of love was springing in their 
hearts, so pure that it might blossom in Paradise, since it could not be 
matured on earth, for women worship such gentle dignity as his, and the 
proud, contemplative, yet kindly soul is oftenest captivated by simplicity 
like hers But while they spoke softly, and he was watching the happy 
sadness, the lightsome shadows, the shy yearnings of a maiden’s nature, 
the wind through the Notch took a deeper and drearier sound It seemed, 
as *he fanciful stranger said, like the choral strain of the spirits of the 
l'Ia''t, who in old Indian times had their dwelling among these mountains, 
.. made their heights and recesses a sacred legion There was a wail 
along the road, as if a funeral were passing To chase away the gloom, the 
family threw pine branches on their fire, till the dry leaves crackled and 
the flame arose, discovering once again a scene of peace and humble hap- 
piness The light hovered about them fondly, and caressed them all 
There were the little faces of the children, peeping from their bed apart, 
and here the father’s frame of strength, the mother’s subdued and careful 
mien, the high-browed youth, the budding girl, and the good old grandam, 
still knitting in the warmest place The aged woman looked up from her 
task, and, with fingers ever busy, was the next to speak. 

“Old folks have their notions,” said she, “as well as young ones You’ve 
been wishing and planning, and letting your heads run on one thing 
and another, till you’ve set my mind a wandering too Now what should 
an old woman wish for, when she can go but a step or two before she 
comes to her grave? Children, it will haunt me night and day till I tell 
you ” 

“What IS it, mother^” cried the husband and wife at once 

Then the old woman, with an air of mystery which drew the circle 
closer round the fire, informed them that she had provided her grave' 
clothes some years before, a nice linen shroud, a cap with a muslin ruff, 
and everything of a finer sort than she had worn since her wedding day 
But this evening an old superstition had strangely recurred to her It used 
to be said, in her younger days, that if anything were amiss with a corpse, 
if only the ruff were not smooth, or the cap did not set right, the corpse 



THE AMBITIOUS GUEST 995 

in the coffin and beneath the clods would strive to put up its cold hands 
and arrange it The bare thought made her nervous 

“Don’t talk so, grandmother i ” said the girl, shuddering 

“Now,” continued the old woman, with singular earnestness, yet 
smiling strangely at her own folly, “I want one of you, my children 
when your mother is dressed and m the coffin I ivant one of you to hold 
a looking-glass over my face Who knows but I may take a glimpse at my- 
self, and see whether all ’s right?” 

“Old and young, we dream of graves and monuments,” murmured the 
stranger youth “I wonder how manners feel when the ship is sinking, and 
the)^, unknown and undistinguished, are to be buried together in the 
ocean that -wide and nameless sepulchie?” 

For a moment, the old woman’s ghastly conception so engrossed the 
minds of her hearers that a sound abroad in the night, rising like the roar 
of a blast, had growm broad, deep, and teirible, befoie the fated group 
were conscious of it. The house and all within it trembled, the founda- 
tions of the earth seemed to be shaken, as if this awful sound w^ere the peal 
of the last trump Young and old exchanged one wild glance, and re- 
mained an instant, pale, affrighted, wuthout utterance, or power to move 
Then the same shriek burst simultaneously from all their lips 

“The Slide' The Slide'” 

The simplest words must intimate, but not portray, the unutterable 
horror of the catastrophe The victims rushed from their cottage, and 
sought refuge in what they deemed a safer spot where, m contemplation 
of such an emergency, a sort of bairier had been reared Alas' they had 
quitted their security, and fled right into the pathway of destruction 
Down came the whole side of the mountain, m a cataract of rum Just be- 
fore it reached the house, the stream broke into two branches shivered 
not a window there, but overwhelmed the wffiole vicinity, blocked up the 
road, and annihilated everything m its dreadful course Long ere the 
thunder df the great Slide had ceased to roar among the mountains, the 
mortal agony had been endured, and the victims were at peace Their 
bodies were never found 

The next morning, the light smoke was seen stealing from the cottage 
chimney up the mountain side Within, the fire was yet smouldering on 
the hearth, and the chairs m a circle lound it, as if the inhabitants had 
but gone forth to view the devastation of the Slide, and would shortly re- 
turn, to thank Heaven for their miraculous escape All had left separate 
tokens, by which those wffio had known the family were made to shed a 
tear for each Ydio has not heard their name^ The story has been told 
far and wide, and wall forever be a legend of these mountains Poets 
have sung their fate 

There were circumstances which led some to suppose that a stranger 
had been received into the cottage on this awful night, and had shared 
the catastiophe of all its inmates Others denied that there w^ere sufficient 
grounds for such a conjecture Woe for the high-souled youth, with his 
dream of Earthly Immortality' His name and person utterly unknown, 



996 the works OF HAWTHORNE 

his history, his way of life, his plans, a mystery never to be solved, his 
death and his existence equally a doubt' TOose was the agony of that 
death moment? 


PETER GOLDTHWAITE’S TREASURE 

“And so, Peter, you won’t even consider of the business'”’ said Mr John 
Brown, buttoning his surtout over the snug rotundity of his person, and 
drawing on his gloves “You positively refuse to let me have this crazy 
old house, and the land under and adjoining, at the price named?” 

“Neither at that, nor treble the sum,” responded the gaunt, grizzled, 
and threadbare Peter Goldthwaite “The fact is, Mr Brown, you must 
find another site for your brick block, and be content to leave my estate 
with the present owner Next summer, I intend to put a splendid new 
mansion over the cellar of the old house ” 

“Pho, Peter'” cried Mr Brown, as he opened the kitchen door, “con- 
tent yourself with building castles in the air, where house-lots ai e cheap- 
er than on earth, to say nothing of the cost of bricks and mortar Such 
foundations are solid enough for your edifices, while tins underneath us 
is just the thing for mine, and so we may both be suited What say you 
again'”’ 

“Precisely what I said before, Mr Brown,” answered Peter Gold- 
ihwaite “And as for castles in the air, mine may not be as magnificent as 
that sort of architecture, but perhaps as substantial, Mr Brown, as the 
very respectable brick block w’lth dry goods stores, tailors’ shops, and 
banking rooms on the lower floor, and lawyers’ offices in the second story, 
which you are so anxious to substitute ” 

“And the cost, Peter, eh'”’ said Mr Brown, as he withdrew, in some- 
thing of a pet “That, I suppose, will be provided for, off-hand, by drawing 
a check on Bubble Bank' ” 

John Brown and Peter Goldthwaite had been jointly known to the 
commercial world between twenty and thirty years before, under the firm 
of Goldthwmte & Brown, which copartnership, however, was speedily 
dissolved by the natural incongruity of its constituent parts Since that 
event, John Brown, with exactly the qualities of a thousand other John 
Browns, and by just such plodding methods as they used, had prospered 
wonderfully, and become one of the wealthiest John Browns on earth 
Peter Goldthwaite, on the contrary, after innumerable schemes, which 
ought to have collected all the com and paper currency of the country 
into his coffers, was as needy a gentleman as ever wore a patch upon his 
elbow The contrast between him and his former partner may be briefly 
marked, for Brown never reckoned upon luck, yet always had it, while 
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Peter made luck the mam condition of his projects, and always missed 
it While the means held out, his speculations had been magnificent, but 
were chiefly confined, of late years, to such small business as adventures 
m the lottery Once he had gone on a gold-gathering expedition some- 
where to the South, and ingeniously contrived to empty his pockets more 
thoroughly than ever, while others, doubtless, were filling theirs with 
native bullion by the handful Moie recently he had expended a legacy of 
a thousand or two of dollars m purchasing Mexican scrip, and thereby 
became the proprietor of a province, which, however, so far as Peter 
could find out, was situated where he might have had an empire for the 
same money, m the clouds From a search after this valuable real estate 
Peter returned so gaunt and threadbare that, on reaching New England, 
the scarecrows m the cornfields beckoned to him, as he passed by “They 
did but flutter in the wind,” quoth Peter Goldthwaite No, Peter, they 
beckoned, for the scaiecrows knew their brother’ 

At the period of our story his whole visible income would not have paid 
the tax of the old mansion in which we find him It was one of those rusty, 
moss-grown, many-peaked wooden houses, which are scattered about the 
streets of our elder towns, with a beetle-browed second story projecting 
over the foundation, as if it frowned at the novelty around it This old pa- 
ternal edifice, needy as he was, and though, being centrally situated on 
the principal street of the town, it would have brought him a handsome 
sum, the sagacious Peter had his own reasons for never parting with, eith- 
er by auction or private sale There seemed, indeed, to be a fatality that 
connected him with his birthplace , for, often as he had stood on the verge 
of ruin, and standing there even now, he had not yet taken the step be- 
yond it which would have compelled him to surrender the house to his 
creditois So here he dwelt with bad luck till good should come 
Here then in his kitchen, the only room where a spark of fire took off 
the chill of a November evening, poor Peter Goldthwaite had just been 
visited by his rich old partner At the close of their interview, Peter, with 
rather a mortified look, glanced downwards at his dress, parts of which 
appeared as ancient as the days of Goldthwaite & Brown His upper gar- 
ment was a mixed surtout, wofully faded, and patched with newer stuff 
on each elbow, beneath this he woie a threadbare black coat, some of the 
silk buttons of which had been replaced with others of a different pattern , 
and lastly, though he lacked not a pair of gray pantaloons, they were very 
shabby ones, and had been partially turned brown by the frequent toast- 
mg of Peter’s shins before a scanty fire Peter’s person was m keeping 
with his goodly apparel Gray-headed, hollow-eyed, pale-cheeked, and 
lean-bodied, he was the perfect picture of a man who had fed on windy 
schemes and empty hopes, till he could neither live on such unwholesome 
trash, nor stomach more substantial food But, withal, this Peter Gold- 
thwaite, crack-bramed simpleton as, perhaps, he was, might have cut a 
very brilliant figure in the world, had he employed his imagination m the 
airy business of poetry, instead of making it a demon of mischief m mer- 
cantile pursuits After all, he was no bad fellow, but as harmless as a 
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child, and as honest and honorable, and as much of the gentleman which 
nature meant him for, as an irregular life and depressed circumstances 
will permit any man to be 

As Peter stood on the uneven bricks of his hearth, looking round at the 
disconsolate old kitchen, his eyes began to kindle with the illumination of 
an enthusiasm that never long deserted him He raised his hand, clinched 
it, and smote it energetically against the smoky panel over the fireplace 
'‘The time is come'” said he “With such a tieasure at command, it 
were folly to be a poor man any longer To-morrow morning I will begin 
with the garret, nor desist till I have torn the house down' ’ 

Deep m the chimney-corner, like a witch m a dark cavern, sat a little 
old woman, mending one of the two pairs of stockings wherewith Peter 
Goldthwaite kept his toes fiom being frostbitten As the feet were ragged 
past all darning, she had cut pieces out of a cast-off flannel petticoat, to 
make new soles Tabitha Porter was an old maid, upwards of sixty years 
of age, fifty-five of which she had sat in that same chimne3^-corner, such 
being the length of time since Peter’s grandfather had taken her from the 
almshouse She had no friend but Peter, nor Peter any friend but Ta- 
bitha, so long as Peter might have a shelter for his own head, Tabitha 
would know where to shelter hers, or, being homeless elsewhere, she 
would take her master by the hand and bring him to her native home, the 
almshouse Should it ever be necessarj% she loved him well enough to feed 
him with her last moisel, and clothe him with her under petticoat But 
Tabitha was a queer old woman, and, tliough never infected with Peter’s 
fiightiness, had become so accustomed to his freaks and follies that she 
viewed them all as matters of course Hearing him threaten to tear the 
house down, she looked quietly up from her w^ork 

“Best leave the kitchen till the last, Mr Peter,” said she 
“The sooner we have it all dowm the better,” said Peter Goldthwaite 
“I am tired to death of living in this cold, dark, wandy, smoky, creaking, 
groaning, dismal old house I shall feel like a younger man wdien w'e get 
into my splendid brick mansion, as, please Heaven, we shall by this time 
next autumn You shall have a room on the sunny side, old Tabby, fin- 
ished and furnished as best may suit your own notions ” 

“I should like it pretty much such a loom as this kitchen,” answered 
Tabitha “It will never be like home to me till the chimney-corner gets as 
black with smoke as this, and that won’t be these hundred years How 
much do you mean to lay out on the house, Mr Peter?” 

“What is that to the purpose^” exclaimed Peter, loftity “Did not my 
great-granduncle, Peter Goldthwaite, who died seventy years ago, and 
whose namesake I am, leave treasure enough to build twenty such^” 

“I can’t say but he did, Mr Peter,” said Tabitha, threading her needle 
Tabitha well understood that Peter had reference to an immense hoard 
of the precious metals, which w^as said to exist somewhere m the cellar 
or walls, or under the floors, or in some concealed closet, or other out-of- 
the-way nook of the house This wealth, according to tradition, had been 
accumulated by a former Peter Goldthwaite, whose character seems to 
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have borne a remarkable similitude to that of the Peter of our story Like 
him he was a wild projector, seeking to heap up gold by the bushel and 
the cartload, instead of scraping it together, com by com Like Peter the 
second, too, his projects had almost invariably failed, and, but for the 
magnificent success of the final one, would have left him with hardly a 
coat and pair of breeches to his gaunt and grizzled person Reports were 
various as to the nature of his fortunate speculation one intimating that 
the ancient Peter had made the gold by alchemy, another, that he had 
conjured it out of people’s pockets by the black art, and a third, still more 
unaccountable, that the devil had given him free access to the old pro- 
vincial treasury It was affirmed, however, that some secret impediment 
had debarred him from the enjoyment of his riches, and that he had a mo- 
tive for concealing them from his heir, or at any rate had died without dis- 
closing the place of deposit The present Peter’s father had faith enough 
m the story to cause the cellar to be dug over Peter himself chose to con- 
sider the legend as an indisputable truth, and, amid his many troubles, 
had this one consolation that, should all other resources fail, he might 
build up his fortunes by tearing his house down Yet, unless he felt a lurk- 
ing distrust of the golden tale, it is difficult to account for his permitting 
the paternal roof to stand so long, since he had never yet seen the mo- 
ment when his predecessor’s treasure would not have found plenty of 
room in his own strong box But now was the crisis Should he delay the 
search a little longer, the house would pass from the lineal heir, and with 
it the vast heap of gold, to remain m its burial-place, till the rum of the 
aged walls should discover it to strangers of a future generation 

“Yes' ” cried Peter Goldthwaite, again, “to-morrow I will set about it ” 

The deeper he looked at the matter the more certain of success grew 
Peter His spirits were naturally so elastic that even now, m the blasted 
autumn of his age, he could often compete with the sprmg-time gayety of 
other people Enlivened by his brightening prospects, he began to caper 
about the kitchen like a hobgoblin, with the queerest antics of his lean 
limbs, and gesticulations of his starved features Nay, m the exuberance 
of his feelings, he seized both of Tabitha’s hands, and danced the old lady 
across the floor, till the oddity of her rheumatic motions set him into a 
Toar of laughter, which was echoed back from the rooms and chambers, as 
if Peter Goldthwaite were laughing in every one Finally he bounded up- 
ward almost out of sight, into the smoke that clouded the roof of the 
kitchen, and, alighting safely on the floor again, endeavored to resume his 
customary gravity 

“To-morrow, at sunrise,” he repeated, taking his lamp to retire to bed, 
“I’ll see whether this treasure be hid in the wall of the garret ” 

“And as we’re out of wood, Mr Peter,” said Tabitha, puffing and pant- 
ing with her late gymnastics, “as fast as you tear the house down. I’ll 
make a fire with the pieces ” 

Gorgeous that night were the dreams of Peter Goldthwaite' At one 
time he was turning a ponderous key m an iron door not unlike the door 
of a sepulchre, but which, being opened, disclosed a vault heaped up with 
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gold coin, as plentifully as golden corn in a granary There were chased 
goblets, also, and tureens, salvers, dinner dishes, and dish covers of gold, 
or silver gilt, besides chains and other jewels, incalculably rich, though 
tarnished with the damps of the vault, for, of all the wealth that was ir- 
revocably lost to the man, whether buried in the earth or sunken in the 
sea, Peter Goldthwaite had found it in this one treasure-place Anon, he 
had returned to the old house as poor as ever, and was received at the 
door by the gaunt and grizzled figure of a man whom he might have mis- 
taken for himself, only that his garments were of a much elder fashion 
But the house, without losing its former aspect, had been changed into a 
palace of the precious metals The floors, walls, and ceiling were of bur- 
nished silver, the doors, the window frames, the cornices, the balustrades, 
and the steps of the staircase, of pure gold, and silver, with goli bottoms, 
were the chairs, and gold, standing on silver legs, the high chests of 
drawers, and silver the bedsteads, with blankets of woven gold, and sheets 
of silver tissue The house had evidently been transmuted by a single 
touch , for it retained all the marks that Peter remembered, but m gold or 
silver instead of wood, and the initials of his name, which, when a boj^^, he 
had cut in the wooden door-post, remained as deep in the pillar of gold A 
happy man would have been Peter Goldthwaite except for a certain ocu- 
lar deception, which, whenever he glanced backwards, caused the house to 
darken from its glittering magnificence into the sordid gloom of yesterday 
Up, betimes, rose Peter, seized an axe, hammer, and saw, which he had 
placed by his bedside, and hied him to the garret It was but scantily 
lighted up, as yet, by the frosty fragments of a sunbeam, which began to 
glimmer through the almost opaque bull’s-eyes' of the window A moral- 
izer might find abundant themes for his speculative and impracticable 
wisdom m a garret There is the limbo of departed fashions, aged trifles 
of a day, and whatever was valuable only to one generation of men, and 
which passed to the garret when that generation passed to the grave, not 
for safe keeping, but to be out of the way Peter saw piles of yellow and 
musty account-books, m parchment covers, wherein creditors, long dead 
and buried, had written the names of dead and buried debtors in ink now 
so faded that their moss-grown tombstones were more legible He found 
old moth-eaten garments all in rags and tatters, or Peter would have put 
them on Here was a naked and rusty sword, not a sword of service, but a 
gentleman’s small French rapier, which had never left its scabbard till it 
lost it Here were canes of twenty different sorts, but no gold-headed ones, 
and shoe-buckles of various pattern and material, but not silver nor set 
with precious stones Here was a large box full of shoes, with high heels 
and peaked toes Here, on a shelf, were a multitude of phials, hdf-filled 
with old apothecaries’ stuff, which, when the other half had done its busi- 
ness on Peter’s ancestors, had been brought hither from the death cham- 
ber Here not to give a longer inventory of articles that will never be 
put up at auction was the fragment of a full-length looking-glass, which, 
by the dust and dimness of its surface, made the picture of these old 
things look older than the reality When Peter, not knowing that there 
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■was a mirror there, caught the faint traces of his own figure, he partly im- 
agined that the former Peter Goldthwaite had come back, either to assist 
or impede his search for the hidden wealth And at that moment a strange 
notion glimmered through his brain that he was the identical Peter who 
had concealed the gold, and ought to know whereabout it lay This, how- 
ever, he had unacountably forgotten 

“Well, Mr Petei ' ” cried Tabitha, on the garret staiis “Have you torn 
the house down enough to heat the teakettle?” 

“Not yet, old Tabby,” answered Peter, “but that’s soon done as you 
shall see ” 

With the word m his mouth, he uplifted the axe, and laid about him so 
vigoiously that the dust flew, the boards crashed, and, in a tv^inkhng, the 
old woman had an apion full of broken rubbish 
“We shall get our winter’s wood cheap,” quoth Tabitha 
The good work being thus commenced, Peter beat down all before him, 
smiting and hewing at the joists and timbers, unclinchmg spike-nails, rip- 
pmg and teaiing away boards, with a tremendous racket, from morning 
till night He took care, however, to leave the outside shell of the house 
untouched, so that the neighbors might not suspect what was going on 
Never, in any of his vagaries, though each had made him happy while 
it lasted, had Peter been happier than now Perhaps, after all, there was 
soraethmg m Peter Goldthwaite’s turn of mind, which brought him an in- 
ward recompense foi all the external evil that it caused If he w^ere poor, 
ill-clad, even hungry, and exposed, as it were, to be utterly annihilated by 
a precipice of impending rum, yet only his body remained m these mis- 
erable circumstances, ■while his aspiring soul enjoyed the sunshine of a 
bright futurity It was his nature to be alw^ays young, and the tendency of 
his mode of life to keep him so Gray hairs were nothing, no, nor wrinkles, 
nor infirmity, he might look old, indeed, and be somewhat disagreeably 
connected with a gaunt old figure, much the worse for w^ear, but the true, 
the essential Peter w^as a young man of high hopes, just entering on the 
world At the kindling of each new fire, his burnt-out youth rose afresh 
from the old embers and ashes It rose exulting now Ha-vmg lived thus 
long not too long, but just to the right age a susceptible bachelor, with 
warm and tender dreams, he resolved, so soon as the hidden gold should 
flash to light, to go a-wooing, and win the love of the fairest maid m to’wn 
What heart could resist him^ Happy Peter Goldthwaite’ 

Every evening as Peter had long absented himself from his former 
loungmg-places, at insurance offices, news-rooms, and bookstores, and as 
the honor of his company was seldom requested in private circles he and 
Tabitha used to sit down sociably by the kitchen hearth This was always 
heaped plentifully with the rubbish of his day’s labor As the foundation 
of the fire, there would be a goodly-sized backlog of red oak, which, after 
being sheltered from rain or damp above a century, still hissed -with the 
heat, and distilled streams of water from each end, as if the tiee had been 
cut down withm a week or two Next these were large sticks, sound, black, 
and heavy, which had lost the principle of decay, and were mdestructible 
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except by fire, wherein they glowed like red-hot bars of iron On this solid 
basis, Tabitha would rear a lighter structure, composed of the splinters of 
door panels, ornamented mouldings, and such quick combustibles, which 
caught like straw, and threw a brilliant blaze high up the spacious flue, 
making its sooty sides visible almost to the chimney-top. Meantime, the 
gleam of the old kitchen would be chased out of the cobwebbed corners, 
and away from the dusky cross-beams overhead, and driven nobody could 
tell whither, while Peter smiled Wee a gladsome man, and Tabitha seemed 
a picture of comfortable age All this, of course, was but an emblem of die 
bright fortune which the destruction of the house would shed upon its oc- 
cupants 

While the dry pine was flaming and crackling, like an irregular dis- 
charge of fairy musketry, Peter sat looking and listening, m a pleasant 
state of excitement But, when the brief blaze and uproar were succeeded 
by the dark-red glow, the substantial heat, and the deep singing sound, 
which were to last throughout the evening, his humor became talkative 
One night, the hundredth time, he teased Tabitha to tell him something 
new about his great-granduncle 

“You have been sitting m that chimney-corner fifty-five yeais, old Tab- 
by, and must have heard many a tradition about him,” said Peter “Did 
not you tell me that, when you first came to the house, there was an old 
woman sitting where you sit now, who had been housekeeper to the fa- 
mous Peter Goldthwaite?” 

“So there was, Mr Peter,” answered Tabitha, “and she was near about 
a hundred years old She used to say that she and old Peter Goldthw'aite 
had often spent a sociable evening by the kitchen fire pretty much as 
you and I are doing now, Mr Peter ” 

“The old fellow must have resembled me in more points than one,” said 
Peter, complacently, “or he never would have growm so rich But, me- 
thinks, he might have invested the money better than he did no inter- 
est ' nothing but good security ' and the house to be torn down to come 
at it' What made him hide it so snug, Tabby 

“Because he could not spend it,” said Tabitha, “for as often as he W'ent 
to unlock the chest, the Old Scratch came behind and caught his arm The 
money, they say, was paid Peter out of his purse, and he wanted Peter to 
give him a deed of this house and land, which Peter swoie he would not 
do” 

“Just as I swore to John Brown, my old partner,” remarked Peter 
“But this is all nonsense. Tabby ' I don’t believe the story ” 

“Well, It may not be just the truth,” said Tabitha, “for some folks say 
that Peter did make over the house to the Old Scratch, and that’s the rea- 
son it has always been so unlucky to them that lived in it And as soon as 
Peter had given him the deed, the chest flew open, and Peter caught up a 
handful of the gold But, lo and behold ' there was nothing in his fist but 
a parcel of old rags ” 

“Hold your tongue, you silly old Tabby'” cried Peter in great wrath 
“They were as good golden guineas as ever bore the effigies of the king of 
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England It seems as if I could recollect the whole circumstance, and how 
I or old Peter, or whoever it was, thrust in my hand, or his hand, and 
drew It out all of a blaze with gold Old rags, indeed' ” 

But it was not an old woman’s legend that would discourage Peter 
Goldthwaite All night long he slept among pleasant dreams, and awoke 
at daylight with a ]oyous throb of the heart, which few are fortunate 
enough to feel beyond their boyhood Day after day he labored hard with- 
out wasting a moment, except at meal times, when Tabitha summoned 
him to the pork and cabbage, or such other sustenance as she had picked 
up, or Providence had sent them Being a truly pious man, Peter never 
failed to ask a blessing , if the food were none of the best, then so much 
the more earnestly, as it was more needed, nor to return thanks, if the 
dinner had been scanty, yet for the good appetite, which was better than 
a sick stomach at a feast Then did he hurry back to his toil, and, m a mo- 
ment, was lost to sight m a cloud of dust from the old walls, though suf- 
ficiently perceptible to the ear by the clatter which he raised in the midst 
of It How enviable is the consciousness of being usefully employed' 
Nothing troubled Peter, or nothing but those phantoms of the mind 
which seem like vague recollections, yet have also the aspect of presenti- 
ments He often paused, with his axe uplifted m the air, and said to him- 
self, “Peter Goldthwaite, did you never strike this blow before^” or, 
“Peter, what need of tearing the whole house dowii? Think a little while, 
and you will remember where the gold is hidden ” Days and weeks passed 
on, however, without any remarkable discovery Sometimes, indeed, a 
lean, gray rat peeped forth at the lean, gray man, wondering what devil 
had got into the old house, which had always been so peaceable till now. 
And, occasionally, Peter sympathized with the sorrows of a female mouse, 
who had brought five or six pretty, little, soft and delicate young ones into 
the world just in time to see them crushed by its rum But, as yet, no 
treasure ' 

By this time, Peter, being as determined as Fate and as diligent as 
Time, had made an end with the uppermost regions, and got down to the 
second story, where he was busy in one of the front chambers. It had for- 
merly been the state bed-chamber, and was honored by tradition as the 
sleeping apartment of Governor Dudley, and many other eminent guests 
The furniture was gone There were remnants of faded and tattered 
paper-hangings, but larger spaces of bare wall ornamented with charcoal 
sketches, chiefly of people’s heads in profile These being specimens of 
Peter’s youthful genius, it went more to his heart to obliterate them than 
if they had been pictures on a church wall by Michael Angelo One sketch, 
however, and that the best one, affected him differently. It represented a 
ragged man, partly supporting himself on a spade, and bending his lean 
body over a hole in the earth, with one hand extended to grasp something 
that he had found But close behmd him, with a fiendish laugh on his fea- 
turp, appeared a figure with horns, a tufted tail, and a cloven hoof 
Avaunt, Satan ' ” cried Peter “The man shall have his gold ' ” 

Uplifting his axe, he hit the horned gentleman such a blow on the head 
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as not only demolished him, but the treasure-seeker also, and caused the 
whole scene to vanish like magic. Moreover, his axe broke quite through 
the plaster and laths, and discovered a cavity 

“Mercy on us, Mr Peter, are you quarrelling with the Old Scratch?” 
said Tabitha, who was seeking some fuel to put under the pot 

Without answering the old woman, Peter broke down a further space of 
the wall, and laid open a small closet or cupboard, on one side of the fire- 
place, about breast high from the ground It contained nothing but a 
brass lamp, covered with verdigris, and a dusty piece of parchment While 
Peter inspected the latter, Tabitha seized the lamp, and began to rub it 
with her apron 

“There is no use in rubbing it, Tabitha,” said Peter “It is not Alad- 
din’s lamp, though I take it to be a token of as much luck Look here, 
Tabby'” 

Tabitha took the parchment and held it close to her nose, which was 
saddled with a pan of iron-bound spectacles But no sooner had she began 
to puzzle over it than she burst into a chuckling laugh, holding both her 
hands against her sides 

“You can’t make a fool of the old woman'” cried she “This is your 
own handwriting, Mr Peter ' the same as m the letter you sent me from 
Mexico ” 

“There is certainly a considerable resemblance/’ said Peter, again ex- 
amining the parchment “But you know yourself. Tabby, that this closet 
irwi''*- have been plastered np before you came to the house, or I came mto 
the wi rld No, this is old Peter Goldthwaite’s writmg, these columns of 
pounds, shillings, and pence are his figures, denoting the amount of the 
treasure, and this at the bottom is, doubtless, a reference to the place of 
concealment But the ink has either faded or peeled off, so that it is abso- 
lutely illegible What a pity'” 

“Well, this lamp is as good as new That’s some comfort,” said Tabitha. 

“A lamp ' ” thought Peter “That indicates light on my researches.” 

For the present, Peter felt more inclined to ponder on this discovery 
than to resume his labors After Tabitha had gone down stairs, he stood 
poring over the parchment, at one of the front windows, which was so ob- 
scured with dust that the sun could barely throw an uncertain shadow of 
the casement across the floor Peter forced it open, and looked out upon 
the gieat street of the town, while the sun looked in at his old house The 
air, though mild, and even warm, thrilled Peter as with a dash of water. 

It was the first day of the January thaw The snow lay deep upon the 
house-tops, but was rapidly dissolving into millions of water-drops, which 
sparkled downwards through the sunshine, with the noise of a summer 
shower beneath the eaves Along the street, the trodden snow was as hard 
and solid as a pavement of white marble, and had not yet grown moist in 
the spring-like temperature But when Peter thrust forth his head, he saw 
that the inhabitants, if not the town, were already thawed out by this 
warm day, after two or three weeks of winter weather It gladdened him 

a gladness with a sigh breathing through it to see the stream of ladies. 
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gliding along the slippery sidewalks, with their red cheeks set off by quilt- 
ed hoods, boas, and sable capes, like roses amidst a new kind of foliage. 
The sleigh-bells jingled to and fro continually sometimes announcing the 
arrival of a sleigh from Vermont, laden with the frozen bodies of porkers, 
or sheep, and perhaps a deer or tno, sometimes of a regular market-man, 
with chictens, geese, and turkeys, comprising tlie ivhole colony of a barn 
yard, and sometimes of a farmer and his dame, who had come to toivn 
partly for the ride, partly to go a-shoppmg, and partly for the sale of some 
eggs and butter This couple rode in an old-fashioned square sleigh, w’hich 
had served them twenty winters, and stood tw^enty summers m the sun be- 
side their door Now', a gentleman and lad}' skimmed the snow' in an ele- 
gant car, shaped somewhat like a cockle-shell. Now', a stage-sIeigh, with 
its cloth curtains thrust aside to admit the sun, dashed rapidly down tlie 
street, whirling m and out among the vehicles that obstructed its passage. 
Now' came, round a comer, the similitude of Noah’s ark on runners, being 
an immense open sleigh wnth seats for fifty people, and draivn by a dozen 
horses This spacious receptacle was populous W'lth merry maids and 
merry bachelors, merry girls and boys, and merry old folks, all alive w ith 
fun, and grinning to the full w'ldth of their mouths They kept up a buzz 
of babbling voices and low laughter, and sometimes burst into a deep, joy- 
ous shout, which the spectators answ'ered ivith three cheers, while a gang 
of roguish boys let drive their snowballs right among the pleasure party 
The sleigh passed on, and, w'hen concealed by a bend of the street, was 
still audible by a distant cry of merriment 

Never had Peter beheld a livelier scene than was constituted by all 
these accessories the bright sun, the flashing w'ater-drops, the gleaming 
snow, the cheerful multitude, the variety of rapid vehicles, and the jmgle 
jangle of merry bells which made the heart dance to their music Nothing 
dismal was to be seen, except that peaked piece of antiquity, Peter Gold- 
thwaite’s house, which might well look sad externally, since such a ter- 
rible consumption was preying on its insides And Peter’s gaunt figure, 
half visible in the projecting second story, was w'orthy of his house 

“Peter t How goes it, friend Peter?” cried a voice acioss the street, as 
Peter was drawing in his head “Look out here, Peter i ” 

Peter looked, and saw his old partner, Mr John Brown, on the opposite 
sidewalk, portly and comfortable, with his furred cloak thrown open, dis- 
closing a handsome surtout beneath His voice had directed the attention 
of the whole town to Peter Goldthwaite’s window, and to the dusty scaie- 
crow' which appeared at it 

“I say, Peter,” cried Mr, Brown again, “what the devil are you about 
there, that I hear such a racket whenever I pass by? You are repairing the 
old house, I suppose, making a new one of it, eh?” 

“Too late for that, I am afraid, Mr Brown,” replied Peter “If I make 
it new, it will be new inside and out, frcfm the cellar upwards.” 

“Had not you better let me take the job?” said Mr Brown, signific- 
antly 

“Not yeti” answered Peter, hastily shutting the window, for, ever 
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Since he had been m search of the treasure, he hated to have people stare 
at him 

As he drew back, ashamed of his outward poverty, yet proud of the se- 
cret wealth within his grasp, a haughty smile shone out on Peter’s visage, 
with precisely the effect of the dim sunbeams in the squalid chamber He 
endeavored to assume such a mien as his ancestor had probably worn, 
when he gloried in the building of a strong house for a home to many gen- 
erations of his posterity But the chamber was very dark to his snow-daz- 
zled eyes, and very dismal too, in contrast with the living scene that he 
had just looked upon His brief glimpse into the street had given him a 
forcible impression of the manner in which the world kept itself cheerful 
and prosperous, by social pleasures and an intercourse of business, while 
he, in seclusion, was pursuing an object that might possibly be a phan- 
tasm, by a method which most people would call madness It is one great 
advantage of a gregarious mode of life that each person rectifies his mind 
by other minds, and squares his conduct to that of his neighbors, so as sel- 
dom to be lost in eccentricity Peter Goldthwaite had exposed himself to 
tins influence by merely looking out of the window For a while, he doubt- 
ed whether theie were any hidden chest of gold, and, m that case, whether 
he was so exceedingly wise to tear the house down, only to be convinced 
of its non-existence 

But this was momentary Peter, the Destroyer, resumed the task which 
fate had assigned him, nor faltered again till it was accomplished In the 
course of his search, he met with many things that are usually found in 
the rums of an old house, and also with some that are not What seemed 
most to the purpose was a rusty key, which had been thrust into a chink 
of the wall, with a wooden label appended to the handle, bearing the ini- 
tials, P G Another singular discovery was that of a bottle of wine, walled 
up m an old oven A tradition ran in the family, that Peter’s grandfather, 
a jovial officer in the old French War, had set aside many dozens of the 
precious liquor for the benefit of topers then unborn Peter needed no cor- 
dial to sustain his hopes, and therefore kept the wine to gladden his suc- 
cess Many halfpence did he pick up, that had been lost through the 
Clacks of the flooi, and some few Spanish coins, and the half of a broken 
sixpence, which had doubtless been a love token There was likewise a sil- 
ver coronation medal of George the Third But old Peter Goldthwaite’s 
strong box fled from one dark corner to anothei, or otherwise eluded the 
second Peter’s clutches, till, should he seek much farther, he must burrow 
into the earth 

We will not follow him in his triumphant progress, step by step Suf- 
fice It that Peter worked like a steam-engine, and finished, m that one 
winter, the job which all the former inhabitants of the house, with time 
and the elements to aid them, had only half done m a century Except the 
kitchen, every room and chamber was now gutted The house was nothing 
but a shell, the apparition of a house, as unreal as the painted edifices 
of a theatre It was like the perfect rmd of a great cheese, in which a 
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mouse had dwelt and nibbled till it was a cheese no more And Peter was 
the mouse 

What Peter had torn down, Tabitha had burned up, for she wisely con- 
sidered that, without a house, they should need no wood to warm it, and 
therefoie economy was nonsense Thus the whole house might be said to 
have dissolved in smoke, and flown up among the clouds, through the 
great black flue of the kitchen chimney It was an admirable parallel to 
the feat of the man who jumped down his own throat 

On the night between the last day of winter and the first of spring, 
every chink and cranny had been ransacked, except within the precincts 
of the kitchen This fated evening was an ugly one A snow-storm had set 
m some hours before, and was still driven and tossed about the atmos- 
phere by a real hurricane, which fought against the house as if the prince 
of the air, m person, were putting the final stroke to Peter’s labors The 
framework being so much weakened, and the inward props removed, it 
would have been no marvel if, m some stronger wrestle of the blast, the 
rotten walls of the edifice, and all the peaked roofs, had come crushing 
down upon the owner’s head He, however, was careless of the peril, but 
as wild and restless as the night itself, or as the flame that quivered up 
the chimney at each roar of the tempestuous wind 

“The wine, Tabitha'” he cried “My grandfather’s rich old wine' We 
will drink it now' ” 

Tabitha arose from her smoke-blackened bench m the chimney-corner, 
and placed the bottle befoie Peter, close beside the old brass lamp, which 
had likewise been the prize of his researches Peter held it before his eyes, 
and, looking through the liquid medium, beheld the kitchen illuminated 
with a golden glory, which also enveloped Tabitha and gilded her silver 
hair, and converted her mean garments into robes of queenly splendor It 
reminded him of his golden dream 

“Mr Peter,” remarked Tabitha, “must the wine be drunk before the 
money is found?” 

“The money is found' ” exclaimed Peter, with a sort of fierceness “The 
chest IS within my reach I will not sleep, till I have turned this key m 
the rusty lock But, first of all, let us drmk ' ” 

There being no corkscrew m the house, he smote the neck of the bottle 
with old Peter Goldthwaite’s rusty key, and decapitated the sealed cork 
at a single blow He then filled two little china teacups, which Tabitha 
had brought from the cupboard So clear and brilliant was this aged wine 
that it shone within the cups, and rendered the sprig of scarlet flowers, at 
the bottom of each, more distinctly visible than when there had been no 
wine theie Its rich and delicate perfume wasted itself round the kitchen 

“Drink, Tabitha' ” cried Peter “Blessings on the honest old fellow who 
set aside this good liquor for you and me' And here’s to Peter Gold- 
thwaite’s memory' ” 

“And good cause have we to remember him,” quoth Tabitha, as she 
drank 



ioo8 the works of HAWTHORNE 

How many years, and through w^hat changes of fortune and various cal- 
amity, had that bottle hoarded up its effervescent joy, to be quaffed at 
last by two such boon companions' A portion of the happiness of the for- 
mer age had been kept for them, and was now set fiee, m a crowd of re- 
joicing visions, to sport amid the storm and desolation of the present time 
Until they have finished the bottle, we must turn our eyes elsenhere 
It so chanced that, on this stormy night, Mr John Brown found bim- 
self ill at ease m his wire-cushioned arm-chair, by the glowang grate of 
anthracite w'hich heated his handsome parlor He W'as natural!}^ a good 
sort of a man, and kind and pitiful ivhenever the misfortunes of others 
happened to reach his heait through the padded vest of his own prosper- 
ity This evening he had thought much about his old partner, Peter Gold- 
thwaite, his strange vagaries, and continual ill luck, the poveity of his 
dwelling, at Mr Browm’s last visit, and Peter’s crazed and haggard as- 
pect when he had talked wuth him at the window 

‘‘Poor fellow'” thought Mr John Brow’n “Poor, crackbrained Peter 
Goldthwmte' For old acquaintance’ sake, I ought 1o have taken care that 
he was comfortable this rough wnnter ” 

These feelings grew' so pow'erful that, m spite of the inclement weather, 
he resolved to visit Peter Goldthwaite immediately The strength of the 
impulse was really singular Every shriek of the blast seemed a summons, 
or w'ould have seemed so, had Mi Browm been accustomed to hear the 
echoes of his own fancy in the wand "Much amazed at such acti\ e benevo- 
lence, Le huddled himself m his cloak, muffled his throat and ears in com- 
forters and handkerchiefs, and, thus fortified, bade defiance to the temp- 
est But the powers of the air had rather the best of the battle Mr Brown 
was just weathering the corner, by Peter Goldthw'aite’s house, when the 
hurricane caught him off his feet, tossed him face downw ard into a snow' 
bank, and proceeded to bury his protuberant part beneath fresh drifts 
There seemed little hope of his reappearance earlier than the next thaw' 
At the same moment his hat w'as snatched away, and whirled aloft into 
some far distant region, w'hence no tidings have as yet returned 

Nevertheless Mr Brow'n contrived to burrow' a passage through the 
snow'-drift, and, with his bare head bent against the storm, floundered on- 
ward to Peter’s door There W'as such a crewing and groaning and rattling, 
and such an ommous shaking throughout the crazy edifice, tliat the loud- 
est rap w'ould have been inaudible to those w'lthm He therefore entered, 
w'lthout ceremony, and groped his way to the kitdien 
His intrusion, even there, was unnoticed Peter and Tabitha stood with 
their backs to the door, stooping over a large chest, w'hich, apparently, 
they had just dragged from a cavity, or concealed closet, on the left side 
of the chimney By the lamp in the old woman’s hand, Mr Brow'n saw 
that the chest was barred and clamped with iron, strengthened with iron 
plates and studded with iron nails, so as to be a fit receptacle m which the 
w'ealth of one century might be hoarded up for the wants of another 
Peter Goldthwaite was inserting a key into the lock 

“O Tabitha'” cried he, w'lth tremulous rapture, “how' shall I endure 
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the effulgence? The gold' the bright, bright gold' Methmks I can re- 
member my last glance at it, just as the iron-plated hd fell down And 
ever since, being seventy years, it has been blazing m secret, and gather- 
ing its splendor against this glorious moment' It will flash upon us lilce 
the noonday sun ' ” 

“Then shade your eyes, Mr Peter'” said Tabitha, with somewhat less 
patience than usual “But, for mercy’s sake, do turn the key ' ” 

And, with a strong effoit of both hands, Peter did foice the lUsty key 
through the intricacies of the rusty lock Mr Brown, m the mean time, 
had drawn near, and thiust his eager visage between those of the other 
two, at the instant that Peter threw up the Iid No sudden blaze illumin- 
ated the kitchen 

“What’s here^” exclaimed Tabitha, adjusting her spectacles, and hold- 
ing the lamp over the open chest. “Old Peter Goldthwaite’s hoard of old 
rags ” 

“Pretty much so. Tabby,” said Mr Brown, lifting a handful of the 
treasure 

Oh, what a ghost of dead and buried wealth had Peter Goldthwaite 
raised, to scare himself out of his scanty wits withal ' Here was the sem- 
blance of an mcalculable sum, enough to purchase the whole town, and 
build every street anew, but which, vast as it was, no sane man would 
have given a solid sixpence for What then, m sober earnest, were the de- 
lusive treasures of the chest? Why, heie were old provincial bills of credit, 
and treasuiy notes, and bills of land, banks, and all other bubbles of the 
sort, from the first issue, above a century and a half ago, down nearly to 
*he Revolution Bills of a thousand pounds were intermixed with parch- 
ment pennies, and worth no more than they 

“And this, then, is old Petei Goldthwaite’s treasure' ” said John Brown. 
“Your namesake, Peter, was something lilce yourself, and, when the pro- 
vincial currency had depreciated fifty or seventy-five per cent , he bought 
it up m expectation of a rise I have heard my grandfathei say that old 
Peter gave his fathei a mortgage of this very house and land, to raise cash 
for his silly project But the currency kept sinking, till nobody would talce 
it as a gift, and there was old Peter Goldthwaite, like Peter the second, 
with thousands m his strong box and hardly a coat to his back He went 
mad upon the strength of it But, never mind, Petei ' It is just the sort of 
capital for building castles m the air ” 

“The house will be down about our ears'” cried Tabitha, as the wmd 
shook it with increasing violence 

“Let it fall'” said Peter, folding his arms, as he seated himself upon 
the chest 

“No, no, my old friend Peter,” said John Brown “I have house room 
for you and Tabby, and a safe vault for the chest of treasure To-morrow 
we will try to come to an agreement about the sale of this old house Real 
estate is well up, and I could afford you a pretty handsome price ” 

“And I,” observed Petei Goldthwaite, with reviving spirits, “have a 
plan for laying out the cash to great advantage ” 
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“Why, as to that,” muttered John Brown to himself, “we must apply 
to the next court foi a guardian to take care of the solid cash , and if Pe- 
ter insists upon speculating, he may do it, to his heart’s content, with old 
Peter Goldthwaite’s Treasure ” 
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One day, m the sick chamber of Father Ephraim, who had been forty 
years the presiding elder ovei the Shaker settlement at Goshen, there was 
an assemblage of several of the chief men of the sect Individuals had come 
from the rich establishment at Lebanon, from Canterbury, Harvard, and 
Alfred, and from all the other localities where this strange people have 
fertilized the rugged hills of New England by their systematic industry 
An elder was likewise there, who had made a pilgrimage of a thousand 
miles from a village of the faithful m Kentucky, to visit his spiritual kin- 
dred, the children of the sainted mother Ann He had partaken of the 
homely abundance of their tables, had quaffed the far-famed Shaker ci- 
der, and had joined in the sacred dance, every step of which is believed to 
alienate the enthusiast fioni earth, and bear him onward to heavenly pur- 
ity and bliss His brethren of the north had now courteously invited him 
to be present on an occasion, when the concurrence of every eminent mem- 
ber of their community was peculiarly desirable 

The venerable Father Ephraim sat m his easy chair, not only hoary 
headed and infirm with age, but worn aown by a lingering disease, which, 
it was evident, would very soon transfer his patriarchal staff to otlier 
hands At his footstool stood a man and woman, both clad in the Shaker 
garb 

“My brethren,” said Father Ephraim to the sunounding elders, feebly 
exerting himself to utter these few words, “here are the son and daughter 
to whom I would commit the trust of which Providence is about to lighten 
my weary shoulders Read their faces, I pray you, and say whetlier the in- 
ward movement of the spirit hath guided my choice aright ” 

Accordingly, each elder looked at the two candidates with a most sciu- 
timzing gaze The man, whose name was Adam Colburn, had a face sun- 
burnt with labor m the fields, yet intelligent, thoughtful, and traced with 
cares enough for a whole lifetime, though he had barely reached middle 
age There was something severe m his aspect, and a rigidity throughout 
his person, characteristics that caused him generally to be taken for a 
school-master, which vocation, in fact, he had formerly exercised for sev- 
eral years The woman, Martha Pierson, was somewhat above thirty, thin 
and pale, as a Shaker sister almost invariably is, and not entirely free 
from that corpse-like appearance which the garb of the sisteihood is so 
well calculated to impart 

“This pair are still in the summer of their years,” observed the elder 
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from Harvard, a shrewd old man “I would like better to see the hoar- 
frost of autumn on their heads Methmks, also, they will be exposed to 
peculiar temptations, on account of the carnal desires which have here- 
tofore subsisted between them ” 

“Nay, brother,” said the elder fiom Canterbur}^, “the hoar-frost and 
the black-frost hath done its work on Brother Adam and Sister Martha, 
even as we sometimes discern its traces in our cornfields, while they are 
yet green And why should we question the wisdom of our venerable Fath- 
er’s purpose although this pair, m their early youth, have loved one an- 
other as the world’s people love? Are there not many brethren and sisters 
among us, who have lived long together m wedlock, yet, adopting our 
faith, find their hearts purified from all but spiritual affection?” 

Whether or no the early loves of Adam and Martha had rendered it in- 
expedient that they should now preside together over a Shaker village, it 
was certainly most smgular that such should be the final result of many 
warm and tender hopes Children of neighboring families, their affection 
was older even than their school-days, it seemed an innate principle, in- 
terfused among all their sentiments and feelings, and not so much a dis- 
tinct remembrance, as connected with their whole volume of remem- 
brances But, just as they reached a proper age for their union, misfor- 
tunes had fallen heavily on both, and made it necessary that they should 
resort to personal labor for a bare subsistence Even under these circum- 
stances, Martha Pierson would probably have consented to unite her fate 
with Adam Colburn’s, and, secure of the bliss of mutual love, would pa- 
tiently have awaited the less important gifts of fortune But Adam, being 
of a calm and cautious character, was loath to relinquish the advantages 
which a single man possesses for raising himself m the woild Year after 
year, therefore, their marriage had been deferred Adam Colburn had fol- 
lowed many vocations, had travelled far, and seen much of the world and 
of life Martha had earned her bread sometimes as a seamstress, some- 
times as help to a farmer’s wife, sometimes as school-mistress of the vil- 
lage children, sometimes as a nurse oi watcher of the sick, thus acquiring 
a varied experience, the ultimate use of whicli she little anticipated But 
nothing had gone prosperously with either of the lovers, at no subsequent 
moment would matrimony have been so prudent a measure as when they 
had first parted, m the opening bloom of life, to seek a better fortune 
Still they had held fast then mutual faith Martha might have been the 
wife of a man who sat among the senatois of his native state, and Adam 
could have won the hand, as he had unintentionally won the heart, of a 
rich and comely widow But neither of them defied good fortune save to 
share it with tlie other 

At length that calm despair which occurs only in a strong and some- 
what stubborn character, and yields to no second spring of hope, settled 
down on the spirit of Adam Colburn He sought an interview with Mar- 
tha, and proposed that they should jom the Society of Shakers The con- 
verts of this sect are oftener driven within its hospitable gates by worldly 
misfortune than drawn thither bx fanaticism, and are received without in- 
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qmsition as to their motives Martha, faithful still, had placed hei hand in 
that of her lover, and accompanied him to the Shaker village Here the 
natural capacity of each, cultivated and strengthened by the difficulties 
of their previous lives, had soon gamed them an important rank m the So- 
ciety, whose members are generally below the ordinary standaid of intel- 
ligence Their faith and feelings had, m some degree, become assimilated 
to those of their fellow-worshippers Adam Colburn giadually acquired 
reputation, not only in the management of the temporal affairs of the So- 
ciety, but as a clear and efficient preacher of their doctrines Martha was 
not less distinguished m the duties proper to her sex Finally, when the in- 
firmities of Father Ephraim had admonished him to seek a successor m 
his patriarchal office, he thought of Afiam and Martha, and proposed to 
renew, m their persons, the primitive form of Shaker government, as es- 
tablished by Mother Ann They were to be the Father and Mother of the 
village The simple ceremony, which would constitute them such, was now 
to be performed 

“Som 'Adam,- and daughter Martha,” said the venerable Father 
^-Ephraim, fixing his aged eyes piercingly upon them, “if ye can conscien- 
tiously undertake this charge, speak, that the brethren may not doubt of 
your fitness ” 

“Father,” replied Adam, speaking with the calmness of his chaiacter, 
“I came to your village a disappointed man, weary of the world, worn out 
with contmual trouble, seeking only a security against evil fortune, as I 
had no hope of good Even my wishes of worldly success were almost dead 
within me I came hither as a man might come to a tomb, willing to lie 
down m its gloom and coldness, for the sake of its peace and quiet There 
was but one earthly affection m my breast, and it had grown calmer since 
my youth, so that I was satisfied to bring Martha to be my sistei, m our 
new abode We are brother and sister, nor would I have it otherwise And 
m this peaceful village I have found all that I hoped for, all that I de- 
sire I will strive, with my best strength, for the spiritual and temporal 
good of our community My conscience is not doubtful m this matter I 
am ready to receive the trust ” 

“Thou hast spoken well, son Adam,” said the Father “God will bless 
thee m the office which I am about to resign ” 

“But our sister I” observed the elder from Harvard, “hath she not like- 
wise a gift to declare her sentiments^” 

Maltha started, and moved her lips, as if she would have made a for- 
mal reply to this appeal But, had she attempted it, perhaps the old lecol- 
lections, the long-repressed feelings of childhood, youth, and womanhood, 
might have gushed from her heart, in words that it would have been pro- 
fanation to utter there 

“Adam has spoken,” said she hurriedly, “his sentiments are likewise 
mine ” 

But while speaking these few words, Martha grew so pale that she 
looked fitter to be laid in her coffin than to stand in the presence of Fath- 
er Ephraim and the elders, she shuddered, also, as if there were something 
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awful or horrible in her situation and destiny It required, indeed, a more 
than feminine strength of nerve, to sustain the fixed observance of men so 
exalted and famous throughout the sect as these were They had overcome 
their natural sympathy with human frailties and affections One, when he 
joined the Society, had bi ought with him his wife and children, but never, 
from that houi, had spoken a fond word to the former, or taken his best- 
loved child upon his knee Another, whose family refused to follow him, 
had been enabled such was his gift of holy fortitude to leave them to 
the mercy of the world The youngest of the elders, a man of about fifty, 
had been bied from infancy m a Shaker village, and was said never to 
have clasped a woman’s hand m his own, and to have no conception of a 
closer tie than the cold fraternal one of the sect Old Father Ephraim was 
the most awful character of all In his youth he had been a dissolute liber- 
tine, but was converted by Mother Ann herself, and had partaken of the 
wild fanaticism of the early Shakers Tradition whispered, at the firesides 
of the village, that Mothei Ann had been compelled to sear his heart of 
fiesh with a red-hot iron before it could be purified from earthly passions. 

However that might be, poor Martha had a woman’s heart, and a ten- 
der one, and it quailed within her, as she looked round at those stiange 
old men, and from them to the calm features of Adam Colburn But per- 
ceiving that the elders eyed her doubtfully, she gasped for breath, and 
again spoke. 

“With what strength is left me by my many tioubles,” said she, “I am 
ready to undertake this charge, and to do my best in it ” 

“My children, join your hands,^’ said Father Ephraim 

They did so The eldeis stood up around, and the Father feebly laised 
himself to a more erect position, but continued sitting m his great chair 

“I have bidden you to join your hands,” said he, “not m earthly affec- 
tion, foi ye have cast off its chains foiever, but as brother and sister m 
spiritual love, and helpers of one another m your allotted task Teach 
unto otheis the faith which ye have received Open wide your gates, I 
deliver you the keys thereof, open them wide to all who will give up the 
iniquities of the world, and come hithei to lead lives of purity and peace 
Receive the weary ones, who have known the vanity of earth, receive 
the little children, that they may never learn that miserable lesson And a 
blessing be upon your labors , so that the time may hasten on, w^hen the 
mission of Mother Ann shall have wrought its full effect, when children 
shall no more be born and die, and the last survivor of mortal race, some 
old and weary man like me, shall see the sun go down, nevermore to rise 
on a world of sin and sorrow' ” 

The aged Father sank back exhausted, and the surrounding elders 
deemed, with good reason, that the hour was come when the new heads of 
the village must enter on their patriarchal duties In their attention to 
Father Ephraim, their eyes were turned from Martha Pierson, who grew 
paler and paler, unnoticed even by Adam Colburn He, indeed, had with- 
drawn his hand from hers, and folded his arms with a sense of satisfied 
ambition But paler and paler grew Martha by his side, till, like a corpse 



1014 THE WORKS OF HAWTHORNE 

m its burial clothes, she sank down at the feet of her early lover, for, after 
many trials firmly borne, her heart could endure the weight of its desolate 
agony no longer. 


ENDICOTT AND THE RED CROSS 

At noon of on autumnal day, more than two centuries ago, the English 
colors weie displayed by the standard-bearer of the Salem trainband, 
which had mustered for martial exercise under the oiders of John 
Endicott It was a period when the religious exiles were accustomed often 
to buckle on their armor, and practise the handling of their weapons of 
war Since the first settlement of New England, its prospects had never 
been so dismal The dissensions between Charles the First and his subjects 
were then, and for several years aftenvards, confined to the floor of 
Parliament The measures of the King and ministry were rendered more 
tyrannically violent by an opposition, which had not yet acquired 
sufficient confidence m its own strength to resist royal injustice with the 
sword The bigoted and haughty primate. Laud, Archbishop of Canter- 
bury, controlled the religious affairs of the realm, and was consequently 
mvesced with powers which might have wTought the utter rum of the two 
Puritan colonies, Plymouth and Massachusetts There is evidence on 
record that our forefathers perceived their danger, but were resolved that 
their infant country should not fall without a stiuggle, even beneath the 
giant strength of the King’s right aim 

Such was the aspect of the times when the folds of the English ban- 
ner, with the Red Cross in its field, were flung out over a company of 
Puritans Their leader, the famous Endicott, was a man of stem and 
resolute countenance, the effect of which was heightened b)*^ a grizzled 
beard that swept the upper portion of his breastplate This piece of 
aimoi was so highly polished that the whole surrounding scene had its 
image in the glittering steel The central object in the miriored picture 
was an edifice of humble architecture with neither steeple nor bell to 
proclaim it what nevertheless it was the house of prayer A token of 
the perils of the wilderness was seen in the grim head of a wolf, which 
had just been slam within the precincts of the town, and according to 
the regular mode of claiming the bounty, was nailed on the porch of the 
meeting-house The blood was still plashing on the doorstep There 
happened to be visible, at the same noontide hour, so many other charac- 
teristics of the times and manners of the Puritans, that we must endeavor 
to represent them in a sketch, though far less vividly than they were re- 
flected in the polished breastplate of John Endicott 
In close vicinity to the sacred edifice appeared that important engine 
of Puritanic authority, the whippmg-post with the soil around it well 
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trodden by the feet of evil doers, who had there been disciplined At one 
corner of the meeting-house was the pillory, and at the other the stocks , 
and, by a singular good fortune for our sketch, the head of an Episcopalian 
and suspected Catholic was grotesquely incased in the former machine; 
while a fellow-criminal, who had boisterously quaffed a health to the king, 
was confined by the legs in the latter Side by side, on the meeting-house 
steps, stood a male and a female figure The man was a tall, lean, haggard 
personification of fanaticism, bearing on his breast this label, A 
Wanton Gospeller, which betokened that he had dared to give 
interpretations of Holy Writ unsanctioned by the infallible judgment of 
the civil and leligious rulers His aspect showed no lack of zeal to main- 
tain his heterodoxies, even at the stake The woman wore a cleft stick on 
her tongue, m appropriate retribution for having wagged that unruly 
member against the elders of the church, and her countenance and ges- 
tures gave much cause to apprehend that, the moment the stick should be 
removed, a repetition of the offence would demand new ingenuity m 
chastising it 

The above-mentioned individuals had been sentenced to undergo their 
various modes of ignominy, for the space of one hour at noonday But 
among the crowd were several whose punishment would be hfe-long, 
some, whose ears had been cropped, like those of puppy dogs, others, 
whose cheeks had been branded with the initials of their misdemeanors , 
one, with his nostrils slit and seared, and another, with a halter about 
his neck, which he was forbidden ever to take off, or to conceal beneath 
his garments Methmks he must have been grievously tempted to affix 
the other end of the rope to some convenient beam or bough There was 
likewise a young woman, with no mean share of beauty, whose doom 
it was to wear the letter A on the breast of her gown, m the eyes of all the 
world and her own children And even her own children knew what that 
initial signified Sporting with her infamy, the lost and desperate 
creature had embroidered the fatal token m scarlet cloth, with golden 
thread and the nicest art of needlework, so that the capital A might have 
been thought to mean Admirable, or anything rather than Adulteress 

Let not the reader argue, from any of these evidences of iniquity, that 
the times of the Puritans were more vicious than our own, when, as we 
pass along the very street of this sketch, we discern no badge of infamy 
on man or woman It was the policy of our ancestors to search out even 
the most secret sms, and expose them to shame, without fear or favor, m 
the broadest light of the noonday sun Were such the custom now, per- 
chance we imght find materials for a no less piquant sketch than the 
above 

Except the malefactors whom we have described, and the diseased or 
infirm persons, the whole male population of the town, between sixteen 
years and sixty, were seen m the ranks of the trainband A few stately 
savages, in all the pomp and dignity of the pnmeval Indian, stood gazing 
at the spectacle Their flint-headed arrows were but childish weapons 
compared with the matchlocks of the Puritans, and would have rattled 
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harmlessly against the steel caps and hammered iron breastplates which 
inclosed each soldier m an individual fortress The valiant John Endicott 
glanced with an eye of pride at his sturdy followeis, and piepared to re- 
new the martial toils of the day. 

“Come, my stout hearts i ” quoth he, drawing his sword. “Let us show 
these poor heathen that we can handle oui weapons like men of might 
Well for them, if they put us not to prove it m earnest’ ” 

The iron-breasted company straightened their line, and each man drew 
the heavy butt of his matchlock close to his left foot, thus awaiting the 
orders of the captain But, as Endicott glanced right and left along the 
front, he discovered a personage at some little distance with whom it be- 
hooved him to hold a parley It was an elderly gentleman, wearing a blacl: 
cloak and band, and a high-crowned hat, beneath ivhich was a velvet 
skull-cap, the whole being the garb of a Puritan minister This leverend 
person bore a staff which seemed to have been lecently cut in the forest^ 
and his shoes were bemiied as if he had been travelling on foot through 
the swamps of the wilderness His aspect was perfectly that of a pilgiim, 
heightened also by an apostolic dignity Just as Endicott perceived him 
he laid aside his staff, and stooped to drink at a bubbling fountain which 
gushed into the sunshine about a score of yards from the cornei of the 
meeting-house But, ere the good man drank, he turned his face heaven- 
waid in thankfulness, and then, holding back his gray beard witli one 
hand, he scooped up his simple draught in the hollow of the other. 

“What, ho’ good Mr Williams,” shouted Endicott “You are welcome 
back again to our town of peace How does our worthy Governor Win- 
throp^ And what news from Boston?” 

“The Governor hath his health, worshipful Sir,” answered Rogei Wil- 
liams, now resuming his staff, and drawing near “And for the news, here 
is a letter, which, knowing I was to travel hitherward to-day, his Excel- 
lency committed to my charge Belike it contains tidings of much impoit, 
for a ship arrived yesterday from England ” 

Mr Williams, the minister of Salem and of course known to all the 
spectators, had now reached the spot where Endicott was standing under 
the banner of his company, and put the Governor’s epistle into his hand 
The broad seal was impressed with Wmthrop’s coat of aims Endicott 
hastily unclosed the letter and began to read, while, as his eye passed 
dovim the page, a wrathful change came over his manly countenance The 
blood glowed through it, till it seemed to be kindling with an internal 
heat, noi was it unnatural to suppose that his breastplate would likewse 
become red-hot with the angry fire of the bosom which it covered Arriv- 
ing at the conclusion, he shook the letter fiercely in his hand, so that it 
rustled as loud as the flag above his head 

“Black tidings these, Mr Wilhams,” said he, “blacker never came to 
New England Doubtless you know their puiport?” 

“Yea, truly,” replied Roger Williams, “for the Governor consulted, 
respecting this matter, with my brethren m the ministry at Boston , and 
my opinion w^as likewise asked And his Excellency entreats you by me, 
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that the news be not suddenly noised abroad, lest the people be stirred 
up unto some outbreak, and thereby ^ve the King and the Archbishop a 
handle against us ” 

“The Governor is a wise man a wise man, and a meek and moderate,” 
said Endicott, setting his teeth grimly “Nevertheless, I must do according 
to my own best judgment There is neither man, woman, nor child m New 
England, but has a concern as dear as life m these tidings, and if John 
Endicott’s voice be loud enough, man, woman, and child shall hear them 
Soldiers, wheel into a, hollow square’ Ho, good people’ Here are news for 
one and all of you ” 

The soldiers closed in around their captain, and he and Roger Wil- 
liams stood together under the banner of the Red Cross, while the women 
and the aged men pressed foi ward, and the mothers held up their children 
to look Endicott m the face A few taps of the drum gave signal for si- 
lence and attention 

“Fellow-soldiers fellow-exiles,” began Endicott, speaking under 
strong excitement, yet powerful^ restraining it, “wherefore did ye leave 
your native country? Wherefore, I say, have we left the green and fertile 
fields, the cottages, or, perchance, the old gray halls, where we were born 
and bred, the churchyards where our forefathers he buried^ Wherefore 
have we come hither to set up our own tombstones m a wilderness^ A 
howling wilderness it is’ The wolf and the bear meet us within halloo of 
our dwellings The savage lieth m wait for us m the dismal shadow of the 
woods The stubborn roots of the trees break our ploughshares, when we 
would till the earth Our children cry for bread, and we must dig m the 
sands of the sea-shore to satisfy them Wherefore, I say again, have we 
sought this country of a rugged soil and wintry sky^ Was it not for the 
enjoyment of our civil rights? Was it not for liberty to worship God ac- 
cording to our conscience?” 

“Call you this liberty of conscience?” interrupted a voice on the steps 
of the meeting-house 

It was the Wanton Gospeller A sad and quiet smile flitted across the 
mild visage of Roger Williams But Endicott, m the excitement of the 
moment, shook his sword wrathfully at the culprit an ominous gesture 
from a man like him 

“What hast thou to do with conscience, thou knave?” cried he “I said 
liberty to worship God, not license to profane and ridicule him Break not 
m upon my speech, or I will lay thee neck and heels till this time tomor- 
row’ Hearken to me, friends, nor heed that accursed rhapsodist As I was 
saying, we have sacrificed all things, and have come to a land whereof 
the old world hath scarcely heard, that we might make a new world unto 
ourselves, and painfully seek a path from hence to heaven But what think 
ye now? This son of a Scotch tyrant this grandson of a Papistical and 
adulterous Scotch woman, whose death proved that a golden crown doth 
not always save an anointed head from the block” 

“Nay, brother, nay,” interposed Mr Williams, “thy words are not 
meet for a secret chamber, far less for a public street ” 
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“Hold thy peace, Roger Williams i” answered Endicott, imperiously 
“My spirit IS wiser than thine for the business now in hand I tell ye, 
fellow-exiles, that Charles of England, and Laud, our bitterest persecutor, 
arch-priest of Canterbury, are resolute to pursue us even hither They are 
taking counsel, saith this letter, to send over a governor-general, in whose 
breast shall be deposited all the law and equity of the land They are 
minded, also, to establish the idolatrous forms of English Episcopacy, so 
that, when Laud shall kiss the Pope’s toe, as cardinal of Rome, he may 
deliver New England, bound hand and foot, into the power of his mas- 
ter ' ” 

A deep groan from the auditors, a sound of wrath, as well as fear and 
sorrow, responded to this intelligence 

“Look ye to it, brethren,” resumed Endicott, with increasing energy 
“If this king and this arch-prelate have their will, we shall briefly behold 
a cross on the spire of this tabernacle which we have budded, and a high 
altar within its walls, with wax tapers burning round it at noonday We 
shall hear the sacrmg bell, and the voices of the Romish priests saying the 
mass But think ye, Christian men, that these abominations may be suf- 
fered without a sword drawn? without a shot fired? without blood spilt, 
yea, on the very stairs of the pulpit? No, be ye strong of hand and stout 
of heart ' Here we stand on our own soil, which we have bought with our 
goods, which we have won with our swords, which we have cleared with 
our axes, which we have tilled with the sweat of our brows, which Ave 
have sanctified with our prayers to the God that brought us hither i Who 
shall enslave us here? What have we to do with this mitred prelate, with 
this crov/ried king? What have we to do with England?” 

Endicott gazed round at the excited countenances of the people, now 
full of his own spirit, and then turned suddenly to the standard-bearer, 
who stood close behind him 

“Officer, lower your banner ' ” said he 

The officer obeyed, and, brandishing his sword, Endicott thrust it 
through the cloth, and, with his left hand, rent the Red Cross completely 
out of the banner He then waved the tattered ensign above his head 

“Sacrilegious wretch'” cried the high-churchman in the pillory, un- 
able longer to restrain himself, “thou hast rejected the symbol of our holy 
religion ' ” 

“Treason, treason'” roared the royalist in the stocks “He hath de- 
faced the King’s banner' ” 

“Before God and man, I will avouch the deed,” answered Endicott 
“Beat a flourish, drummer' shout, soldiers and people' in honor of 
the ensign of New England Neither Pope nor Tyrant hath pait in it 
now'” 

With a cry of triumph, the people gave their sanction to one of the 
boldest exploits which our history records And forever honored be the 
name of Endicott' We look back through the mist of ages, and recognize 
in the rending of the Red Cross from New England’s banner the first 
omen of that deliverance which our fathers consummated after the bones 
of the stern Puritan had lam more than a century m the dust. 
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In the latter part of the last century there lived a man of science, an emi^ 
nent proficient in every branch of natural philosophy, who not long be- 
fore our story opens had made experience of a spiritual affinity more at- 
tractive than any chemical one He had left his laboratory to the caie of 
an assistant, cleared his fine countenance from the furnace smoke, washed 
the stain of acids from his fingers, and persuaded a beautiful woman to 
become his wife In those days when the comparatively recent discovery 
of electricity and other kindred mysteries of Nature seemed to open paths 
into the region of miracle, it was not unusual for the love of science to 
rival the love of woman m its depth and absorbing energy The higher in- 
tellect, the imagination, the spirit, and even the heart might all find their 
congenial aliment m pursuits which, as some of their ardent votaries be- 
lieved, would ascend from one step of powerful intelligence to another, 
until the philosopher should lay his hand on the secret of creative force 
and perhaps make new worlds for himself We know not whether Aylmer 
possessed this degree of faith in man’s ultimate control over Nature He 
had devoted himself, however, too unreservedly to scientific studies ever 
to be weaned from them by any second passion His love for his young 
wife might prove the stronger of the two , but it could only be by inter- 
twining itself with his love of science, and uniting the strength of the lat- 
ter to his own 

Such a union accordingly took place, and was attended with truly re- 
markable consequences and a deeply impressive moral One day, very 
soon after their marriage, Aylmer sat gazing at his wife with a trouble in 
his countenance that grew stronger until he spoke 

‘‘Georgiana,” said he, “has it never occurred to you that the mark upon 
your cheek might be removed^” 

“No, indeed,” said she, smiling, but perceiving the seriousness of his 
manner, she blushed deeply “To tell you the truth it has been so often 
called a charm that I was simple enough to imagine it might be so ” 

“Ah, upon another face perhaps it might,” replied her husband, “but 
never on yours No, dearest Georgiana, you came so nearly perfect from 
the hand of Nature that this slightest possible defect, which we hesitate 
whether to term a defect or a beauty, shocks me, as being the visible mark 
of earthly imperfection ” 

“Shocks you, my husband > ” cried Georgiana, deeply hurt , at first red- 
dening with momentary anger, but then bursting into tears “Then why 
did you take me from my mother’s side? You cannot love what shocks 
you I” 
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To explain this conversation it must be mentioned that in the centre of 
Georgiana’s left cheek there was a singular mark, deeply interwoven, as it 
were, with the texture and substance of her face In the usual state of her 
complexion a healthy though delicate bloom the mark wore a tint of 
deeper crimson, which imperfectly defined its shape amid the surrounding 
rosiness When she blushed it gradually became more indistinct, and fin- 
ally vanished aihid the triumphant rush of blood that bathed the whole 
cheek with its brilliant glow But if any shifting motion caused her to turn 
pale there was the mark again, a crimson stain upon the snow, m what 
Aylmer sometimes deemed an almost fearful distinctness Its shape bore 
not a little similarity to the human hand, though of the smallest pygmy 
size Georgiana’s lovers were wont to say that some fairy at her birth hour 
had laid her tiny hand upon the infant’s cheek, and left this impress there 
m token of the magic endowments that were to give her such sway over 
all hearts Many a desperate swam would have risked life for the privi- 
lege of pressing his lips to the mysterious hand It must not be concealed, 
however, that the impression wrought by this fairy sign manual varied 
exceedingly, according to the difference of temperament m the beholders 
Some fastidious persons but they were exclusively of her own sex af- 
firmed that the bloody hand, as they chose to call it, quite destroyed the 
effect of Georgiana’s beauty, and rendered her countenance even hideous 
But it would be as reasonable to say that one of those small blue stains 
which sometimes occur m the purest statuary marble would convert the 
Eve of Powers to a monster Masculine observers, if the birthmark did 
not heighten their admiration, contented themselves with wishing it away, 
that the world might possess one living specimen of ideal loveliness with- 
out the semblance of a flaw After his marriage, for he thought little or 
nothing of the matter before, Aylmer discovered that this was the case 
with himself 

Had she been less beautiful, if Envy’s self could have found aught 
else to sneer at, he might have felt his affection heightened by the pret- 
tmess of this mimic hand, now vaguely portrayed, now lost, now stealing 
forth again and glimmering to and fro with every pulse of emotion that 
throbbed within her heart , but seeing her otherwise so perfect, he found 
this one defect grow more and more intolerable with every moment of 
their united lives It was the fatal flaw of humanity which Nature, in one 
shape or another, stamps meffaceably on all her productions, either to 
imply that they are temporary and finite, or that their perfection must be 
wrought by toil and pain The crimson hand expressed the ineludible 
giipe in which mortality clutches the highest and purest of earthly mould, 
degrading them into kindred with the lowest, and even with the very 
brutes, like whom their visible frames return to dust In this manner, se- 
lecting it as the symbol of his wife’s liability to sm, sorrow, decay, and 
death, Aylmer’s sombre imagination was not long m rendering the birth- 
mark a frightful object, causing him more trouble and horror than ever 
Georgiana’s beauty, whether of soul or sense, had given him delight 

At all the seasons which should have been their happiest, he invariably 
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and without intending it, nay, in spite of a purpose to the contrary, re 
verted to this one disastrous topic Trifling as it at first appeared, it so 
connected itself with innumerable trains of thought and modes of feeling 
that It became the central point of all With the morning twilight Aylmer 
opened his eyes upon his wife’s face and recognized the symbol of imper 
fection, and when they sat together at the evening hearth his eyes wan 
dered stealthily to her cheek, and beheld, flickering with the blaze of the 
wood fire, the spectral hand that wrote mortality where he would fain 
have worshipped Georgiana soon learned to shudder at his gaze It need 
ed but a glance vnth the peculiar expression that his face often v\ore to 
change the roses of her cheek into a deathlike paleness, amid which the 
crimson hand was brought strongly out, like a bass relief of ruby on the 
whitest marble 

Late one night when the lights were grovving dim, so as hardly to betray 
the stain on the poor wife s cheek, she herself, for the first time, voluntar 
ily took up the subject 

“Do you remember, my dear Aylmer,” said she, with a feeble attempt 
at a smile, “have you any recollection of a dream last night about this 
odious hand?” 

“None! none whatcverl” replied Aylmer, starting, but then he added, 
in a dry, cold tone, affected for the sake of concealing the real depth of his 
emotion, “I might well dream of it, for before I fell asleep it had taken a 
pretty firm hold of my fancy ’ 

“And you did dream of it?” continued Georgiana, hastily, for she 
dreaded lest a gush of tears should interrupt what she had to say ‘A ter 
rible dream! I wonder that you can forget it Is it possible to forget this 
one expression? — ^*11 is m her heart now, we must have it outl’ Reflect, 
my husband for by all means I would have you recall that dream ” 

The mind is m a sad state when Sleep the all involving, cannot confine 
her spectres within the dim region of her sway, but suffers them to break 
forth, affrighting this actual life with secrets that perchance belong to a 
deeper one Aylmer now remembered his dream He had fancied himself 
with his servant Aminadab, attempting an operastion for the removal of 
the birthmark, but the deeper went the knife, the deeper sank the hand, 
until at length its tiny grasp appeared to have caught hold of Georgiana s 
heart, whence, however, her husband was inexorably resolved to cut or 
wrench it away 

When the dream had shaped itself perfectly m his memory, Aylmer sat 
m his wife’s presence with a guilty feeling Truth often finds its way to 
the mind close muffled in robes of sleep, and then speal s with uncom 
promising directness of matters in regard to which we practise an uncon 
scious self deception during our waking moments Until now he had not 
been aware of the tyrannizing influence acquired by one idea over his 
mind, and of the lengths which he might find in his heart to go for the 
sake of gi\ mg himself peace 

“Aylmer,” resumed Georgiana, solemnly, *I know not what may be the 
cost to both of us to rid me of this fatal birthmark Perhaps its removal 
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may cause cureless deformity, or it may be the stain goes as deep as life 
itself Again do we know that there is a possibility, on any terms, of un- 
clasping the firm gripe of this little hand which was laid upon me before I 
came into the world?” 

‘‘Dearest Georgiana, I have spent much thought upon the subject,” 
hastily mteirupted Aylmer “I am convinced of the perfect practicability 
of its removal ” 

“If there be the remotest possibility of it,” continued Georgiana, “let 
the attempt be made at whatever risk Danger is nothing to me, for life, 
while this hateful mark makes me the object of your horror and disgust, 
life IS a burden which I would fling down with joy Either remove this 
dreadful hand, oi take my wretched life' You have deep science All the 
world bears witness of it You have achieved great wonders Cannot you 
remove this little, little mark, which I cover with the tips of two small fin- 
gers^ Is this beyond your powei, for the sake of your own peace, and to 
save your poor wife from madness?” 

“Noblest, dearest, tendeiest wife,” cried Aylmer, rapturously, “doubt 
not my power I have already given this matter the deepest thought 
thought which might almost have enlightened me to create a being less 
perfect than yourself Georgiana, you have led me deeper than ever into 
the heart of science I feel myself fully competent to render this dear 
cheek as faultless as its fellow, and then, most beloved, what will be my 
triumph when I shall have corrected what Nature left imperfect in her 
fairest work' Even Pygmalion, when his sculptured woman assumed life, 
felt not gi eater ecstasy than mine will be ” 

“It IS resolved, then,” said Georgiana, faintly smiling “And, Aylmer, 
spare me not, though you should find the birthmark take refuge m my 
heart at last ” 

Her husband tenderly kissed her cheek her right cheek not that 
which bore the impress of the crimson hand 

The next day Aylmer apprised his wife of a plan that he had formed 
whereby he might have opportunity for the intense thought and constant 
watchfulness which the proposed operation would require, while Geor- 
giana, likewise, would enjoy the perfect repose essential to its success. 
They were to seclude themselves m the extensive apartments occupied by 
Aylmer as a laboratory, and where, during his toilsome youth, he had 
made discoveries in the elemental powers of Nature that had roused the 
admiration of all the learned societies m Europe Seated calmly in this 
laboratory, the pale philosopher had investigated the secrets of the high- 
est cloud region and of the piofoundest mines, he had satisfied himself of 
the causes that kindled and kept alive the fires of the volcano, and, had 
explamed the mystery of fountains, and how it is that they gush forth, 
some so bright and pure, and others with such iich medicinal virtues, from 
the dark bosom of the earth Here, too, at an earliei period, he had studied 
the wonders of the human frame, and attempted to fathom the very proc- 
ess by which Nature assimilates all her precious influences from earth and 
air, and from the spiritual world, to create and foster man, her master- 



THE birthmark. 1025 

piece The latter pursuit, however, Aylmer had long laid aside in unwill 
mg recognition of the truth— against which all seekers sooner or later 
stumble— that our great creative Mother, while she amuses us with ap 
parently working m the broadest sunshine, is yet severely careful to keep 
her own secrets, and, in spite of her pretended openness, shows us noth 
mg but results She permits us, indeed, to mar, but seldom to mend, and, 
like a jealous patentee, on no account to make Now, however, Ajlmer 
resumed these half forgotten investigations, not, of course, wath such 
hopes or wishes as first suggested them but because they involved much 
ph>siologicaI truth and la> in the path of his proposed sche^ne for the 
treatment of Georgiana 

As he led her over the threshold of the laboratorj, Georgiana was cold 
and tremulous Aylmer looked cheerfully into her face, with intent to re 
a^^ure her, but was so startled with the intense glow of the birthmark 
upon the whiteness of her cheek that he could not restrain a strong con 
vulsive shudder His wife fainted 

“Aminadabl AminadabI” shouted Aylmer, stamping violently on the 
floor 

Forthwith there issued from an inner apartment a man of low stature, 
but bulky frame, with shaggy hair hanging about his visage, which was 
grimed with the vapors of the furnace This personage had been Aylmer s 
undenvorker during his whole sacntific career, and was admirably fitted 
for that office by his great mechinical rcidiness, and the skill with which, 
while incapable of comprehending a single pnnaple, be axecuted all the 
details of his ■misters evpenments With his vast strength, his shaggv 
hair, his smoky aspect, ind the indescribable earthiness that incrusted 
him, he seemed to represent man’s physical nature, while Aylmer’s slen 
der figure, and pale, intellectual face, were no less apt a type of the spir 
itual element 

‘Throw open the door of the boudoir, Aminadab,” said Aylmer, “and 
burn 1 pistil ” 

‘ Yes, master,” answered Ammadab, looking intently at the lifeless 
form of Georgiana, and then he muttered to himself. If she were my 
wife, I d never part with that birthmark 

When Georgiana recovered consciousness she found herself breathing 
an atmosphere of penetrating fragrance, the gentle potency of which had 
recalled her from her deathlike faintness The scene around her looked 
like enchantment Aylmer had converted those smoky, dingy, sombre 
rooms, where he had spent his brightest years in recondite pursuits, into a 
series of beautiful apartments not unfit to be the secluded abode of a lov e- 
ly woman The walls were hung with gorgeous curtains, which imparted 
the combination of grandeur and grace that no other species of adorn 
ment can achieve and as they fell from the ceiling to the floor, their rich 
and ponderous folds, concealing all angles and straight lines, appeared to 
shut in the scene from infinite space For aught Georgiana knew, it might 
be a pavilion among the clouds And Ajlmer, excluding the sunshine, 
which would have interfered with his chemical processes, had supplied its 
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place with perfumed lamps, emitting ’flames of various hue, but all uniting 
m a soft, impurpled radiance He now loielt by his wife’s side, watching 
her earnestly, but without alarm, for he was confident in his science, and 
felt that he could draw a magic circle round her within which no evil 
might intrude 

“Where am I? Ah, I remember,” said Georgiana, faintly, and she 
placed her hand ovei her cheek to hide the terrible mark from her hus- 
band’s eyes 

“Fear not, dearest'” exclaimed he “Do not shrink from me' Believe 
me, Georgiana, I even lejoice in this single imperfection, since it will be 
such a rapture to remove it ” 

“Oh, spare me'” sadly replied his wife “Pray do not look at it again. 
I never can forget that convulsive shudder ” 

In order to soothe Georgiana, and, as it were, to release her mind from 
the burden of actual things, Aylmer now put m practice some of the light 
and playful secrets which science had taught him among its profounder 
lore Airy figures, absolutely bodiless ideas, and forms of unsubstantial 
beauty came and danced before her, imprinting their momentary foot- 
steps on beams of light Though she had some indistinct idea of the meth- 
od of these optical phenomena, still the illusion was almost perfect enough 
to warrant the belief that her husband possessed sway over the spiritual 
world Then again, when she felt a wish to look forth from her seclusion, 
immediately, as if her thoughts were answered, the procession of external 
existence flitted across a screen The scenery and the figures of actual life 
were perfectly represented, but with that bewitching, yet indescribable 
difference which always makes a picture, an image, or a shadow so much 
more attractive than the original When wearied of this, Aylmer bade her 
cast her eyes upon a vessel containing a quantity of earth She did so, with 
little mteiest at first, but was soon startled to perceive the germ of a plant 
shooting upward from the soil Then came tlie slender st^k, tlie leaves 
gradually unfolded themselves, and amid them was a perfect and lovely 
flowei 

“It IS magical ' ” cried Georgiana “I dare not touch it ” 

“Nay, pluck it,” answeied Aylmer, “pluck it, and inhale its brief per- 
fume while you may The flower will withei in a few moments and leave 
nothing save its brown seed vessels, but thence may be perpetuated a race 
as ephemeral as itself ” 

But Georgiana had no sooner touched tlie flower than tlie whole plant 
suffered a blight, its leaves turning coal-black as if by the agency of fire. 

“There was too powerful a stimulus,” said Aylmer, thoughtfully 

To make up for this abortive experiment, he proposed to take her por- 
trait by a scientific process of his own invention It was to be effected by 
rays of light striking upon a polished plate of metal Georgiana assented, 
but, on looking at the result, was affrighted to find the features of the por- ■ 
trait blurred and indefinable, while the minute figure of a hand appeared 
where the cheek should have been Aylmer snatched the wetnlhc plate 
and threw it into a jar of corrosive acid 
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Soon, however, he forgot these mortifying failures In the intervals of 
study and chemical experiment he came to her flushed and exhausted, but 
seemed invigorated by her presence, and spoke in glowing language of the 
resources of his art He ga\e a history of the long dynasty of the alchem 
ists, who spent so many ages in quest of the universal solvent by which 
the golden principle might be eliated from all things vile and base Ayl 
mer appeared to believe that, by the plamest scientific logic, it was alto 
gether within the limits of possibility to discover this long sought me 
dium, * but,” he added, philosopher who should go deep enough to ac 
quire the power would attain too lofty a wisdom to stoop to the exercise 
of it ” Not less singular were his opinions in regard to the elixir vitse He 
more than mtimated that it was at his option to concoct a liquid that 
should prolong hfe for years, perhaps interminably, but that it would pro 
duce a discord m Nature which all the world, and chiefly the quaffer of 
the immortal nostrum, would find cause to curse 

“Aylmer, are you in earnest? ’ asked Georgiana, looking at him with 
amazement and fear “It is terrible to possess such power, or even to 
dream of possessing it ” 

“Oh, do not tremble, my love, said her husband “I would not wrong 
either you or myself by working such inharmonious effects upon our lives 
but I w ould ha\ e you consider how trifling, in comparison, is the skill re 
quisite to remove this little hand ” 

At the mention of the birthmark, Georgiana, as usual, shrank as if a 
redhot iron had touched her cheek 

Again Aylmer applied himself to his labors She could hear his voice m 
the distant furnace room giving directions to Ammadab, whose harsh, un 
couth, misshapen tones were audible in response more like the grunt or 
growl of a brute than human speech After hours of absence Aylmer re 
appeared and proposed that she should now examine his cabinet of cbem 
leal products and natural treasures of the earth Among the former he 
showed her a small vial, in which, he remarked was contained a gentle 
yet most powerful fragrance, capable of impregnating all the breezes that 
blow across a kingdom They were of inestimable value, the contents of 
that little vial, and, as he said so, he threw some of the perfume into the 
air and filled the room with piercing and invigorating delight 

“And what is thi«;?’ asked Georgiana, pointing to a small crystal globe 
contammg a gold colored liquid “It is so beautiful to the eye that I could 
imagine it the elixir of hfe ’ 

“In one sense it is,” replied Aylmer, “or, rather, the elixir of immor 
tality It IS tjie most precious poison that ever was concocted m this world 
By Its aid I could apportion the lifetime of any mortal at whom you might 
pomt your finger The strength of the do e would determine whether he 
were to linger out years, or drop dead in the midst of a breath No king on 
his guarded throne could keep his life if I, in my private station, should 
deem that the welfare of millions justified me in depriving him of it ” 

“^Vhy do you keep such a terrific drug?* inquired Georgiana in horror 
‘Do not mistrust me, dearest,’ said her husband, smiling ‘its virtuous 
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potency is yet greater than its harmful one But see' here is a powerful 
cosmetic With a few drops of this in a vase of water, freckles may be 
washed away as easily as the hands are cleansed A stronger infusion 
would take the blood out of the cheek, and leave the rosiest beauty a pale 
ghost ” 

‘‘Is it with this lotion that you intend to bathe my cheek'’” asked Geor- 
giana, anxiously 

“Oh, no,” hastily replied her husband, “this is merely superficial Your 
case demands a remedy that shall go deeper ” 

In his interviews with Georgiana, Aylmer geneially made minute in- 
quiries as to her sensations and whether the confinement of the looms and 
the temperature of the atmosphere agreed with her These questions had 
such a particular drift that Georgiana began to conjecture that she was 
already subjected to certain physical influences, either bieathed m with 
the fragrant air or taken with her food She fancied likewise, but it might 
be altogether fancy, that there was a stirring up of her system a strange, 
indefinite sensation creeping through her veins, and tingling, half pain- 
fully, half pleasurably, at her heart Still, whenever she dared to look into 
the mirror, there she beheld herself pale as a white rose and with the crim- 
son birthmark stamped upon her cheek Not even Aylmer now hated it so 
much as she 

To dispel the tedium of the hours which her husband found it necessary 
to devote to the processes of combination and analysis, Georgiana turned 
over the volumes of his scientific library In many dark old tomes she met 
with chapters full of romance and poetry They were the works of philos- 
ophers o^ the middle ages, such as Albertus Magnus, Cornelius Agiippa, 
Paracelsus, and the famous friar who created the prophetic Brazen Head 
All these antique naturalists stood m advance of their centuries, yet were 
imbued with some of their credulity, and therefore were believed, and 
perhaps imagined themselves to have acquired from the investigation of 
Nature a power above Nature, and from physics a sway over the spirit- 
ual world Hardly less curious and imaginative were the early volumes 
of the Transactions of the Royal Society, in which the members, know- 
ing little of the limits of natural possibility, were continually recording 
wonders or proposing methods whereby wonders might be wrought 

But to Georgiana the most engrossing volume was a large folio from 
her husband’s own hand, in which he had recorded every experiment of 
his scientific career, its original aim, the methods adopted for its develop- 
ment, and its final success or failure, with the circumstances to which 
either event was attributable The book, in truth, was both the history 
and emblem of his ardent, ambitious, imaginative, yet practical and la- 
boiious life He handled physical details as if there were nothing beyond 
them , yet spiritualized them all, and redeemed himself from materialism 
by his strong and eager aspiration towards the infinite In his giasp the 
veriest clod of earth assumed a soul Georgiana, as she read, leverenced 
Aylmer and loved him more profoundly than ever, but with a less entire 
dependence on his judgment than heretofore Much as he had accom- 



THE BIRTHMARK lo^g 

plished, she could not but observe that his most splendid successes were 
almost invariably failures, if compared with the ideal at which he aimed 
His brightest diamonds were the merest pebbles, and felt to be so by him 
self, in comparison with the inestimable gems which lay hidden beyond 
his reach The volume, rich with achievements that had won renown for 
its author, was yet as mehncholy a record as ever mortal hand had 
penned It was the sad confession and continual evemplification of the 
shortcomings of the composite man, the spirit burdened with clay and 
working m matter, and of the despair that assails the higher nature at 
finding itself so miserably thwarted by the earthly part Perhaps everj 
man of genius m whatever sphere might recognize the image of his own 
experience in Aylmer’s journal 

So deeply did these reflections affect Georgiana that she laid her face 
upon the open volume and burst into tears In this situation she was found 
by her husband 

‘ It is dangerous to rend in a sorcerer’s books,” said he with a smile, 
though his countenance was uneasy and displeased Georgiana, there are 
pages in that v olumc w hich I can scarcely glance ov er and keep my senses 
Take heed lest it prove as detrimental to you ” 

“It has made me worship jou more than ever, ’ said she 
“Ah, wait for this one success,’ rejoined he, then worship me if you 
will I shall deem myself hardly unworthy of It But come, I have sought 
you for the luxury of your v oicc Sing to me, dearest ” 

So she poured out the liquid music of her \ oice to quench th thirst of 
his spirit He ^en look his leave with a boyish exuberance of ga>etj, as 
suring her that her «:cclusion would endure but a little longer and that 
the result was already certain Scarcely had he departed when Georgiana 
felt irresistibly impelled to follow him She had forgotten to inform Ayl 
mer of a sjmptom which for two or three hours past had begun to excite 
her attention It was a sensation in the fatal birthmark, not painful, but 
which induced a restlessness throughout her sjstem Hastening after her 
husband, she intruded for the first lime into the laboratory 

The first thing that struck her eye was the furnace, that hot and fever 
ish worker, vvitli the intense glow of its fire which by the quantities ol 
soot clustered above it seemed to have been burning for ages There was 
a distilling apparatus m full operation Around the room were retorts, 
tubes, cylinders, crucibles, and other apparatus of chemical research An 
electrical machine stood ready for immediate use The atmo'^phere felt 
oppressively close, and was tainted with gaseous odors which had been 
tormented forth by the processes of science The severe and homely sim 
plicity of the apartment, with its nal ed walls and brick pavement, looked 
strange, accustomed as Georgiana had become to the fantastic elegance of 
her boudoir But what chiefly, indeed almost solely, drew her attention 
was the aspect of Aylmer himself 

He was pale as death, anxious and absorbed, and hung ov er the furnace 
as if it depended upon his utmost watchfulness whether the liquid which 
It was distilling should be the draught of immortal happiness or miserj 
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potency is yet greater than its harmful one But see! here is a powerful 
-cosmetic With a few drops of this m a vase of water, freckles may be 
'washed away as easily as the hands are cleansed A stronger infusion 
Ivould take the blood out of the cheek, and leave the rosiest beauty a pale 
ghost ” 

“Is it with this lotion that you intend to bathe my cheek?” asked Geor- 
giana, anxiously 

“Oh, no,” hastily replied her husband, “this is merely superficial Your 
case demands a remedy that shall go deeper ” 

In his interviews with Georgiana, Aylmer geneially made minute in- 
quiries as to her sensations and whether the confinement of the rooms and 
the temperature of the atmosphere agreed with her These questions had 
such a particular drift that Georgiana began to conjecture that she was 
already subjected to certain physical influences, either bieathed in with 
the fragrant air or talcen with her food She fancied likewise, but it might 
be altogether fancy, that there was a stirring up of her system a strange, 
indefinite sensation creeping through her veins, and tingling, half pain- 
fully, half pleasurably, at her heart Still, whenever she daied to look into 
the mirror, there she beheld herself pale as a white rose and with the crim- 
son birthmark stamped upon her cheek Not even Aylmer now hated it so 
much as she 

To dispel the tedium of the hours which her husband found it necessary 
to devote to the processes of combination and analysis, Georgiana turned 
over the volumes of his scientific library In many dark old tomes she met 
with chapters full of romance and poetry They were the works of philos- 
ophers of the middle ages, such as Albertus Magnus, Cornelius Agrippa, 
Paracelsus, and the famous friar who created the prophetic Brazen Head 
All these antique naturalists stood in advance of their centuries, yet were 
imbued with some of their credulity, and therefore were believed, and 
perhaps imagined themselves to have acquired from the investigation of 
Nature a power above Nature, and fiom physics a sway over the spirit- 
ual world Hardly less curious and imaginative were the eaily volumes 
of the Transactions of the Royal Society, in which the members, know- 
ing little of the limits of natural possibility, were continually recording 
wonders or proposing methods w^hereby wondeis might be wi ought 

But to Georgiana the most engrossing volume was a large folio from 
her husband’s own hand, in which he had recorded every experiment of 
his scientific career, its original aim, the methods adopted for its develop- 
ment, and its final success or failure, with the circumstances to which 
either event was attributable The book, in truth, was both the history 
and emblem of his ardent, ambitious, imaginative, yet practical and la- 
bor lous life He handled physical details as if there were nothing beyond 
them, yet spiritualized them all, and redeemed himself from mateiialism 
by his strong and eager aspiration towards the infinite In his grasp the 
veriest clod of earth assumed a soul Georgiana, as she read, leverenced 
Aylmei and loved him more profoundly than ever, but with a less entire 
dependence on his judgment than heretofore Much as he had accom- 
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plished, she could not but observe that his most splendid successes ^ere 
almost invariably failures, if compared with the ideal at which he aimed 
His brightest diamonds were the merest pebbles, and felt to be so by him 
self, m comparison with the inestimable gems which lay hidden beyond 
his reach The volume, rich with achievements that had won renown for 
its author, was yet as melancholy a record as ever mortal hand had 
penned It was the sad confession and continual evemplification of the 
shortcomings of the composite man, the spirit burdened with clay and 
working m matter, and of the despair that assails the higher nature at 
finding itself so miserably thwarted by the earthly part Perhaps every 
man of genius in whatever sphere might recognize the image of his own 
experience m Aylmer’s journal 

So deeply did these reflections affect Georgiana that she laid her face 
upon the open volume and burst into tears In this situation she was found 
by her husband 

“It is dangerous lo read in a sorcerer’s books,” said he with a smile, 
though his countenance v\as uneasy and displeased Georgiana, there are 
pages in that v olume which I can scarcely glance ov er and keep my senses 
Take heed lest it prove as detrimental to >ou ” 

"It has made me worship you more than ever, said she 
“Ah, wait for this one success, rejoined he, ‘ then worship me if you 
will I shall deem my«elf hardly unworthy of it But come, I have sought 
you for the luxury of your v oice Sing to me, dearest ’ 

So she poured out the liquid music of her voice to quench th thirst of 
his spirit He then took his leave with a boyish exuberance of gayety, as 
suring her that her seclusion would endure but a little longer, and that 
the result was already certain Scarcely had he departed when Georgiana 
felt irresistibly impelled to follow him She had forgotten to inform Ayl 
mer of a symptom which for two or three hours past had begun to excite 
her attention It was a sensation in the fatal birthmark, not painful, but 
which induced a restlessness throughout her system Hastening after her 
husband, she intruded for the first time into the laboratory 
The first thing that struck her eye was the furnace that hot and fever 
ish worker, with the intense glow of its fire, which by the quantities of 
soot clustered above it seemed to have been burning for ages There was 
a distilling apparatus in full operation Around the room were retorts, 
tubes cylinders crucibles, and other apparatus of chemical research An 
electrical machine stood readj for immediate use The atmosphere felt 
oppressively close, and was tainted with gaseous odors which had been 
tormented forth by the processes of science The severe and homely sim 
pliaty of the apartment, with its nal ed walls and brick pavement, looked 
strange, accustomed as Georgiana had become to the fantastic elegance of 
her boudoir But what chiefly, indeed almost solely, drew her attention 
was the aspect of Aylmer himself 

He was pale as death, anxious and absorbed, and hung over the furnace 
as if It depended upon his utmost watchfulness whether the liquid which 
It was distilling should be the draught of immortal happiness or misery 
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How diffeient from the sanguine and joyous mien that he had assumed for 
Georgiana’s encouragement' 

“Carefully now, Ammadab, carefully, thou human machine, carefully, 
thou man of clay'” muttered Aylmer, more to himself than his assistant. 
“Now, if there be a thought too much or too little, it is all over ” 

“Ho ' ho ' ” mumbled Ammadab “Look, master ' look ' ” 

Aylmer raised his eyes hastily, and at first reddened, then grew paler 
than ever, on beholding Georgiana He rushed towards her and seized her 
arm with a gripe that left the print of his fingers upon it 

“Why do you come hither? Have you no trust in your husband?” cried 
he, impetuously “Would you throw the blight of that fatal birthmark 
over my labors? It is not well done Go, prying woman, go ' ” 

“Nay, Aylmer,” said Georgiana with the firmness of which she pos- 
sessed no stinted endowment, “it is not you that have a right to complain 
You mistrust your wife, you have concealed the anxiety with which you 
watch the development of this experiment Think not so unworthily of 
me, my husband Tell me all the risk we run, and fear not that I shall 
shrink, for my share m it is far less than your own ” 

“No, no, Georgiana' ” said Aylmer, impatiently, “it must not be ” 

“I submit,” replied she calmly “And, Aylmer, I shall quaff whatever 
draught you bring me, but it will be on the same principle that would in- 
duce me to take a dose of poison if offered by youi hand ” 

“My noble wife,” said Aylmer, deepty moved, “I knew not the height 
and depth of your natuie until now Notlimg shall be concealed Know, 
then, that this crimson hand, superficial as it seems, has clutched its grasp 
into your being with a strength of which I had no previous conception I 
have already administered agents powerful enough to do aught except to 
change your entire physical system Only one thing remains to be tried. 
If that fail us we aie ruined ” 

“Why did you hesitate to tell me this?” asked she 
“Because, Georgiana,” said Aylmer, in a low voice, “there is danger ” 
“Danger? There is but one danger that this horrible stigma shall be 
left upon my cheek'” cried Georgiana “Remove it, lemove it, whatever 
be the cost, or we shall both go mad' ” 

“Heaven knows your words are too true,” said Aylmer, sadly “And 
now, dearest, return to your boudoir In a little while all will be tested ” 

He conducted her back and took leave of her with a solemn tenderness 
which spoke far more than his words how much was now at stake After 
his departure Georgiana became rapt in musmgs She considered the char- 
acter of Aylmer, and did it completer justice than at any previous mo- 
ment Her heart exulted, while it trembled, at his honorable love so pure 
and lofty that it would accept nothing less than perfection nor miserably 
make itself contented with an earthher nature than he had dreamed of 
She felt how much more precious was such a sentiment tlian that meaner 
kmd which would have borne with the imperfection for her sake, and have 
been guilty of treason to holy love by degrading its perfect idea to the 
level of the actual , and with her whole spirit she prayed that, for a single 
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moment, she might satisfy his highest and deepest conception Longer 
than one moment she well knew it could not be, for his spirit was ever on 
the march, ever ascending, and each instant required something that was 
beyond the scope of the instant before 
The sound of her husband s footsteps aroused her He bore a crystal 
goblet containing a liquor colorless as water, but bright enough to be the 
draught of immortality Aylmer was pale, but it seemed rather the conse 
quence of a highly wrought state of mind and tension of spirit than of 
fear or doubt 

“The concoction of the draught has been perfect,” said he, in answer to 
Georgiana’s look ‘ Unless all my science have deceived me, it cannot fail ” 
“Save on your account, my dearest Aylmer,” observed his wife, “I 
might wish to put off this birthmark of mortality by relinquishing mortal 
ity itself in preference to any other mode Life is but a sad possession to 
those who have attained precisely the degree of moral advancement at 
which I stand Were I v^cakcr and blinder it might be happmess Were I 
stronger, it might be endured hopefully But, being what I find myself, 
methinks I am of all mortals the most fit to die ” 

“You arc fit for heaven without tasting death* replied her husband 
“But why do wo speak of dying? The draught cannot fail Behold its ef 
feet upon this plant ” 

On the window scat there stood a geranium diseased with yellow 
blotches, which had overspread all its leaves Aylmer poured a small 
quantity of the liquid upon the soil in which it grew In a little time when 
the roots of the plant had taken up the moisture, the unsightly blotches 
began to be extinguished in a living verdure 

There needed no proof,” said Georgiana, quietly “Give me the goblet 
I joyfully stake all upon your word * 

“Drink, then, thou lofty creature!” exclaimed Aylmer, with fervid ad 
miration “There is no taint of imperfection on Ihy spirit Thy sensible 
frame, too, shall soon be all perfect ” 

She quaffed the liquid and returned the goblet to his hand 
“It IS grateful,” said she with a placid smile ‘ Methinks it is like water 
from a heavenly fountain , for it contains I know not what of unobtrusive 
fragrance and deliciousncss It alla>s a feverish thirst that had parched 
me for many days Now, dearest, let me sleep My earthly senses are clos 
mg over my spirit like the leaves around the heart of a rose at sunset ” 

She spoke the last words with a gentle reluctance, as if it required al 
most more energy than she could command to pronounce the faint and Iin 
gering syllables Scarcely hid they loitered through her lips ere she was 
lost m slumber Aylmer sat by her side, watching her aspect with the emo- 
tions proper to a man the whole value of whose existence was involved m 
the process now to be tested Mingled with this mood, however, was the 
philosophic investigation characteristic of the man of science Not the 
minutest symptom escaped him A heightened flush o^ the cheek, a slight 
irregularity of breath, a quiver of the eyelid, a hardly perceptible tremor 
through the frame,— such were the details which, as the moments passed, 
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he wrote down in his folio volume Intense thought had set its stamp upon 
every previous page of that volume, but the thoughts of years were all 
concentrated upon the last 

While thus employed, he failed not to gaze often at the fatal hand, and 
not without a shudder Yet once, by a strange and unaccountable impulse, 
he pressed it with his lips His spirit recoiled, however, in the very act, 
and Georgiana, out of the midst of hei deep sleep, moved uneasily and 
murmured as if in remonstrance Again Aylmer resumed his watch Nor 
was it without avail The ciimson hand, which at fust had been strongly 
visible upon the maible paleness of Georgiana’s cheek, now grew more 
faintly outlined She remained not less pale than ever, but the birthmark, 
with every breath that came and went, lost somewhat of its former dis- 
tinctness Its presence had been awful , its departure was more aw ful still 
Watch the stain of the rainbow fading out the sky, and you will know how 
that mysterious symbol passed away 
^‘By Heaven' it is well-nigh gone'” said Aylmer to himself, in almost 
irrepressible ecstasy ‘T can scarcely trace it now Success' success' And 
now it IS like the faintest rose color The lightest flush of blood acioss her 
cheek would overcome it But she is so pale' ” 

He diew aside the window curtain and suffered the light of natural day 
to fall into the room and rest upon her cheek At the same time he heard a 
gross, hoarse chuckle, which he had long known as his servant Aminadab’s 
expression of delight 

“Ah, clod' ah, earthly mass' ” cried Aylmer, laughing in a sort of fren- 
zy, “you have served me well' Matter and spirit earth and heaven 
have both done their part in tins' Laugh, thing of the senses! You have 
earned the right to laugh ” 

These- exclamations broke Georgiana’s sleep She slowly unclosed her 
eyes and gazed into the mirror which her husband had arranged for that 
purpose A faint smile flitted over her lips when she recognized how barely 
perceptible was now that crimson hand which had once blazed forth vath 
such disastrous brilliancy as to scare away all their happiness But then 
hei eyes sought Aylmer’s face with a trouble and anxiety that he could by 
no means account for 
“My poor Aylmer'” murmured she 

“Poor? Nay, richest, happiest, most favored'” exclaimed he “My 
peerless bride, it is successful! You are perfect'” 

“My poor Aylmer,” she repeated, with a more than human tenderness, 
“you have aimed loftily, you have done nobly Do not repent that with 
so high and pure a feeling, you have rejected the best the earth could offer 
Aylmer, dearest Aylmer, I am dying'” 

Alas' it was too true' The fatal hand had grappled with the mystery of 
life, and was the bond by which an angelic spirit kept itself in union with 
a mortal frame As the last crimson tint of the birthmark that sole token 
of human imperfection faded from her cheek, the parting breath of the 
now perfect woman passed into the atmosphere, and her soul, lingering a 
moment near her husband, took its heavenward flight. Then a hoarse, 
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chuckling laugh was heard again* Thus ever does the gross fatality of 
earth exult m its in\arnble triumph over Uie immortal essence which, in 
this dim sphere of half development, demands the completeness of a high 
er state Yet, had Alymer reached a profounder wisdom, he need not thus 
have flung away the happiness vvhidi would have woven his mortal life of 
the selfsame texture with the celestial The momentary circumstance was 
too strong for him , he failed to look beyond the shadowy scope of time, 
and, living once for all m eternity, to find the perfect future in the present 
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Young Goodman Brown came fortli at sunset into the street at Salem vil 
lage but put his head back, after crossing the threshold, to exchange a 
parting kiss with his j oung w ifc And Faith, as the wife was aptly named 
thrust her own pretty head into the street letting the wind play with the 
pmk ribbons of her cap while she called to Goodman Brown 
"Dearest heart,” whispered she softly and rather sadly when her lips 
were dose to his car, ‘prithee put off your journey until sunnse and sleep 
in your own bed to-night A lone woman is troubled with such dreams and 
such thoughts that she’s afeard of herself sometimes Pray tarry with me 
this night dear husband of all nights in the year” 

“My love and my Faith replied young Goodman Brown, "of all nights 
in the year, this one night must I tarry away from thee !My journey, as 
thou caliest it, forth and back again must needs be done twixt now and 
sunrise TOat, my sweet, pretty wife dost thou doubt me already, and 
we but three months married? ’ 

Then God bless you!” said Faith, with the pmk ribbons and may 
you find all well when you comeback ” 

“Amen!” cried Goodman Brown Say thy prayers, dear Faith, and go 
to bed at dusk, and no harm w ill come to thee ’ 

So they parted, and the young man pursued his way until, being about 
to turn the comer by the meeting house, he looked back and saw the head 
of Faith still peeping after him with a melancholy air, in spite of her pmk 
ribbons 

“Poor little Faith!” thought be, for his heart smote him “What a 
wretch am I to leave her on such an errand! She talks of dreams too Me 
thought as she spoke there was trouble in her face, as if a ^ream had 
warned her what work IS to be done tonight But no, no ’t would kill her 
to think it Well she’s a blessed angel on earth and after this one night 
1 11 cling to her si irts and follow her to heaven ’ 

With this excellent resolve for the future, Goodman Brown felt himself 
justified m making more haste on his present evil purpose He had taken a 
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dreary road, darkened by all the gloomiest trees of the forest, which hi 
ly stood aside to let the narrow path creep through, and closed immedu 
ly behind Ibwas aJl as lonely as could be, and there is this peculiant] 
such a solitude, that the traveller knows not who may be concealed by 
innumerable trunks and the thick boughs overhead, so that with lor 
I footsteps he may yet be passing through an unseen multitude 
j '"There may be a devilish Indian behind every tree,” said Goodn 
Blown to himself, and he glanced fearfully behind him as he adc 
*, "What if the devil himself should be at my very elbow ' ” 

’ His head being turned back, he passed a crook of the road, and, lool< 
forward again, beheld the figuie of a man, m grave and decent att 
seated at the foot of an old tree He arose at Goodman Brown’s appro 
and walked onward side by side with him. 

"You are late, Goodman Brown,” said he "The clock of the Old So 
was striking as I came through Boston, and that is full fifteen mini 
agone ” 

"Faith kept me back a while,” replied the young man, with a tremo: 
his voice, caused by the sudden appearance of his companion, though 
wholly unexpected 

It was now deep dusk in the forest, and deepest m that part of it wh 
these two were journeying As nearly as could be discerned, the sec( 
traveller was about fifty years old, apparently in the same rank of life 
Goodman Brown, and bearing a considerable resemblance to him, thoi 
perhaps more in expression than features Still they might have been t 
en for father and son And yet, though the eldei person ivas as simply c 
as the younger, and as simple m manner too, he had an indescribable 
01 one who knew the world, and who would not have felt abashed at 
governor’s dmner table or in King William’s court, were it possible t 
his affairs should call him thither But the only thing about him that co 
be fixed upon as remarkable was his staff, which bore the lilceness o 
great black snake, so curiously wrought that it might almost be seen 
twist and wriggle itself like a living serpent This, of course, must h; 
been an ocular deception, assisted by the uncertain light 
"Come, Goodman Brown,” cried his fellow-traveller, "this is a dull pi 
for the beginning of a journey Take my staff, if you are so soon wear 
"Friend,” said the other, exchanging his slow pace for a full stop, “hi 
mg kept covenant by meeting thee here, it is my purpose now to reti 
whence I came I have scruples touching the matter thou wot’st of ” 
"Sayest thou so?” replied he of the serpent, smiling apart "Let us wi 
on, nevertheless, reasoning as we go, and if I convince thee not thou sh 
turn back We are but a little way in the forest yet ” 

"Too fajji too far'” exclaimed the goodman, unconsciously resumi 
his walk "My father never went into the woods on such an errand, r 
his father before him We have been a race of honest men and good Chr 
tians since the days of the martyrs, and shall I be the first of the name 
Brown that ever took this path and kept” , 

"Such company, thou wouldst say,” observed the elder person, inti 
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preting his pause “Well said, Goodman Brown! I have been as well ac 
quainted with your family as with ever a one among the Puritans and 
that’s no trifle to say I helped your grandfather, the constable, when he 
lashed the Quaker woman so smartly through the streets of Salem, and it 
was I that brought your father a pitch pine knot, kindled at my own 
hearth, to set fire to an Indian village, in king Philip’s war They were 
my go^ friends, both and many a pleasant walk have we had along this 
path, and returned merrily after midnight I would fain be friends with 
you for their sake ” 

‘ If it be as thou sayest,” replied Goodman Brown, “I marvel they nev 
er spoke of these matters, or, verily, I marvel not, seeing that the least 
rumor of the sort would have driven them from New England We are a 
people of prayer, and good works to boot, and abide no such wickedness 
‘ Wickedness or not,” said the traveller with the twisted staff, ‘ I have a 
very general acquaintance here m New England The deacons of many a 
church have drunk the communion wine with me the selectmen of divers 
towns make me their chairman, and a majority of the Great and General 
Court are firm supporters of my interest The governor and I, too — But 
these are state secrets ” 

"Can this be so?” cried Goodman Brown, with a stare of amazement at 
his undisturbed companion ‘ Howbeit I have nothing to do with the gov 
ernor and council, they have their own ways, and are no rule for a simple 
husbandman like me But, were I to go on with thee, how should I meet 
the eye of that good old man, our minister, at Salem village? Oh his voice 
would make me tremble both Sabbath dav and lecture day ” 

Thus far the elder traveller had listened with due gravity but now 
burst into a fit of irrepressible mirth, shaking himself so violently that his 
snake like staff actually seemed to wriggle in sympathy 

‘Hal ha’ hal” shouted he again and again then composing himself, 
"Well, go on, Goodman Brown, go on but, prithee, don t kill me with 
laughmg ” 

"Well, then to end the matter at once ” said Goodman Brown consid 
erably nettled, ‘there is my wife, Faith It would break her dear little 
heart and I d rather break my own ” 

"Nay, if that be the case,” answered the other, "e en go thy Vays 
Goodman Brown I would not for twenty old women like the one hobbling 
before us that Faith should come to any harm ” 

As he spoke he pointed his staff at a female figure on the path in whom 
Goodman Brown recognized a very pious and exemplary dame, who had 
taught him his catechism in youth, and was still his moral and spiritual 
adviser, jointly with the minister and Deacon Gookm 

‘A marvel, truly, that Goody Cloyse should be so far in the wilderness 
at nightfall, ’ said he “But with your leave, friend, I shall take a cut 
through the woods until we have left this Christian woman behind Being 
a stranger to you, she might ask whom I was consorting with and whither 
I was going ’ 
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“Be it SO,” said his fellow-traveller. “Betake you to the woods, and let 
me keep the path ” 

Accordingly the young man turned aside, but took care to watch his 
companion, who advanced softly along the road until he had come within 
a staff’s length of the old dame She, meanwhile, was making the best of 
her way, with singular speed for so aged a woman, and mumblmg some in- 
distinct words a prayer, doubtless as she went The traveller put forth 
his staff and touched her withered neck with what seemed the serpent’s 
tail 

“The devil > ” screamed the pious old lady 

“Then Goody Cloyse knows her old friend^” observed the traveller, 
confronting her and leaning on his writhing stick 

“Ah, forsooth, and is it your worship indeed?” cried the good dame. 
“Yea, truly is it, and m the very image of my old gossip, Goodman Brown, 
the grandfather of the silly fellow that now is But would your worship 
believe it? my broomstick hath strangely disappeared, stolen, as I sus- 
pect, by that unhanged witch, Goody Cory, and that, too, when I was all 
anointed with the juice of smalfage, and cinquefoil, and wolf’s bane” 
“Mingled with fine wheat and the fat of a new-born babe,” said the 
shape of old Goodman Brown 

“Ah, your woiship knows the recipe,” cried the old lady, cackling 
aloud “So, as I was saying, being all ready for the meeting, and no horse 
to ride on, I made up my mind to foot it, for they tell me there is a nice 
young man to be taken into communion to-night But now your good wor- 
ship will lend me your arm, and we shall be there m a twinkling 

“That can hardly be,” answered her friend “I may not spare you my 
arm. Goody Cloyse , but here is my staff, if you will ” 

So saying, he threw it down at her feet, where, perhaps, it assumed life, 
being one of the rods which its owner had formerly lent to the Egyptian 
magi Of this fact, however, Goodman Brown could not take cognizance 
He had cast up his eyes in astonishment, and, looking down again, beheld 
neither Goody Cloyse nor the serpentine staff, but his fellow-traveller 
alone, who waited for him as calmly as if nothing had happened 

“That old woman taught me my catechism,” said the young man, and 
there was a world of meaning m this simple comment 

They continued to walk onward, while the elder traveller exhorted his 
companion to make good speed and persevere m the path, discoursing so 
Aptly that his arguments seemed rather to spring up in the bosom of his 
auditor than to be suggested by himself As they went, he plucked a 
branch of maple to serve for a walking stick, and began to strip it of the 
twigs and little boughs, which were wet with evening dew The moment 
his fingers touched them they became strangely withered and dried up as 
with a week’s sunshine Thus the pair proceeded, at a good free pace, 
until suddenly, in a gloomy hollow of the road, Goodman Brown sat him-’ 
self doii\Ti on the stump of a tree and refused to go any farther 

“Friend,” said he, stubbornly, “my mmd is made up Not another step 
will I budge on this errand What if a wretched old woman do choose to 
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go to the devil ^\hen I thought she was going to hea\en is that any reason 
why I should quit my dear Faith and go after her?” 

You will think better of this by and by,” said his acquaintance, com 
posedly “Sit here and rest yourself a while, and when you feel like mov 
mg agam, there is mj staff to help you along ” 

Without more words, he threw his companion the maple stick, and was 
as speedily out of sight as if he hid vanished into the deepening gloom 
The young man sat a few moments by the roadside, applauding himself 
greatly, and thinking with how clear a conscience he should meet the 
minister in his morning walk, nor shrink from the eye of good old Deacon 
Gookin And what calm sleep would be his that very night which was to 
have been spent so wickedly, but so purely and sweetly now in the arms 
of FaithI Amidst these pleasant and praiseworthy meditations. Good 
man Brown heard the tramp of horses Mong the road and deemed it ad 
Msable to conceal him'^elf within the verge of the forest, conscious of the 
guilty purpose that had brought him thither, though now so happily 
turned from it 

On came the hoof tramps and the voices of the riders, two grave old 
voices, conversing soberly as they drew near These mingled sounds ap 
peared to pa's along the road, within a few yards of the young man’s hid 
ing place but, owing doubtless to the depth of the gloom at that particu 
lar spot, neither the travellers nor their steeds were visible Though their 
figures brushed the small boughs by the wayside it could not be seen that 
they intercepted, even for a moment the faint gleam from the strip of 
bright sky athwart which they must have passed Goodman Brown alter 
nately crouched and stood on tiptoe, pulling aside the branches and 
thrusting forth his head as far as he durst without discerning so much as a 
shadow It vexed him the more, because he could have sw orn, were such a 
thing possible, that he recognized the voices of the minister and Deacon 
Gookin, jogging along quietl} , as they were wont to do when bounu to 
some ordination or ecclesiastical counal \\TuIe >et within hearing, one of 
the riders stopped to pluck a switch 

“Of the two, reverend sir,’ said the voice like the deacons, I had / 
rather miss an ordination dinner than to night’s meeting They tell me 
that some of our community are to be here from Falmouth and beyond 
and others from Connecticut and Rhode Island, besides several of the 
Indian powwows, who, after their fashion, know almost as much deviltry 
as the best of us Jloreover, there is a goodly young woman to be taken 
into communion ” 

“Mighty well Deacon Gookinl” replied the solemn old tones of the 
minister “Spur up, or we shall be late Nothing can be done, you know, 
until I get on the ground ” 

The hoofs clattered agam and the voices, talking so strangely m the 
empty air, passed on through the forest, where no church had ever been 
gathered or solitary Christian prayed \Vhither then, could these holy 
men be journeying so deep into the heathen wilderness? Young Goodman 
Brown caught hold of a tree for support, being ready to sink down on the 
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ground, faint and oveiburdened with the heavy sickness of his heart I 
looked up to the sky, doubting whether there really was a heaven abo' 
him Yet there was the blue arch, and the stars brightening in it 

‘‘With heaven above and Faith below, I will yet stand firm against tl 
devil ' ” cried Goodman Brown 

While he still gazed upward into the deep arch of the fiimament ai 
had lifted his hands to pray, a cloud, though no wind was stirring, hu 
ried across the zenith and hid the brightening stars The blue sky was st 
visible, except directly overhead, where this black mass of cloud w 
sweeping swiftly northward Aloft m the air, as if from the depths of tl 
cloud, came a confused and doubtful sound of voices Once the listen 
fancied that he could distinguish the accents of towns-people of his ow 
men and women, both pious and ungodly, many of whom he had met 
the communion table, and had seen others noting at the tavern The ne 
moment, so indistinct were the sounds, he doubted whether he had heai 
aught but the murmui of the old forest, whispering without a %nnd The 
came a stronger swell of those familiar tones, heaid daily in the sunshii 
at Salem village, but never until now from a cloud of night There was oi 
voice of a young woman, uttering lamentations, yet with an uncertain so 
low, and entreating for some favor, which, perhaps, it would grieve her i 
obtain, and all the unseen multitude, both saints and sinners, seemed l 
encourage her onward 

“Faith shouted Goodman Brown, m a voice of agony and desper; 
tion, and the echoes of the forest mocked him, crying, “Faith' Faith' ” i 
if bewildered wretches were seeking her all through the wilderness 

The cry of grief, rage, and terror was yet piercing the night, when tl 
unhappy husband held his breath foi a response There was a screar 
drovmed immediately in a louder murmur of voices, fading into far-o 
laughter, as the dark cloud sw^ept away, leaving the clear and silent sk 
above Goodman Brown But something fluttered lightly down through tl: 
air and caught on the branch of a tree The young man seized it, and b( 
held a pink ribbon 

“My Faith is gone'” cried he, after one stupefied moment “There : 
no good on earth, and sin is but a name. Come, devil, for to thee is th 
■woild given ” 

And, maddened with despair, so that he laughed loud and long, di 
Goodman Brown grasp his staff and set forth again, at such a rate that li 
seemed to fly along the forest path rather than to walk or run The roa 
grew wilder and drearier and more faintly traced, and vanished at lengtl 
leaving him m the heart of the dark wilderness, still rushing onward wnt 
the instmct that guides mortal man to evil The whole forest was people 
with frightful sounds the creaking of the trees, the howling of wil 
beasts, and the yell of Indians, while sometimes the wind tolled like 
distant church bell, and sometimes gave a broad roar around the travellei 
as if all Nature were laughing him to scorn But he was himself the chie 
horror of the scene, and shrank not fiom its other horrors 

“Ha' ha' ha' ” roared Goodman Brown when the wind laughed at him 
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“Let us hear which w ill laugh loudest Think not to frighten me with your 
deviltry Come witch, come wizard, come Indian pom\ow, come devil 
himself, and here comes Goodman Brown You may as well fear him as he 
fear >ou ” 

In truth, all through the haunted forest there could be nothing more 
frightful than the figure of Goodman Brown On he flew among the black 
pines, brandishing his staff with frenzied gestures, now giving vent to an 
inspiration of horrid blasphemy, and now shouting forth such laughter oS 
set all the echoes of the forest laughing like demons around him The fiend 
m his own shape is less hideous than when he rages in the breast of man 
Thus sped the demoniac on his course, until, ciuivering among the trees 
he saw a red light before him, as when the felled trunks and branches of 
a clearing have been set on fire and throw up their lurid blaze against the 
sky, at the hour of midnight He paused, in a lull of the tempest that had 
* dnven him onward and heard the swell of what seemed a hymn, rolling 
solemnly from a distance with the weight of many voices He knew the 
tune, it was a familiar one in the choir of the vallage meeting house The 
verse died heavily awa>, and was lengthened by a chorus, not of human 
voices, but of all the sounds of the benighted wilderness pealing m awful 
harmonj together Goodman Brown cried out, and his cry was lost to his 
own car b> its unison wath the cry of the desert 

In the interval of silence he stole forward until the light glared full 
upon his eyes At one extremity of an open space hemmed m by the dark 
wail of the forest, arose a rock, bearing some rude natural resemblance 
either to an alter or a pulpit, and surrounded by four blazing pines their 
tops aflame their stems untouched like candles at an evening meeting 
The mass of foliage that had overgrowai the summit of the rock was all on 
fire, blazing high into the night and fitfully illuminating the whole field 
Each pendent twig and leafy festoon was in a blaze As the red light arose 
and fell, a numerous congregation alternately shone forth, then disap 
peared in shadow, and again grew as it were, out of the darkness, peo 
pling the heart of the solitary woods at once 

“A grave and dark clad company,” quoth Goodman Brown 

In truth they were such Among them, quivering to and fro between 
gloom and splendor, appeared faces that would be seen nevt day at the 
council board of the province, and others which, Sabbath after Sabbath, 
looked devoutly heavenward, and benignantly over the crowded pews, 
from the holiest pulpits in the land Some affirm that the lady of the gov 
emor was there At least there were high dames well known to her, and 
wives of honored husbands, and widows, a great multitude and ancient 
maidens, all of excellent repute, and fair young girls, who trembled lest 
their mothers should espy them Either the sudden gleams of light flash 
mg over the obscure field bedazzled Goodman Brown, or he recognized a 
score of the church members of Salem village famous for their especial 
sanctity Good old Deacon Gookm had arrived and waited at the skirts 
of that venerable saint, his revered pastor But, irreverently cotisortitig 
with these grave, reputable, and pious people, these elders of the church 
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these chaste dames and dewy virgins, theie were men of dissolute lives 
and women of spotted fame, wretches given over to all mean and filthy 
vice, and suspected even of horrid ciimes It was strange to see that the 
good shrank not fiom the wicked, noi were the smneis abashed by the 
saints Scattered also among their pale-faced enemies were the Indian 
priests, or powwows, who had often scared their native forest with moie 
hideous mcantations than any known to English witchcraft 

'‘But wheie is Faith?” thought Goodman Brown, and, as hope came 
into his heart, he trembled 

Another verse of the hymn arose, a slow and mournful strain, such as 
the pious love, but joined to words ivhich expressed all that our nature 
can conceive of sin, and darkly hinted at far more Unfathomable to 
mere mortals is the lore of fiends Verse after verse was sung, and still 
the chorus of the desert swelled betw'een like the deepest tone of a mighty 
organ, and with the final peal of that dreadful anthem theie came a 
sound, as if the roaring -wind, the rushing streams, the howling beasts, 
and every other voice of the unconcerted wulderness w’ere mingling and 
according with the voice of guilty man m homage to the prince of all 
The four blazing pines threw up a loftier flame, and obscurely discover- 
ed shapes and visages of honor on the smoke wTeaths abo\e the impious 
assembly At the same moment the fire on the rock shot redly forth and 
formed a glowing arch above its base, where now appeared a figure 
With reverence be it spoken, the figure bore no slight similitude, both in 
garb and manner, to some grave divine of the New England churches 
“Bring forth the converts' ” cried a voice that echoed through the field 
and rolled into the forest 

At the word, Goodman Biowm stepped forth from the shadow of the 
trees and approached the congregation, with whom he felt a loathful 
brotherhood by the sympathy of all that w^as wncked m his heart He 
could have well-nigh sworn that the shape of his own dead father beclc- 
oned him to advance, looking downward from a smoke wreath, while a 
woman, with dim features of despair, threw' out her hand to warn him 
back Was it his mother? But he had no power to retreat one step, nor to 
resist, even in thought, when the minister and good old Deacon Gookm 
seized his arms and led him to the blazing rock Thither came also the 
slender form of a veiled female, led between Goody Cloyse, that pious 
teacher of the catechism, and Martha Carrier, who had received the 
devil’s promise to be queen of hell A rampant hag was she And thept 
stood the proselytes beneath the canopy of fire / 

“Welcome, my children,” said the dark figure, “to the communion/ of 
your race Ye have found thus young your nature and your dest^y jJMy 
children, look behind you ' ” / 

They turned, and flashing forth, as it were, in a sheet okflame^, the 
fiend worshippers were seen, the smile of welcome gleamed darkly on 
every visage 

“There,” resumed the sable form, “are all w'hom ye have reverenced 
from youth Ye deemed them holier than yourselves, and shrank from 
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your own sin, contrasting it with their lives of righteousness and prayer 
ful aspirations heavenward let here are thej all m my worshipping as 
sembly This night it shall be granted you to know their secret deeds 
how hoary bearded elders of the churdi hive whispered wanton words 
to the young maids of their households, how many a woman, eager for 
widows’ weeds his given her husband a drink at bedtime and let him 
sleep his list sleep in her bosom how beardless youths have made haste 
to inherit their fathers' wealth, and how fair damsels — blush not, sweet 
ones — have dug httle graves in the garden, and bidden me, the sole guest 
to an infant s funeral By the sympathy of your human hearts for sin 
ye shall scent out all the places — ^whether m church, bedchamber, street, 
field, or forest — where crime has been committed, and shall exult to 
behold the whole earth one stain of guilt, one mighty blood spot Far 
more than this It shall be yours to penetrate, m every bosom, the deep 
mystery of sin, the fountain of all wicked arts, and which inexhaustibly 
supplies more evil impulses than human power — than my power at its 
utmost— can make manifest in deeds And now, my children, look upon 
each other ” 

They did so and, by the blaze of the hell kindled torches the wretched 
man beheld his Faith, and the wife her husband, trembling before that 
unhallowed altar 

“Lo, there je stand, my children,” said the figure, m a deep and sol 
emn tone, almost sad w*ith its despairing aw fulness, as if his once angelic 
nature could yet mourn for our miserable race “Depending upon one an 
other's hearts, ye had still hoped that virtue were not all a dream Now 
are ye undeceived Evil is the nature of mankind Evil must be your only 
happiness Welcome again, my children, to the communion of jour race ” 
Welcome,' repeated the fiend worshippers, in one cry of despair 
and triumph 

And there they stood, the only pair, as it seemed, who were yet hesi 
tating on the verge of wickedness in this dark world A basin was hoi 
lowed, naturally, in the rock Did it contain water reddened by the lurid 
light? or was it blood? or, perchance, a liquid flame? Herein did the 
shape of evil dip his hand and prepare to lay the mark of baptism upon 
their foreheads, that they might be partakers of the mystery of sin more 
conscious of the secret guilt of others, both m deed and thought, than 
they could now be of their own The husband cast one look at his pale 
wife and Faith at him What polluted wretches would the next glance 
show them to each other, shuddering alike at what they disclosed and 
what they sawl 

“Faith! Faith'” cried the husband, “look up to heaven, and resist the 
wicked one ’ 

Whether Faith obeyed he knew not Hardly had he spoken when he 
found himself amid calm night and solitude, listening to a roar of the 
wind which died heavily away through the forest He staggered against 
the rock, and felt it chili and damp while a hanging twig that had been 
all on fire, besprinkled his cheek with the coldest dew 
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' The next morning young Goodman Brown came slowly into the street 
of Salem village, staring around him like a bewildered man The good 
old minister was taking a walk along the graveyard to get an appetite 
for breakfast and meditate his sermon, and bestowed a blessing, as he 
passed, on Goodman Brown. He shrank from the venerable saint as if to 
avoid an anathema Old Deacon Gookm was at domestic worship, and 
the holy words of his prayer were heard through the open window 
‘^What God doth the wizard pray to?” quoth Goodman Brown Goody 
Cloyse, that excellent old Christian, stood in the early sunshine at her 
own lattice, catechizing a little girl who had brought her a pint of morn- 
ing’s milk Goodman Brown snatched aw'ay the child as from the grasp 
of the fiend himself Turning the cornei by the meeting-house, he spied 
the head of Faith, with the pink ribbons, gazing anxiously forth, and 
bursting into such joy at sight of him that she skipped along the street 
and almost kissed her husband before the whole village But Goodman 
Blown looked sternly and sadly into her face, and passed on without a 
greeting 

Had Goodman Brown fallen asleep in the forest and only dreamed a 
wild dream of a witch-meetmg? 

Be it so if you will, but, alas' it was a dream of evil omen for young 
Goodman Brown A stern, a sad, a darkly meditative, a distrustful, if 
not a desperate man did he become from the night of that fearful dream 
On the Sabbath day, when the congregation were singing a holy psalm, 
he could not listen because an anthem of sm rushed loudly upon his ear 
and drowned all the blessed strain When the minister spoke from the 
pulpit with power and fervid eloquence, and, with his hand on the 
open Bible, of the sacred truths of our religion, and of samt-like lives 
and triumphant deaths, and of future bliss or misery unutterable, then 
did Goodman Brown turn pale, dreading lest the roof should thunder 
down upon the giay blasphemer and his hearers Often, waking sudden- 
ly at midnight, he shrank from the bosom of Faith, and at morning or 
eventide, when the family knelt down at prayer, he scowled and mut- 
tered to himself, and gazed sternly at his wife, and turned away And 
when he had lived long, and was borne to his grave a hoary corpse, fol- 
lowed by Faith, an aged woman, and children and grandchildren, a 
goodly procession, besides neighbors not a few, they carved no hopeful 
verse upon his tombstone, for his dying hour was gloom. 
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RAPPACCINI^S DAUGHTER 
[From the Writings of Aubepine ] 

We do not remember to have seen any translated specimens of the pro 
ductions of M de I’Aubepme — a fact the less to be wondered at, as his 
very name is unknown to many of his own countrymen as well as to the 
student of foreign literature As a writer, he seems to occupy an unfor 
tunate position between the Transcendentalists (who, under one name 
or another, have their share m all the current literature of the world) 
and the great body of pen and ink men who address the intellect and 
sympathies of the multitude If not too refined, at all events too remote, 
too shadowy, and unsubstantial in his modes of development to suit the 
taste of the latter class and yet too popular to satisfy the spintual or 
metaphysical requisitions of the former, he must necessarily find himself 
without an audience except here and there an individual or possibly an 
isolated clique His writings, to do them justice, are not altogether desti 
tute of fancy and originality they might have won him greater reputa 
tion but for an inveterate love of allegory, which is apt to invest his 
plots and characters with the aspect of scenery and people in the clouds, 
and to steal away the human warmth out of his conceptions His fictions 
are sometimes historical, sometimes of the present day, and sometimes, 
so far as can be discovered have little or no reference either to time or 
space In any case, he generally contents himself with a very slight em 
broidery of outward manners — the faintest possible counterfeit of real 
life — and endeavors to create an interest by some less obvious pecu 
liarity of the subject Occasionally a breath of Nature, a raindrop of 
pathos and tenderness, or a gleam of humor, will find its way into the 
midst of his fantastic imagery, and make us feel as if, after all, we were 
yet wnthm the limits of our native earth We will only add to this very 
cursory notice that de 1 Aubepine’s productions, if the reader chance 
to take them in precisely the proper point of view, may amuse a leisure 
hour as well as those of a brighter man, if otherwise they can hardly 
fail to look excessively like nonsense 
Our author is voluminous he continues to write and publish with as 
much praiseworthy and indefatigable prolixity as if his efforts were 
crowned with the brilliant success that so justly attends those of Eugene 
Sue His first appearance was by a collection of stories in a long series 
of volumes entitled “Contes deux fois racontees ’ The titles of some of 
his more recent works (we quote from memory) are as follows “Le 
Voyage Celeste a Chemin de Fer,” 3 tom, 1838, “Le nouveau Pere 
Adam et la nouvelle Mere Eve,” 2 tom , 1839, “Roderic ou le Seipent 
a lestomac 2 tom 1840 “Le Culte du Feu,” a folio volume of pon 
derous research into the religion and ritual of the old Persian Ghebers, 
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published m 1841, “La Soiree du Chateau en Espagne,” i tom, 8 
"1842, and “L’ Artiste du Beau, ou le Papillon Mecanique,” 5 tom , 4 
1843 Oui somewhat wearisome perusal of this startling catalogue 
volumes has left behind it a ceitain personal affection and sympatl 
though by no means admiration, for M de I’Aubepine, and we woi 
fain do the little in our power towards introducing him favorably to 1 
American public The ensuing tale is a translation of his “Beatrice, 
la Belle Empoisonneuse,” recently published in “La Revue Anti-Ai 
tocratique ” This journal, edited by the Comte de Bearhaven, has 
some years past led the defence of liberal principles and popular rig! 
with a faithfulness and ability worthy of all praise 

A young man, named Giovanni Guasconti, came, veiy long ago, fn 
the more southern legion of Italy, to pursue his studies at the Univ 
sity of Padua Giovanni, who had but a scanty supply of gold ducats 
his pocket, took lodgings in a high and gloomy chamber of an old e 
flee which looked not unwoithy to have been the palace of a Padu 
noble, and -which, in fact, exhibited over its entrance the armorial be; 
mgs of a family long since extinct The young stranger, vho was not i 
studied 111 the great poem of his country, recollected that one of t 
ancestors of this family, and perhaps an occupant of this very mansii 
had been pictured by Dante as a pai taker of the immortal agonies 
his Inferno These reminiscences and associations, together with t 
tendency to heartbreak natural to a young man for the first time out 
his native sphere, caused Giovanni to sigh heavily as he looked arou 
the desolate and ill-furnished apartment 

“Holy Virgin, signor'” cried old Dame Lisabetta, who, -won by t 
youth’s remarkable beauty of person, was kindly endeavoring to give 1 
chamber a habitable air, “what a sigh w'as that to come out of a you 
man’s heart' Do you find this old mansion gloomy^ For the love 
Heaven, then, put your head out of the window, and you will see 
bright sunshine as you have left in Naples ” 

Guasconti mechanically did as the old woman advised, but cor 
not quite agiee with her that the Paduan sunshine was as cheerful 
that of southern Italy Such as it was, however, it fell upon a gard 
beneath the window and expended its fostering influences on a vane 
of plants, which seemed to have been cultivated with exceeding care 

“Does this garden belong to the house?” asked Giovanni 

“Heaven forbid, signor, unless it were fruitful of better pot herbs th 
any that grow there now,” answered old Lisabetta “No, that gard 
is cultivated by the own hands of Signor Giacomo Rappaccmi, the ! 
mous doctor, who, I warrant him, has been heard of as far as Napl 
It is said that he distils these plants into medicines that are as potent 
a charm Oftentimes you may see the signor doctor at work, and pi 
chance the signora, his daughter, too, gathering the stiange flowers tl 
grow in the garden ” 

The old woman had now done what she could for the aspect of t 
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chamber, and, commending the young man to the protection of the 
saints, took her departure 

Giovanni still found no better occupation than to look down into the 
garden beneath his window From its appearance, he judged it to be 
one of those botanic gardens which were of earlier date in Padua than 
elsewhere m Italy or m the world Or, not improbably, it might once 
have been the pleasure place of an opulent family, for there was the 
rum of a marble fountain m the centre, sculptured with rare art but so 
wofully shattered that it was impossible to trace the original design 
from file chaos of remaining fragments The water, however, continued 
to gush and sparkle into the sunbeams as cheerfully as ever A little 
gurgling sound ascended to the young mans window, and made him 
feel as if the fountain were an immortal spirit that sung its song un 
ceasmgly and without heeding the vicissitudes around it, while one 
century imbodied it m marble and another scattered the perishable 
garniture on the soil All about the pool into which the water subsided 
grew various plants, that seemed to require a plentiful supply of mois 
ture for the nourishment of gigantic leaves, and m some instances, flow- 
ers gorgeously magnificent There was one shrub in particular, set in a 
marble vase in the midst of the pool, that bore a profusion of purple 
blossoms each of which had the lustre and richness of a gem, and the 
whole together made a show so resplendent that it seemed enough to 
illuminate the garden, even had there been no sunshine Every portion 
of the soil was peopled with plants and herbs, which, if less beautiful, 
still bore tokens of assiduous care as if all had their individual virtues, 
known to the scientific mind that fostered them Some were placed 
m urns, rich with old carving, and others m common garden pots, some 
crept serpent like along the ground or climbed on high, using whatever 
means of ascent was offered them One plant had wreathed itself round 
a statue of Vertumnus, which was thus quite \eiled and shrouded m a 
drapery of hanging foliage, so happily arranged that it might have 
served a sculptor for a study 

While Giovanni stood at the window he heard a rustling behind a 
screen of leaves, and became aware that a person was at work in the 
garden His figure soon emerged into view, and showed itself to be that 
of no common laborer, but a tall, emaaated, sallow, and sickly looking 
man dressed in a scholar’s garb of black He was beyond the middle 
term of life, with gray hair, a thin, gray beard, and a face singularly 
marked with intellect and cultivation, but which could never, even in 
his more jouthful days have expressed much warmth of heart 

Nothing could exceed the intentness wth which this scientific garden 
er examined every shrub which grew in his path it seemed as if he was 
looking into their mmost nature, making observations in regard to their 
creative essence, and discovering why one leaf grew in this shape and 
another in that, and wherefore such and such flowers differed among 
themselves in hue and perfume Nevertheless, in spite of this deep in 
telhgence on his part, there was no approach to mtimacy between him 
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sell and these vegetable existences On the contraty, ho avoided their 
actual touch oi the diiect inhaling of their odois with a caution that im- 
pressed Giovanni most disagreeably, foi the man’s demeanor vas that 
of one walking among malignant influences, such ns sav.ige beasts, or 
deadly snakes, or evil spirits, which, should he allov them one moment 
of license, would wreak upon him some Icinble fatality It v.is strange- 
ly frightfiirtb the young man’s imagination to '^ce this an of in'-ecurity 
in a person cultivating a garden, that most simple and innocent of hu- 
man toils, and which had been alike the joy and labor of tlie unfalicn 
parents of the race Was this garden, then, the Eden of the present 
world? And this man, with such a peiception of harm in v.liat his onn 
hands caused to glow, nas he the Adam^ 

The distrustful gaidener, vhile plucking an ay the dead leaves or 
piuning the too luxuriant giowth of the shrubs, defended his hands 
with a pair of thick glo\cs Noi ncrc these his only armor When, m his 
walk through the garden, he came to the magnificenl plant that hung 
its puiple gems beside the marble fountain, he placed a kind of mask 
over his moutli and nostrils, as if all this beauty did but conceal a dcad- 
liei malice, but, finding his task still too dangerous, he drew back, re- 
moved the mask, and called loudly, but in the infirm \oicc of a person 
affected with inward disease, 

“Beatrice' Beatrice'’’ 

“Here am I, my father AWiat would you?” cried a rich and jouthful 
voice fiom the window of the opposite house a voice as rich as a trop- 
ical sunset, and vhich made Gio\anni, though he knew not why, think 
of deep hues of puiple or crimson and of perfumes heavily delectable 
“Are you in the garden?” 

“Yes, Beatrice,” answ'cred the gardener, “and I need your help ” 

Soon theie emerged from under a sculptured portal the figure of a 
young girl, ariayed w’lth as much richness of taste as the most splendid 
of the flow'ers, beautiful as the day, and with a bloom so deep and \ivid 
that one shade more wmiild have been too much She looked icdundant 
with life, health, and energy, all of which attributes weie bound down 
and compressed, as it were, and girdled tensely, in their luxuriance, by f 
her virgin zone Yet Giovanni’s fancy must ha\e grown morbid while he 
looked down into the garden, for tlie impression which the fair stranger 
made upon him wns as if here were another flownr, the human sister of 
those vegetable ones, as beautiful as they, more beautiful than the richest 
of them, but still to be touched only with a glove, nor to be approached 
without a mask As Beatrice came down the garden path, it was observ- 
able that she handled and inhaled the odor of several of the plants winch 
her father had most sedulously avoided 

“Heie, Beatrice,” said the latter, “see how man}'- needful offices require 
to be done to our chief treasure Yet, shattered as I am, my life might 
pay the penalty of approaching it so closely as circumstances demand 
Henceforth, I fear, this plant must be consigned to your sole chaige ” 

“And gladly will I undeitake it,” cried again the rich tones of the young 
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lady, as she bent towards the magnificent plant and opened her arms as 
if to embrace it “Yes, my sister, my splendour, it shall be Beatnce’s 
task to nurse and serve thee and thou shalt reward her with thy kisses 
and perfumed breath, which to her is as the breath of life ” 

Then, wth all the tenderness in her manner that "v^as so strikingly e'^ 
pressed in her words, she busied herself with such attentions as the plant 
seemed to require and Gio\anni, at his lofty windon, rubbed his ejes 
and almost doubted whether it were a girl tending her fa\orite flower, 
or one sister performing the duties of affection to another The scene soon 
terminated \\Tiether Dr Rappaccmi had finished his labors m the gar 
den or that his watchful eye had caught the stranger’s face, he now took 
his daughter’s arm and retired Night was already closing in, oppressive 
exhalations seemed to proceed from the plants and steal upward past the 
open window and Giovanni, closing the lattice went to his couch and 
dreamed of a rich flower and beautiful girl Flower and maiden were dif 
ferent, and jet the same, and fraught with some strange peril m either 
shape 

But there is an influence in the light of morning that tends to rectify 
whatever errors of fancy, or even of judgment, wc may have incurred 
during the sun’s decline, or among the shadows of the night, or in the 
less wholesome glow of moonshine Giovanni s first movement, on start 
mg from sleep was to throw open the window and gaze down into the 
garden which his dreams had made so ferule of mjstenes He was sur 
prised and a little ashamed to find how real and matter of fact an affair 
It proved to be, m the first rays of tlie sun which gilded the dew drops 
that hung upon leaf and blossom, and, while giving a brighter beauty 
to each rare flower, brought everjrthing within the limits of ordinary ex 
penence The young man rejoiced that, m the heart of the barren city, he 
had the privilege of overlooking this spot of lovely and luxuriant vegeta 
tion It would serve, he said to him'^lf as a symbolic language to keep 
him m communion with Nature Neither the sickly and thoughtworn Dr 
Giacomo Rappaccmi, it is true nor his brilliant daughter, were now 
visible so that Giovanni could not determine how much of the singular 
ity which he attributed to both was due to their own qualities and how 
much to his wonder working fancy, but he was inclined to take a most 
rational view of the whole matter 

In the course of the day he paid his respects to Signor Pietro Baglioni, 
profe'jsor of medicine in the university, a physician of eminent repute to 
whom Giovanni had brought a letter of introduction The professor was 
an elderly personage, apparently of genial nature, and habits that might 
almost be called jovial He kept the young man to dinner, and made 
himself very agreeable by the freedom and liveliness of his conversation, 
especially when warmed by a flask or two of Tuscan wine Giovanni, con 
ceiving that men of science, inhabitants of the same city, must needs be 
on familiar terms with one another took an opportunity to mention the 
name of Dr Rappaccmi But the professor did not respond with so much 
cordiality as he had anticipated 
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“111 would it become a teacher of the divine art of medicine/' '^aid Pro- 
fessor Pietio Bagliom, m answer to a cjiicstion of Giovanni, “to withhold 
due and well-consideied piaisc of a physician so cminenlly skilled as 
Rappaccmi, but, on the other hand, 1 should an'-wci it but ‘>cantily to 
my conscience were I to permit a worthy youth like voui-'Clf, Sifmor Gio- 
vanni, the son of an ancient fiiend, to imbibe erroneous idea*' respecting 
a man w’ho might hereaflei chance to hold yoiii life and desath in his 
hands The truth is, our w'oi shipful Di. Rappaccmi has as much science 
as any membei of the faculty w-ith perhaps one single exception in 
Padua, or all Italy, but there arc certain ghivc objection^ to his profes- 
sional character ’’ 

“And what are tliey?” asked the young man. 

“Has my fiiend Giovanni any disease of bod}' or heart, that he is so 
inquisitive about physicians?” ‘^aid the professor, with .i smile “Put as 
for Rappaccmi, it is said of him and I, who know the man well, can an- 
sw'er foi its truth that he cares infinitely more for science than foi 
mankind His patients arc interesting to him only as subjects for some 
new experiment He w'ould sacrifice human life, his own among the rest, 
01 wdiatever else w'as dearest to him, for the sake of addinc so much a*: a 
gram of mustard seed to the great heap of his accumulated knowledge ” 
“Methinks he is an awful man indeed,'’ remarked Guasconti, mentally 
recalling tlie cold and purely intellectual aspect of Rappaccmi “And yet, 
woishipful professor, is it not a noble spirit? Are there many men cap- 
able of so spiritual a love of science?” 

“God forbid,” answered the professor, somewhat testily, “at least, 
unless they take sounder views of the healing art than those adopted by 
Rappaccmi It is his theory that all medicinal \irtucs arc comprised 
widiin those substances which we term vegetable poisons These he culti- 
vates w'lth his owm hands, and is said even to have produced new varie- 
ties of poison, more horril 3 ly deleterious than Nature, without the assist- 
ance of this learned person, would ever have plagued the world withal 
That the signor doctor docs less mischief than might be expected with 
such dangerous substances is undeniable Now and then, it must be 
Owned, he has effected, or seemed to cflect, a marvellous cure, but, to tell 
you my private mind, Signor Giovanni, he should receive little credit 
for such instances of success, they being probably the work of chance, 
but should be held strictly accountable for his failures, which may 
justly be considered his owm w'ork ” 

The youth might have taken Baglioni’s opinions with many grains of 
allowance had he kno3vn that there w^as a professional warfare of long 
continuance between him and Dr Rappaccmi, in wdiich Oie latter w as 
generally thought to have gamed the advantage If the reader be inclined 
to judge for himself, w^e refer him to ceitam black-lettei tracts on both 
sides, preserved m the medical department of the University of Padua 
“I know not, most learned professor,” leturned Giovanni, after musing 
on what had been said of Rappaccini’s exclusive zeal for science, “I 
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know not how dearly this physician may love his art, but surely there is 
one object more dear to him He has a daughter ” 

“Ahal” cried the professor, with a laugh “So now our friend Gio 
vanni’s secret is out You have heard of this daughter, whom ill the 
> oung men m Padua are wild about, though not half a dozen have ever 
had the good hap to see her face I know little of the Signora Beatrice 
save that Rappacani is said to have instructed her deeply in his science 
and that, young and beautiful as fame reports her, she is already qualified 
to fill a professor s chair Perchance her father destines 4ier for mine! 
Other absurd rumors there be, not worth talking about or listening to 
So now, Signor Giov anm, drink off your glass of lachryma ” 

Guasconti returned to his lodgings somewhat heated with the wine he 
had quaffed, and which caused his brain to swim with strange fantasies 
m reference to Dr Rappaccim and the beautiful Beatrice On his way, 
happening to pass by a florist’s, he bought a fresh bouquet of flowers 
Ascending to his chamber, he seated himself near the wundow, but 
wathin the shadow thrown by the depth of the wall, so that he could look 
down into the garden with little risk of being discovered All beneath his 
e>e was a solitude The strange plants were basking in the sunshine, and 
now and then nodding gently to one another, as if m acknowledgment of 
s> mpathy and kindred In the midst, by the shattered fountain, grew the 
magnificent shrub, with its purple gems clustering all over it, they 
glowed in the air, and gleamed back again out of the depths of the pool, 
which thus seemed to overflow wnth colored radiance from the rich re- 
flection that was steeped in it At first, as we have said, the garden was 
a solitude Soon, however, — as Giovanni had half hoped, half feared, 
would be the case, — a figure appeared beneath the antique sculptured 
portal, and came down between the rows of plants, inhaling their vari- 
ous perfumes as if she were one of those beings of old classic fable that 
lived upon sweet odors On again beholding Beatrice, the young man 
was even startled to perceive how much her beauty exceeded his recol- 
lection of it, so brilliant, so vivid, was its character, that she glowed 
amid the sunlight, and, as Giovanm whispered to himself, positively 
illuminated the more shadowy intervals of the garden path Her face be- 
ing now more revealed than on the former occasion, he was struck by its 
expression of simplicity and sweetness, — qualities that had not entered 
into his idea of her character, and which made him ask anew what man 
ner of mortal she might be Nor did he fail again to observe, or imagine, 
an analogy between the beautiful girl and the gorgeous shrub that hung 
Its gemlike flowers over the fountain, — a resemblance which Beatrice 
seemed to have indulged a fantastic humor in heightening, both by the 
arrangement of her dress and the selection of its hues 

Approaching the shrub she threw open her arms, as with a passionate 
ardor, and drew its branches into an intimate embrace — so intimate that 
her features were hidden in its leafy bosom and her glistening ringlets all 
intermingled with the flowers 
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“Give me thy bieath, my sister,” exclaimed Beatrice, “for T am faint 
\Mtli common air And give me this flowci of thine, vhicli I ‘■eparate v/ilh 
gentlest fingers from the stem and place il close beside my licart ” 

With these words the beautiful daughter of Rapiiactini plucked one 
of the richest blossoms of the shrub, and \\,is about to f.isten if in her 
bosom But now, unless Giovanni’s draughts of vine had bevildeicd his 
senses, a singular incident occuiicd A small oraimc -colon d reptile, of 
tlie lizaid 01 chameleon species, chanced to be creeping along tlie path, 
just at the fefct of Beatrice It appeared to Giovanni.-- -but, al the dis- 
tance from which he ga/cd, he could scaicclj' have s(en anything so 
minute, it appeared to him, however, that a drop or two of moisture 
from the broken stem of the flower descended upon th(' h/ards head 
For an instant the leptile contorted itself violently, and then lay motion- 
less in the sunshine Beatrice observed this remarkable phenomenon 
and crossed herself, sadly, but without surpri'^c, nor did ';he thcrefort 
hesitate to ai range the fatal flowei in her bosom 'J'hcrc it blushed, and 
almost glimmered with the da//ling efiect of a precious stone, adding to 
her dress and aspect the one appropiiatc chaim which nothing else in 
the world could have supplied But Giov.inni, out of the shadow of his 
window, bent forw'ard and shrank back, and nun mured and trembled 
“Am I awake? Have I my senses? ’ said he to hini'^elf “What is this 
being? Beautiful shall I call her, or inc'prcssibly terrible^” 

Beatrice now strayed carelessly through the garden, ai)proaching 
closer beneath Giovanni’s window, so that he was compelled to thrust 
his head quite out of its concealment in order to gratify the intense and 
painful curiosity which she excited At this moment there came a beau- 
tiful insect over the garden wall, it had. perhaps, wandered through the 
city, and found no flowers or verdure among those antique haunts of 
men until the heavy perfumes of Dr Rappaccini’s shrubs had lured it 
from afar Without alighting on the flowers, this winged brightness' 
seemed to be attracted by Beatrice, and lingered in the air and fluttered 
about her head Kow', here it could not be but that Giovanni Guasconti’s 
eyes deceived him Be that as it might, he fancied that, while Beatrice 
w^as gazing at the insect with childish delight, it grew faint and fell at 
her feet, its bright wings shivered, it was dead from no cause that he 
could discern, unless it were the atmosphere of hei breath Again Bea- 
trice crossed herself and sighed heavnly as she bent ov^er the dead insect 
An impulsive movement of Giovanni drew her ej^es to the window 
There she beheld the beautiful head of the young man rather a Gre- 
cian than an Italian head, wnth fair, regular features, and a glistening 
of gold among his ringlets gazing dowm upon her like a being that hov- 
ered in mid air Scarcely knowing w^hat he did, Giovanni threw down the 
bouquet which he had hitherto held in his hand 

“Signora,” said he, “there are pure and healthful flow^ers Wear them 
for the sake of Giovanni Guasconti ” 

“Thanks, signor,” replied Beatrice, with her rich voice, that came 
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forth as it ^^e^e like a gush of music, and with a mirthful expression half 
childish and half voman hke “I accept jour gift, and ^\ould fam re 
compense it with this precious purple flower, but if I toss it into the air 
It will not reach you So Signor Guasconti must even content himself 
with my thanks ’ 

She lifted the bouquet from the ground, and then, as if inwardly 
ashamed at having stepped aside from her nnidcnlj reseiae to respond 
to a strangers greeting pas-^ed swiftly homeward through the garden 
But few as the moments were, it seemed to Giovanni, when she was on 
the point of vanishing beneath the sculptured portal, that his beautiful 
bouquet was alread> beginning to wither in her grasp It was an idle 
thought there could be no possibiht> of distinguishing a faded flower 
from a fresh one at so great a distance 

For man> da>s after this incident the young man avoided the window 
that looked into Dr Rappaccims garden, as if somctliing ugl> and 
monstrous would have blasted his eyesight had he been betrayed into a 
glance He felt conscious of having pul him'^lf, to a certain e.\tent, 
within the influence of an unintelligible power by the communication 
which he had opened with Beatrice The widest course would have been, 
if his heart were in any real danger, to quit his lodgings and Padua itself 
at once the next wiser to have accustomed him'^elf as far as possible 
to the familiar and daylight view of Beatrice — thus bringing her rigidly 
and systematically within the limits of ordinary cxpcrjcncc Least of all, 
while avoiding her sight, ought Giovanni to have remained so near this 
extraordinary being that the proximity and possibility even of inter 
course should give a kind of substance and reality to the wild vagaries 
which his imagination ran not continually m producing Guasconti had 
not a deep heart — or, at all events, its depths were not sounded now 
but he had a quick fancy and an ardent southern temperament, which 
rose every instant to a higher fever pitch ^^hethc^ or no Beatrice pos 
scssed those terrible attributes that fatal breath, the affinity with those 
so beautiful and deadly flowers which were indicated by what Giovanni 
had witnessed she had at least instilled a fierce and subtle pof^on into 
his system It was not love, although her rich beauty was a madness to 
him nor horror, even while he fancied her spirit to be imbued with Uic 
same baneful essence that seemed to pervade her physical frame but a 
wild offspring of both love and horror tint had each parent m it, and 
burned like one and shivered like the other Giovanni knew not what to 
dread still less did he know what to hope yet hope and dread kept a 
continual warfare in his breast, alternately vanquishing one another and 
starting up afresh to renevv the contest Blessed are all simple emotions, 
be they darl or bnghtl It is the lurid intermixture of the two that pro 
duces the illuminating bla2e of the infernal regions 

Sometimes he endeavored to assuage the fever of his spirit by a rapid 
walk through the streets of Padua or beyond its gales his footsteps kept 
time with the throbbmgs of his brain, so that the walk was apt to accel 
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erate itself to a race One day he found hini'^clf arrested, his arm was 
seized by a portly personage, who had turned liaclw on if(ogni/ing the 
young man and expended much bre.ith m o\crl.il mi^ him 

^‘Signoi Giovanni! Stay, my young friend!” cned he ‘ Have you for- 
gotten me? That might well be the ca=e if T wcie as much alteiefl ns 
youiself ” 

It was Baghoni, wdiom Giovanni had a\oided escr mikc their first 
meeting, from a doubt that the professni's ‘^agacity would look loo dci ply 
into his secrets Endeavoring to icco\ci himself, he slarcfl forth wildly 
from his inner w^orld into the outer one and spol.c lii.e a m.m in a dream. 

“Yes, I am Giovanni Guasconti You are I’rofc'-sor Pietro Ikudioni 
NiOW let me pass'” 

“Not yet, not j^et. Signor Giovanni Guasconti.” saui the proft—nr, 
smiling, but at the same time scrulini/ing the youth wilii an earnest 
glance “Ydiaf did I grow' up side b}' side with ynir fathi i'-’ and diall 
his son pass me like a strangei m these old strerds of Paflua-' Stand still, 
Signoi Giovanni, for we must have a word or two before we part ’ 

“Speedily, then, most woi shipful professoi. speedily,” said Gicnanni, 
with feverish impatience “Does not jour worship sec that I am in 
haste?” 

Now', w'hile he was speaking there came a man m black along the 
street, stooping and moMng feebly like a iierson in inferior health Ills 
face was all overspread with a most sickly and sallow hue, Imt \cl so per- 
vaded WTith an expiession of piercing and active intellect that an obscn.cr 
might easily have overlooked the merely physical attribute'^ and have 
seen only this w'onderful energy As he passed, this per‘>on exchanged a 
'^cold and distant salutation with Baglioni, but fixed his eyes upon Gio- 
,vanni with an mtentness that seemed to bring out whate\cr was within 
him worthy of notice Nevertheless, there was a peculiar quietness in the 
look, as if taking merely a speculatixc, not a human interest, in the 
young man 

“It IS Dr Rappaccini!” whispered the professor when the stranger 
had passed “Has he ever seen your face before^” 

“Not that I know,” answ'ered Giovanni, starling at the name 

“He /las seen you! he must have seen you'” said Baghoni, hastily 
“For some purpose or other, this man of science is malving a study of 
you I know that look of Ins' It is the same that coldly illuminates his 
face as he bends over a bird, a mouse, or a butterfly, wdnch, m pursuance 
of some experiment, he has killed by the perfume of a flower, a look as 
deep as Nature itself, but without Nature’s warmth of love Signor Gio- 
vanni, I will stake my life upon it, you are the subject of one of Rappac- 
cini’s experiments' ” 

“Will you make a fool of me?” cried Giovanni, passionately ‘'That, 
signor professoi , were an untoward experiment ” 

“Patience' patience'” replied the imperturbable professor “I tell 
thee, my poor Giovanni, that Rappaccini has a scientific interest in thee. 
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Thou hist fallen into fearful handsi And the Signora Beatrice, — what 
part does she act in this mjstery?” 

But Guasconti, finding Baghoni’s pertinacity intolerable, here broke 
an ay, and nas gone before the professor could again seize his arm He 
looked after the young man intently and shook his head 

“This must not be ” said Baglioni to himself “The youth is the son 
of my old friend, and shall not come to any harm from nhich the arcana 
of medical science can presen. c him Besides, it is too insufferable an im 
pertinence in Rappaccini, thus to snatch the lad out of my onn hands, as 
I may say, and make use of him for his infernal experiments This daugh 
ter of his' It shall be looked to Perchance, most learned Rappaccini, I 
may foil you where you little dream of it! ’ 

Meanwhile Gio\anni had pursued a circuitous route, and at length 
found himself at the door of his lodgings As he crossed the threshold he 
was met by old Lisabctta who smirked and smiled, and was e\idently 
desirous to attract his attention \ainly, however, as the ebullition of 
his feelings had momentarily subsided into a cold and dull vacuity He 
turned his eyes full upon the withered face that was puckering itself into 
a smile, but seemed to behold it not The old dame therefore, laid her 
grasp upon his cloak 

“Signori signor!’ whispered she, still with a smile over the whole 
breadth of her visage, so that it looked not unlike a grotesque carving in 
wood, darkened by centuries ‘ Listen, signori There is a private entrance 
into the garden!” 

“\\Tiat do you say?” exclaimed Giovanni turning quickly about, as 
if an inanimate thing should start into feverish life A private entrance 
into Dr Rappaccini s garden?” 

“Hush! hushl not so loudl” whispered Lisabctta, putting her hand 
over his mouth “Yes into the worshipful doctors garden, where you 
may sec all his fine shrubbery Many a young man in Padua would give 
gold to be admitted among those flowers ’ 

Giovanni put a piece of gold into her hand 

“Show me the way,’ said he 

A surmise, probably excited by his conversation with Bagliom, crossed 
his mind, that this interposition of old Lisabctta might perchance be con 
nected with the intrigue, whatever were its nature in which the professor 
seemed to suppose that Dr Rappaccini was involving him But such a 
Suspicion, though it disturbed Giovanni was inadequate to restrain him 
The instant that he was aware of the possibility of approaching Beatrice, 

It seemed an absolute necessity of his existence to do so It mattered not ^ 
whether she were angel or demon he was irrevocably within her sphere, 
and must obey the law that whirled him onward, m ever lessening cir 
cles, towards a result which he did not attempt to foreshadow and yet, 
strange to say, there came across him a sudden doubt whether this in 
tense interest on his part were not delusory whether it were really of so 
deep and positive a nature as to justify him m now thrusting himself 
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into an incalculable position , whether it were not merely the fantasy of 
a young man’s brain, only slightly or not at all connected with his heart 
He paused, hesitated, turned half about, but again went on His with- 
ered guide led him along several obscure passages, and finally undid a 
door, thiough which, as it was opened, there came the sight and sound 
of rustling leaves, with the broken sunshine glimmering among them. 
Giovanni stepped forth, and, forcing himself thiough the entanglement 
of a shrub that wreathed its tendiils over the hidden entrance, stood be- 
neath his own window in the open area of Dr Rappaccim’s garden 
How often is it the case that, when impossibilities have come to pass 
and dreams have condensed then misty substance into tangible realities, 
we find ourselves calm, and even coldly self-possessed, amid circum- 
stances which it would have been a delirium of ]oy or agony to antici- 
pate' Fate delights to thwart us thus Passion will choose his own time 
to rush upon the scene, and lingers sluggishly behind when an appropri- 
ate adjustment of events would seem to summon his appearance So was 
it now with Giovanni Day after day his pulses had throbbed with fever- 
ish blood at the improbable idea of an interview with Beatrice, and of 
standing with her, face to face, in this very garden, basking in the Ori- 
ental sunshine of hei beauty, and snatching from her full gaze the mys- 
tery w^hich he deemed the riddle of his owm cMstencc But now there was 
a singular and untimely equanimity wuthin his breast He threw a glance 
around the garden to discover if Beatrice oi her father were present, and, 
perceiving that he was alone, began a critical obseuation of the plants 
The aspect of one and all of them dissatisfied him , their gorgeousness 
seemed fierce, passionate, and even unnatural There was hardly an in- ' 
dividual shiub which a wanderer, straying by himself through a forest, 
would not have been startled to find growing wild, as if an unearthly face 
had glared at him out of the thicket Several also wmiild have shocked a 
delicate instmct by an appearance of artificialness indicating that there 
had been such commixture, and, as it were, adultery, of various vege- 
table species, that the production was no longer of God’s making, but 
the monstioiis offspring of man’s depraved fancy, glow'ing with only an 
evil mockery of beauty They were probably the result of experiment, 
which m one or two cases had succeeded m mingling plants individually 
lovely into a compound possessing the questionable and ominous char- 
acter that distinguished the whole growth of the garden In fine, Gio- 
vanni recognized but two or three plants in the collection, and those of a 
kind that he well knew to be poisonous I^Tiile busy with these contem- 
plations he heard the rustling of a silken garment, and, turning, beheld 
Beatrice emerging from beneath the sculptured portal 
Giovanni had not considered with himself what should be his deport- 
ment, whether he should apologize for his intrusion into the garden, or 
assume that he was there with the privity at least, if not by the desire, 
of Dr Rappaccim or his daughter, but Beatrice’s manner placed him 
at his ease, though leaving him still in doubt by what agency he had 
gained admittance She came lightly along the path and met him near 
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the broken fountain There *v\as surpnsc in her face, but brightened by a 
simple and kind egression of pleasure 

‘ You are a connoisseur in flowers, signor,” said Beatrice, with a smile, 
alluding to the bouquet which he had flung her from the window ‘ It is 
no marvel, therefore, if the sight of fathers rare cohection has 
tempted >ou to take a nearer view If he were here, he could tell you 
man> strange and interesting facts as to the nature and habits of these 
shrubs for he has spent a lifetime in such studies, and this garden is his 
world ” 

“And jour«elf, lady,” observed Giovanni, ‘if fame says true, — ^jou 
likewise are deeply skilled in the virtues indicated b> these rich bios 
soms and these spic> perfumes Would you deign to be my instructress 
I should prove an apter scholar than if taught by Signor Rappacani 
himself ’ 

‘Are there such idle rumors?’ asked Beatrice, with the music of a 
pleasant laugh Do people «ay that I am skilled in my father’s science 
of plants? WTiat a jest is there! No though I have grown up among 
these flowers, I know no more of them than their hues and perfume and 
sometimes methinks I would fain rid m>self of even that small knowl 
edge There arc many flowers here, and those not the least brilliant, that 
shock and oiTcnd me when they meet my c>e But pray, signor do not 
believe these stories about my science Believe nothing of me save what 
you see with >our own eyes ' 

“And must I believe all that I have seen with my own ejes?” asked 
Giovanni, pointcdl>, while the recollection of former scenes made him 
shrink No, signora, you demand too little of me Bid me believe noth 
mg save what comes from your own lips 
It nould appear that Beatrice understood him There came a deep 
flush to her cheek, but she looked full into Giovanni’s eyes, and re 
sponded to his gaze of uneasy suspicion with a queenhke haughtiness 
‘I do so bid you, signor, ’ she replied Forget whatever you may have 
fancied in regard to me If true to the outward senses still it may be false 
in its essence but the words of Beatrice Rappaccini’s lips are true from 
the depths of the heart outward Those you may believe ” 

A fervor glowed m her whole aspect and beamed upon Giovanni’s con 
sciousness like the light of truth itself but while she spoke there was a 
fragrance in the atmosphere around her, rich and delightful, though 
evanescent, yet which the young man, from an indefinable reluctance, 
scarcely dared to draw into his Jungs It might be the odor of the flow 
ers Could it be Beatrice s breath which thus embalmed her words with a 
strange richness as if by steeping them in her heart? A faintness passed 
like a shadow over Giovanni and flitted away, he seemed to gaze through 
the beautiful girl s eyes into her transparent soul, and felt no more doubt 
or fear 

The tinge of passion that had colored Beatrices manner vanished, 
she became gay, and appeared to derive a pure delight from her com 
munion with the youth not unlike what the maiden of a lonely island 
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might have felt conversing with a voyager from the civilized woild Evi- 
dently hei experience of life had been confined within the limits of that 
garden She talked now about matters as simple as the daylight or sum- 
mer clouds, and now asked questions in reference to the city, oi Gio- 
vanni’s distant home, his friends, his mothei, and his sisters questions 
indicating such seclusion, and such lack of familiarity with modes and 
forms, that Giovanni lesponded as if to an infant Her spirit gushed out 
before him like a fresh rill that was just catching its first glimpse of the 
sunlight and wondeimg at the reflections of earth and sky which were 
flung into Its bosom There came thoughts, too, from a deep source, and 
fantasies of a gemlike brilliancy, as if diamonds and rubies sparkled up- 
ward among the bubbles of the fountain Ever and anon theie gleamed 
across the young man’s mind a sense of wonder that he should be w'alk- 
mg side by side with the being who had so wrought upon his imagina- 
tion, whom he had idealized m such hues of terror, m w'hom he had posi- 
tively witnessed such manifestations of dreadful attributes, that he 
should be conversing with Beatrice like a brother, and should find her so 
human and so maidenlike But such reflections w^ere only momentary, 
the effect of her character was too real not to make itself familiar at once 

In this free intercourse they had strayed through the garden, and now, 
after many turns among its avenues, w^ere come to the shattered foun- 
tain, beside which grew' the magnificent shrub, with its treasury of glow- 
ing blossoms A fragrance was diffused from it which Giovanni recog- 
nized as identical wuth that which he had attributed to Beatrice’s breath, 
but incomparably more powerful As her eyes fell upon it, Giovanni be- 
held her press her hand to her bosom as if her heart were throbbing sud- 
denly and painfully 

‘Toi the first time m my life,” murmured she, addressing the shrub, 
“I had forgotten thee ” 

“I remember, signora,” said Giovanni, “that you once promised to re- 
ward me with one of these living gems for the bouquet which I had the 
happy boldness to fling to your feet Permit me now to pluck it as a me- 
morial of this interview ” 

He made a step towards the shrub with extended hand , but Beatrice 
darted forward, uttering a shriek that w'ent through his heart like a dag- 
ger She caught his hand and drew it back with the whole force of her 
slender figure Giovanni felt her touch thrilling through his fibres 

“Touch It not' ” exclaimed she, in a voice of agony “Not for thy life' 
It IS fatal'” 

Then, hiding her face, she fled from him and vanished beneath the 
sculptured portal As Giovanni followed her with his eyes, he beheld the 
emaciated figure and pale intelligence of Dr Rappaccmi, who had been 
watching the scene, he knew not how long, within the shadow of the en- 
trance 

No sooner was Guasconti alone in his chamber than the image of Bea- 
trice came back to his passionate musings, invested with all the witchery 
that had been gathering around it ever since his first glimpse of her, and 
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now likewise imbued with a tender warmth of girlish womanhood She 
was human her nature was endowed with all gentle and feminine quali 
ties, she was worthiest to be worshipped she was capable, surely on hei 
part, of the height and heroism of love Those tokens which he had hith- 
erto considered as proofs of a frightful peculiarity in her physical and 
moral system were now either forgotten, or, by the subtle sophistry of 
passion transmitted into a golden crown of enchantment, rendering Bea 
trice the more admirable by so much as she was the more unique What 
ever had looked ugly was now beautiful, or, if incapable of such a 
change, it stole away and hid itself among those shapeless half ideas 
which throng the dim region beyond the daylight of our perfect con 
sciousness Thus did he spend the night, nor fell asleep until the dawn 
had begun to awake the slumbering flowers in Dr Rappaccmis garden 
whither Giovanni s dreams doubtless led him Up rose the sun in his due 
season, and, flinging his beams upon the young man’s eyelids, awoke him 
to a sense of pain When thoroughly aroused he became sensible of a 
burning and tingling agony in his hand — m his right hand — the very 
hand which Beatrice had grasped in her own when he was on the point 
of plucking one of the gemlike flowers On the back of that hand there 
was now a purple print like that of four small fingers, and the likeness of 
a slender thumb upon his wrist 

Oh how stubbornly does love, — or even that cunning semblance oJ 
love which flourishes m the imagination, but strikes no depth of root into 
the heart — how stubbornly does it hold its faith until the moment comes 
when It IS doomed to vanish into thin mist* Giovanni wrapped a hand 
kerchief about his hand and wondered what evil thing had stung him, and 
soon forgot his pain m a reverie of Beatrice 

After the first interview, a second was in the inevitable course of what 
we call fate A third a fourth and a meeting with Beatrice in the gar 
den was no longer an incident m Giovanni’s daily life, but the whole 
space in which he might be said to live for the anticipation and memory 
of that ecstatic hour made up the remainder Nor was it otherw'ibe with 
the daughter of Rappaccini She watched for the youth s appearance and 
flew to his side wiA confidence as unreserved as if they had been play 
mates from early infancy — as if they were such playmates still If by 
any unwonted chance he failed to come at the appointed moment, sh*' 
stood beneath the window and sent up the rich sweetness of her tones to 
float around him in his chamber and echo and reverberate throughout 
his heart “Giovanni* Giovannil Why tamest thou? Come down* ’ And 
down he hastened into that Eden of poisonous flowers 

But, with all this intimate familiarity, there was still a reserve in Bea 
trice s demeanor so rigidly and invariably sustained that the idea of m 
fringing it scarcely occurred to his imagination By all appreciable signs, 
they loved they had looked love with eyes that conveyed the holy secret 
from the depths of one soul into the depths of the other, as if it were too 
sacred to be whispered by the way, they had even spoken love in those 
gushes of passion when their spirits darted forth m articulated breath. 
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like tongues of long-hidden flame , and yet there had been no seal of hps, 
no clasp of hands, nor any slightest caress such as love claims and hal- 
lows He had never touched one of the gleaming ringlets of her hair, her 
garment so marked was the physical barrier between them had never 
been waved against him by a breeze On the few occasions vhen Gio- 
vanni had seemed tempted to overstep the limit, Beatrice giew so sad, so 
stern, and withal wore such a look of desolate sepaiation, shuddering at 
itself, that not a spoken word was requisite to repel him At such times 
he was startled at the horrible suspicions that rose, monster-like, out of 
the caverns of his heart and stared him in the face, his love grew thin and 
faint as the morning mist, his doubts alone had substance But, vhen 
Beatrice’s face brightened again after the momentary shadow, she was 
transformed at once from the mysterious, questionable being whom he 
had watched with so much aw'e and horror, she was now the beautiful 
and unsophisticated girl whom he felt that his spirit knew with a cer- 
tainty beyond all other knowledge 

A considerable time had now passed since Giovanni’s last meeting with 
Baglioni One morning, how^ever, he w'as disagreeably surprised by a visit 
from the professor, whom he had scarcely thought of for w’hole weeks, 
and would willingly have forgotten still longer Given up as he had long 
been to a pervading excitement, he could tolerate no companions except 
upon condition of their perfect sympathy wuth his present state of feel- 
ing Such sympathy was not to be expected from Professor Baghom 

The ■'/isitor chatted carelessly for a few moments about the gossip of 
th''- city and the university, and then took up another topic 

f have been reading an old classic author lately,” said he, “and met 
with a story that strangely interested me Possibly you may remember 
it It is of an Indian prince, who sent a beautiful woman as a present to 
Alexander the Great She was as lovely as the dawm and gorgeous as the 
sunset, but what especially distinguished her was a certain rich perfume 
in her breath richer than a garden of Persian ro^es Alexander, as w^as 
natural to a youthful conqueror, fell in love at first sight with this mag- 
nificent stranger , but a certain sage physician, happening to be present, 
discovered a terrible secret in regard to her ” 

“And what was that?” asked Giovanni, turning his eyes downward to 
avoid those of the professor 

“That this lovely woman,” continued Baghom, with emphasis, “had 
been nourished with poisons from her birth upward, until her w^hole na- 
ture was so imbued with them that she herself had become the deadliest 
poison in existence Poison was her element of life With that rich per- 
fume of her breath she blasted the very air Her love would have been 
poison her embrace death Is not this a marvellous tale?” 

“A childish fable,” answered Giovanni, nervously starting from his 
chair “I marvel how your worship finds time to read such nonsense 
among your graver studies ” 

‘ By the by,” said the professor, looking uneasily about him, “what 
smgular fragrance is this in your apartment? Is it the perfume of your 



RAPPACCINI^S DAUGHTER 1059 

gloves? It IS faint, but delicious, and yet after all, by no means agree 
able Were I to breathe it long, methinks it would make me ill It is like 
the breath of a flower, but I see no flowers in the chamber ’ 

“Nor are there any,” replied Giovanni, who had turned pale as the 
professor spoke “nor, I think, is there an} fragrance except in your 
worship s imagination Odors, being a sort of element combined of the 
sensual and the spiritual, are apt to deceive us in this manner The recol 
lection of a pierfume, the bare idea of it, may easily be mistaken for a 
present reality ” 

“Ay but my sober imagination does not often play such tricks said 
Baghoni, “and, were I to fancy any kind of odor, it would be that of 
some vile apothecary drug, wherewith my fingers are likely enough to be 
imbued Our worshipful friend Rappaccini, as I have heard, tinctures his 
medicaments with odors richer than those of Araby Doubtless, likewise, 
the fair and learned Signora Beatrice would minister to her patients with 
draughts as sweet as a maidens breath, but woe to him that sips them' 

Giovanni s face evinced many contending emotions The tone in which 
the professor alluded to the pure and lovely daughter of Rappacani was 
a torture to his soul and yet the intimation of a view of her character, 
opposite to his own, gave instantaneous distinctness to a thousand dim 
suspicions, which now grinned at him like so many demons But he strove 
hard to quell them and to respond to Baghoni with a true lovers perfect 
faith 

“Signor professor,’ said he, ^ you were my father s friend perchance 
too it is your purpo<je to act a friendly part towards his son I would fain 
feel nothing towards you save respect and deference but I pray you to 
observe, signor, that there is one subject on which we must not speak 
You know not the Signora Beatrice You cannot therefore, estimate the 
wrong — the blasphemy, I may even sa> — that is offered to her character 
by a light or injurious word ’ 

“Giovanni* my poor Giovanni* answered the professor, with a calm 
expression of pity, I know this wretched girl far better than yourself 
You shall hear the truth m respect to the poisoner Rappaccini and his 
poisonous daughter yes poisonous as she is beautiful Listen for even 
should you do violence to my gray hairs, it shall not silence me That old 
fable of the Indian woman has become a truth by the deep and deadly 
saence of Rappaccini and in the person of the lovely Beatrice ” 

Giovanni groaned and hid his face 

‘ Her father,” continued Baghoni, ‘was not restrained by natural af 
fection from offering up his child in this horrible manner as the victim of 
his insane zeal for science for let us do him justice, he is as true a man 
of science as ever distilled his own heart m an alembic What, then will 
be your fate? Beyond a doubt you are selected as the material of some 
new experiment Perhaps the result is to be death, perhaps a fate more 
awful still Rappaccini with what he calls the interest of science before 
his eyes, will hesitate at nothing 

“It IS a dream,’ muttered Giovanni to himself “surely it is a dream ” 
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“But,” resumed the piofessor, “be of good cheer, son of my friend It 
is not yet too late for the rescue Possibly we may even succeed m bring- 
ing back this miserable child within the limits of ordinary nature, from 
which her father’s madness has estranged her Behold this little silver 
vase I It was wrought by the hands of the i enowned Benvenuto Cellini, 
and IS well worthy to be a love gift to the fairest dame in Italy But its 
contents are invaluable One little sip of this antidote would have ren- 
dered the most virulent poisons of the Boigias innocuous Doubt not that 
it will be as efficacious against those of Rappaccini Bestow the vase, and 
the precious liquid within it, on your Beatrice, and hopefully await the 
result ” 

Bagliom laid a small, exquisitely wrought silver vial on the table and 
withdrew, leaving what he had said to produce its effect upon the young 
man’s mind 

“We will thwart Rappaccini yet,” thought he, chuckling to himself, as 
he descended the stairs, “but, let us confess the tmth of him, he is a won- 
derful man a wonderful man indeed, a vile empiric, however, in his 
practice, and therefore not to be tolerated by those who respect the good 
old rules of the medical profession ” 

Throughout Giovanni’s whole acquaintance with Beatrice, he had oc- 
casionally, as we have said, been haunted by dark surmises as to her 
character, yet so thoroughly had she made herself felt by him as a simple, 
natural, most affectionate, and guileless creature, that the image now 
held up by Professor Baghoni looked as strange and incredible as if it 
were not in accordance with his own original conception True, there were 
i-^^ly recollections connected with his first glimpses of the beautiful girl , 
he could not quite forget the bouquet that withered in her grasp, and the 
insect that perished amid the sunny air, by no ostensible agency save the 
fragrance of her breath These incidents, however, dissoh mg in the pure 
light of her character, had no longei the efficacy of facts, but were ac- 
knowledged as mistalcen fantasies, by whatever testimony of the senses 
they might appear to be substantiated There is something truer and 
more real than what we can see with the eyes and touch with the finger 
On such better evidence had Giovanni founded his confidence m Bea- 
trice, though rather by the necessary foice of her high attributes than by 
any deep and generous faith on his part But now his spirit was incapable 
of sustaining itself at the height to which the early enthusiasm of passion 
had exalted it, he fell down, grovelling among earthly doubts, and de- 
filed therewith the pure whiteness of Beatrice’s image Not that he gave 
her up, he did but distrust He resolved to institute some decisive test 
that should satisfy him, once for all, whether there were those dreadful 
peculiarities in her physical nature which could not be supposed to exist 
without some corresponding monstrosity of soul His eyes, gazing down 
afar, might have deceived him as to the lizard, the insect, and the flow- 
ers, but if he could witness, at the distance of a few paces, the sudden 
blight of one fresh and healthful flower in Beatrice’s hand, there would 
be room for no further question With this idea he hastened to the flor- 
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ist's and purchised a bouquet that was still gemmed with the morning 
dew drhps 

It was now the customary hour of his duly interview with Beatrice 
Before descending into the garden, Giovanni failed not to look at his 
figure m the mirror — a \anit> to be expected m a beautiful young man, 
yet, as displaying itself at that troubled and feverish moment the token 
of a certain shallowness of feeling and insincerity of character He did 
gaze, however, and said to himself that his features had never before pos 
sessed so rich a grace, nor his ejes such vivacity, nor his cheeks so warm 
a hue of superabundant life 

“At least,” thought he, ‘ her poison has not yet insinuated itself into 
my system I am no flower to pensh in her grasp ’ 

With that thought he turned his eyes on the bouquet which he had 
never once laid aside from his hand A thrill of indefinable horror shot 
through his frame on perceiving that tho^e dewy flowers were already 
beginning to droop, they wore the aspect of things that had been fresh 
and lovely jesterda> Giovanni grew white as marble, and stood motion 
less before the mirror, staring at his own rcflectlbA-f^^erc as at the likeness 
of something frightful He remembered Baglionis remark about the fra 
grance that seemed to pervade the chamber It must have been the poison 
in his breath! Then he shuddered — shuddered at himself Recovering 
from his stupor, he began to watch with curious eye a spider that was 
busily at work hanging its web from the antique cornice of the apart 
ment, crossing and recrossmg the artful system of interwoven lines — as 
vigorous and active a spider as ever dangled from an old ceiling Gio* 
vanni bent towards the insect, and emitted a deep, long breath The spi 
der suddenly ceased its toil the web vibrated with a tremor originating 
in the body of the small artisan Again Giovanni sent forth a breath, 
deeper, longer, and imbued with a venomous feeling out of his heart he 
knew not whether he were wicked, or only desperate The spider made a 
conwlsu’e gripe « ith kis hmbs and hung dead across the u indoii 

“Accursed! accur'iod I ’ muttered Giovanni addressing himself Hast 
thou grown so poisonous that this deadly insect perishes by thy breath? 

At that moment a rich, sweet voice came floating up from the garden 
Giovanni! Giovanni' It is past the hour! Why tamest thou? Come 
down!” 

“Yes,” muttered Giovanni again ‘She is the only being whom my 
breath may not slay! ould that it might! ’ 

He rushed down, and in an instant was standing before the bright and 
loving eyes of Beatrice A moment ago his wrath and despair had been so 
fierce that he could have desired nothing so much as to wither her by a 
glance, but with her actual presence there came influences which had too 
real an existence to be at once shaken off recollections of the delicate 
and benign power of her feminine nature, which had so often enveloped 
him in a religious calm recollections of many a holy and passionate out 
gush of her heart, when the pure fountain had been unsealed from its 
depths and made visible m its transparency to his mental eye recollec 
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tions ■winch, had Giovanni known how to estimate them, would have as- 
sured him that all this ugly mystery was but an earthly illusion, and that, 
whatever mist of evil might seem to have gathered over her, the real Bea- 
trice was a heavenly angel Incapable as he was of such high faith, still 
her presence had not utterly lost its magic Giovanni’s rage was quelled 
into an aspect of sullen insensibility Beatrice, wuth a quick spiritual 
sense, immediately felt that there was a gulf of blackness between them 
which neither he nor she could pass They w^alked on together, sad and ' 
silent, and came thus to the marble fountain and to its pool of w'ater on 
the ground, m the midst of w'hich grew the shiub that bore gem-like 
blossoms Giovanm was affrighted at the eager enjo^^ment the appetite, 
as it weic with which he found himself inhaling the fragrance of the 
flowers 

“Beatrice,” asked he, abruptly, “whence came this shrub 
“My father created it,” answ^ered she, wuth simplicity 
“Created it' cieated it'” repeated Giovanni “What mean you, Bea- 
tnce?” 

“He IS a man fearfully acquainted wuth the secrets of Nature,” replied 
Beatrice, “and, at the houi when I first drew breath, this plant sprang 
from the soil, the offspring of his science, of his intellect, while I was but 
his eaithly child Approach it not'” continued she, observing with terror 
that Giovanni was drawing nearer to the shrub “It has qualities that yon 
little dream of But I, dearest Giovanni, I grew’ up and blossomed w’lth 
the plant and was nourished with its breath It w'as my sister, and I loved 
It with a human affection, for, alas' hast thou not suspected it? there 
was an awful doom ” 

Here Giovanni frowned so darkly upon her that Beatrice paused and 
trembled But her faith in his tenderness reassured her, and made her 
blush that she had doubted for an instant 

“There was an awful doom,” she continued, “the effect of my father’s 
fatal love of science, which estranged me from all society of my kind 
Until Heaven sent thee, dearest Giovanni, oh, how^ lonely was thy poor 
Beatrice'” 

“Was it a hard doom^” asked Giovanni, fixing his eyes upon her 
“Only of late have I known how”^ hard it was,” answ^ered she, tenderly 
“Oh, yes, but my heart was torpid, and theiefore quiet ” 

Giovanni’s rage broke forth from his sullen gloom like a lightning flash 
out of a dark cloud 


“Accuised one' ” cried he, with venomous scorn and anger “And, find- 
ing thy solitude wearisome, thou hast severed me likewise from all the 
warmth of life and enticed me into thy region of unspeakable horror ' ” 
“Giovanni'” exclaimed Beatrice, turning her large bright eyes upon 
his face The force of his words had not found its w^ay into her mind, she 
was merely thunderstruck 


Yes, poisonous thing'” repeated Giovanni, beside himself with pas^ 
Sion Thou hast done it' Thou hast blasted me' Thou hast filled my 
veins with poison' Thou hast made me as hateful, as ugly, as loathsome 



RAPPACCINi’S DAUGHTER 1063 

and deadly a creature as thyself — a world s wonder of hideous monstros 
ity! Now, if our breath be happily is fatal to ourselves as to all others, 
let us join our lips in one kiss of unutterable hatred, and <^0 die!’ 

“What has befallen me?’ murmured Beatrice, with a low moan out of 
her heart ‘Holy Virgin, pity me, a poor heart broken child’” 

‘ Thou, — dost thou pray? ’ cried Giovanni still with the same fiendish 
scorn ‘Thy \ery prayers, as they come from thy lips, taint the atmo 
sphere with death Yes, yes, let us pray! Let us to church and dip our 
fingers in the holy water at the portal! They that come after us will per 
ish as by a pestilencel Let us sign cros^^es m the air! It will be scattering 
curses abroad in tlie likeness of holy symbols!” 

‘ Giovanni,’ said Beatrice, calmly for her grief was beyond passion, 
“why dost thou join thjself with me thus in those terrible words? I, it is 
true, am the horrible thing thou namest me But thou, — what hast thou 
to do, save with one other shudder at my hideous misery to go forth out 
of the garden and mingle with thy race and forget there ever crawled on 
earth such a monster as poor Beatrice?” 

‘Dost thou pretend ignorance? asked Giovanni, scowling upon her 
“Behold! this power have I gained from the pure daughter of Rappac 
am ” 

There was a swirm of summer insects flitting through the air m ‘search 
of the food promised b> the flower odors of the fatal garden They cir 
cled round Giovanni’s head and were evidently attracted towards him 
by the same influence which had drawn them for an instant within the 
sphere of several of the shrubs He sent forth a breath among them and 
smiled bitterly at Beatrice as at least a score of the insects fell dead upon 
the ground 

“I see it! I see it!” shrieked Beatrice ' It is my father’s fata! science’ 
No, no, Giovanni, it was not I’ Never! never! I dreamed only to love 
thee and be with thee a little time, and so to let thee pass away, leaving 
but thine image in mine heart for Giovanm, believe it, though my bodj 
be nourished with poison, my spirit is God s creature and craves love as 
its daily food But my father, — he has united us m this fearful sympathy 
Yes spurn me, tread upon me, kill me! Oh, what is death after such 
words as thine? But it was not I Not for a world of bliss would I have 
done it ” 

Giovanni s passion had exhausted itself m its outburst from his lips 
There now came across him a sense, mournful, and not without tender 
ness, of the intimate and peculiar relationship between Beatrice and him 
self They stood, as it were in an utter solitude, which would be made 
none the less solitary by the densest throng of human life Ought not, 
then the desert of humanity around them to press this insulated pair 
closer together? If they should be cruel to one another, who was there to 
be kind to them? Besides, thought Giovanni, might there not still be a 
hope of his returning within the limits of ordinary nature, and leading 
Beatrice, the redeemed Beatrice, by the hand? 0, weak, and selfish, and 
unworthy spirit, that could dream of an earthly union and earthly hajipi 
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ness as possible, after such deep love had been so bitterly wronged as was 
Beatrice’s love by Giovanni’s blighting words! No, no, there could be no 
such hope She must pass heavily, wth that broken heai t, across the bor- 
ders of Time she must bathe her hurts in some fount of paradise, and 
forget hei grief in the light of immortality, and the) e be well 

But Giovanni did not know it 

“Deal Beatrice,” said he, approaching her, while she shrank auay as 
always at his approach, but now with a different impulse, “dearest Bea- 
trice our fate is not yet so desperate Behold! there is a medicine, potent, 
as a wise physician has assuied me, and almost divine in its efficacy It is 
composed of ingredients the most opposite to those by which thy auful 
father has brought this calamity upon thee and me It is distilled of 
blessed herbs Shall we not quaff it together, and thus be purified from 
eviP” 

“Give it me!” said Beatrice, extending her hand to receive the little 
silvei vial which Giovanni took from his bosom She added, with a pecul- 
iar emphasis, “I will dunk, but do thou await the result ” 

She put Baghom’s antidote to her lips, and, at the same moment, the 
figure of Rappaccim emerged from the portal and came slowly towards 
the marble fountain As he drew near, the pale man of science seemed to 
gaze -with a triumphant expression at the beautiful youth and maiden, as 
might an artist W'ho should spend his life in achieving a picture or a group 
of statuar}'' and finally be satisfied with his success He paused , his bent 
form grew erect with conscious power, he spread out his hands over them 
in the attitude of a father imploring a blessing upon his children, but 
those were the same hands that had thrown poison into the stream of 
their lives Giovanni trembled. Beatrice shuddered nervously, and 
pressed her hand upon her heart 

“My daughter,” said Rappaccini, “thou art no longer lonely in the 
world Pluck one of those precious gems from thy sister shrub and bid thy 
bridegroom wear it m his bosom. It will not harm him now* My science 
and the sympathy between thee and him have so WTOUght w*ithin his sys- 
tem that he now stands apart from common men, as thou dost, daughter 
of my pride and triumph, from ordinary women Pass on, then, through 
the world, most dear to one another and dreadful to all besides’” 

“My father,” said Beatrice, feebly, and still as she spoke she kept 
her hand upon her heart, “wherefore didst thou inflict tins miserable 
doom upon thy child?” 

“Miserable'” exclaimed Rappaccini. “What mean you, foolish girl? 
Dost thou deem it misery to be endowed with marvellous gifts against 
which no power nor strength could avail an enemy misery, to be able to 
quell the mightiest with a breath misery, to be as terrible as thou art 
beautifuP Wouldst thou, then, have preferred the condition of a weak 
woman, exposed to all evil and capable of none?” 

“I would fain have been loved, not feared,” murmured Beatrice, sink- 
ing down upon the ground “But now it matters not I am going, father, 
where the evil which thou hast striven to mingle with my being wall pass 
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awa> like i dream — like the fngrincc of the c poisonous flowers, which 
wall no longer taint mv breath among the flowers of Eden Farewell Gio 
aainni! Th> wordb of hatred arc like kad within m> heart, but the>, too, 
will fall awa> as I ascend Oh, was Uicre not, from the first, more poison 
in thy nature than in mine?’* 

To Beatrice — ':o radically had her earthly part been wrought upon by 
Rappaccini s skill, — as pou^^in had been life, so the powerful antidote was 
death and thus the poor Mctim of man s ingenuity and of thwarted na 
turc, and of the fatalit\ that attends all suclicfiorts of pcracrlcd wisdom, 
perished there, at the feet of her father and Giovanni Just at that mo 
mcnl Professor Pietro Baglioni looked forth from the window and called 
loudly, m a tone of triumph mited with horror to the thunderstrickcn 
man of <cicnce — 

‘Rappaccini’ Rappaccini! and is //ox the upshot of y our c^pc in'^n I 
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It makes me melancholy to ^oc how like fools some very sensible people 
act in the matter of choosing wives They perplex ihcir judgments by a 
most undue attention to little niceties of personal appearance habits, 
disposition, and other triHcs which concern nobody but the lady herself 
An unhappy gentleman, resolving to wed nothing short of perfection, 
keeps his heart and hand till both get old and withered that no tolcr 
able woman will icccpt tlicni Now this is the very height of absurdity 
A kind Prov idcnce h is skilfully adapted 'cx to sc\ and the mass of m 
dividuals to each other tint with certain obvious cvccplions any male 
and female mav be moderately happy m the married state The true rule 
IS to ascertain that the match is fundamentally a good one, and then to 
take It for grintcd that all minor objections, should there be such, will 
vainish, if you let them alone Only put yourself beyond hazard as to the 
real basis of matrimonial bliss and it is scarcely to be imagined what 
miracles in the way of recognizing 'mailer incongruities connubial lovf 
W'lll effect 

For my own part I freely confess that, m my bachelorship, I was pre 
cisely such an over curious simpleton as I now advise the reader not to 
be My early habits had gifted me v\ith a feminine sensibility and too 
exquisite refinement I was the accomplished graduate of a dry good 
store v\hcre, by dint of ministering to the whims of fine ladies, and suit 
mg silken hose to delicate limbs, and handling satins, ribbons chintzes 
calicoes, tapes, gauze, and cambric needles, I grew up a very ladylike 
sort of 1 gentleman It is not assuming too much to affirm that the ladie, 
themselves were hardly so ladylike as Thomas Bullfrog So painfullv 
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acute was my sense of female imperfection, and such vaiied excellence 
did I require m the woman whom I could love, that there was an awful 
risk of my getting no wife at all, or of being driven to perpetrate matri- 
mony mth my own image in the looking-glass Besides the fundamental 
principle already hinted at, I demanded the fresh bloom of youth, pearly 
teeth, glossy ringlets, and the whole list of lovely items, with the utmost 
delicacy of habits and sentiments, a silken texture of mind, and, above 
all, a viigin heart In a word, if a young angel just fiom paradise, yet 
dressed m earthly fashion, had come and offered me her hand, it is by no 
means certain that I should have taken it There was eveiy chance of my 
becoming a most miserable old bachelor, when, b}" the best luck in the 
world, I made a journey into another state, and was smitten by, and 
smote again, and wooed, won, and married, the piesent Mis Bullfrog, 
all in the space of a fortnight Owing to these extempore measures, I not 
only gave my bride credit for certain perfections which have not as yet 
come to light, but also ovei looked a few trifling defects, which, however, 
glimmered on my perception long before the close of the honeymoon 
Yet, as there w'as no mistake about the fundamental principle aforesaid, 
I soon learned, as wall be seen, to estimate hlrs Bullfrog’s deficiencies 
and superfluities at exactly their proper value 

The same morning that Mrs Bullfrog and I came together as a unit, 
w'e took two seats in the stage-coach and began our journey towards my 
place of business There being no other passengers, we were as much alone 
and as free to give vent to our raptures as if I had hired a hack for the 
matrimonial jaunt My bride looked charmmgty in a green silk calash 
and riding habit of pelisse cloth , and wdienever hei red bps parted with a 
smile, each tooth appeared like an inestimable pearl Such was my pas- 
sionate warmth that w^e had rattled out of the village, gentle reader, 
and weie lonely as Adam and Eve m paradise I plead guilty to no less 
freedom than a kiss The gentle eye of Mrs Bullfrog scarcely rebuked 
me for the profanation Emboldened by her indulgence, I threw back the 
calash from her polished brow, and suffered my fingers, wdiite and deli- 
cate as her own, to stray among those dark and glossy curls which real- 
ized my daydreams of rich hair 

“My love,” said Mrs Bullfrog tenderly, “you will disarrange my 
curls ” 

“Oh, no, my sweet Laura' ” replied I, still playing with the glossy ring- 
let “Even your fair hand could not manage a curl more delicately than 
mine I propose myself the pleasure of doing up your hair m papers every 
evening at the same time with my owm ” 

“Mr Bullfrog,” repeated she, “you must not disarrange my curls ” 

This was spoken m a more decided tone than I had happened to hear, 
until then, from my gentlest of all gentle brides. At the same time she 
put up her hand and took mine prisoner, but merely drew it away from 
the forbidden ringlet, and then immediately released it Now, I am a 
fidgety little man, and always love to have something in my fingers , so 
that, being debarred from my wife’s curls, I looked about me for any 
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other plaything On the front seat of the coach there was one of those 
small baskets in which travelling ladies who are too delicate to appear 
at a public table generally carry a supply of gingerbread, biscuits and 
cheese, cold ham, and other light refre«;hment5, merelj to sustain nature 
to the journey s end Such airy diet will sometimes keep them in pretty 
good flesh for a week together Laying hold of this same little basket, I 
thrust my h jid under the newspaper with which it was carefully cov 
ered 

“WTiat’s this my dear?” cried I, for the black neck of a bottle had 
popped out of the basket 

A bottle of Kalydor, hir Bullfrog,” said my wife, coolly taking the 
basket from mj hands and replacing it on the front seat 
There was no pos<^ibility of doubting my wife’s word but I never knew 
genuine Kalydor, such as I u'^e for my own complexion to smell so much 
like cherrj brandy I was about to express my fears that the lotion would 
injure her skin, when an accident occurred which threatened more than a 
skin deep injury Our Jehu had carelesslj driven over a heap of gravel 
and fairly capsized the coach, with the wheels in the air and our heels 
where our heads should have been What became of my wits I cannot 
imagine, they have alwa>s had a perverse trick of deserting me ju^t 
when they were most needed but so it chanced, that in the confusion of 
our overthrow I quite forgot that there was a Mrs Bullfrog m the world 
Like many men’s wives, the good lady served her husband as a stepping 
stone I had scrambled out of the coach and was instinctively settling my 
cravat when somebod) brushed roughly by me, and I heard a smart 
thwack upon the coachman s ear 

“Take that you villaml” cried a strange, hoarse voice ‘You have 
ruined me, you blackguardl I shall never be the woman I have been^’ 
And then came a second thwack, aimed at the dnver s other ear, but 
which missed it, and hit him on the nose, causing a terrible effusion of 
blood Now, who or what fearful apparition was infiictmg this punish 
menl on the poor fellow remained an impenetrable mystery to me The 
blows were given by a person of gnsly aspect, with a head almost bald, 
and sunken checks, apparently of the feminine gender, though hardly to 
be classed in the gentler sex There being no teeth to modulate the voice 
It had a mumbled fierceness not passionate, but stern, which absolutely 
made me quiver like calf s foot jelly Who could the phantom be? The 
most awful circumstance of the affair is yet to be told for this ogre, ot 
whatev er it was had a riding habit like Mrs Bullfrog’s, and also a green 
silk calash dangling down her back by the strings In my terror and tur 
moil of mind I could imagine nothing less than that the Old Nick, at the 
moment of our overturn, had annihilated my wife and jumped into her 
petticoats This idea seemed the most probable, since I could nowhere 
perceive Mrs Bullfrog alive nor, though I looked very sharply about the 
coach, could I detect any traces of that beloved woman’s dead body 
There would have been a comfort m giving her Christian burial 

“Come, sir, bestir yourself! Help this rascal to set up the coach,’ said 
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the hobgoblin to me, then, with a terrific screech at three countrymen at 
a distance, “Here, you fellows, ain’t you ashamed to stand off when a 
pool woman is m distress^” 

The countrymen, instead of fleeing for then lives, came running at 
full speed, and laid hold of the topsy-turvy coach I, also, though a small- 
sized man, went to work like a son of Anak The coachman, too, with the 
blood still streaming fiom his nose, tugged and toiled most manfully, 
dieadmg, doubtless, that the next blow might break his head And yet, 
bemauled as the poor fellow had been, he seemed to glance at me with an 
eye of pity, as if my case were moie deplorable than his But I cherished 
a hope that all would turn out a dream, and seized the opportunity, as 
w^e raised the coach, to jam Uvo of my fingers under the wheel, trusting 
that the pain w^ould aw'aken me 

“"Why, here we aie, all to rights again’” exclaimed a sweet voice be- 
hind “Thank you foi your assistance, gentlemen IMy dear hlr Bull- 
frog, how you peispire' Do let me wupe your face Don’t take this little 
accident too much to heart, good driver We ought to be thankful that 
none of oui necks aie broken ” 

“We might have spared one neck out of the three,” muttered the driv- 
er, rubbing his ear and pulling his nose, to ascertain w'hethei he had been 
cufted or not “Why, the w'oman’s a witch' ” 

I tear that the leadei wall not believe, j'et it is positnely a fact, that 
there stood Mrs Bullfrog, with her glossy ringlets curling on her brow, 
and two rows of orient pearls gleaming between her paited lips, which 
wore a most angelic smile She had regained her riding habit and calash 
from the grisly phantom, and w'as, in all respects, the lovely woman who 
had been sitting by my side at the instant of our ovciturn How she had 
happened to disappear, and who had supplied her place, and whence she 
did now leturn, were problems too knotty foi me to solve There stood 
my wife That w'as the one thing certain among a heap of mysteries. 
Nothing remained but to help her into the coach, and plod on, through 
the journey of the day and the journey of life, as comfortably as w^e 
could As the driver closed the dooi upon us, I heard him w’hisper to the 
three countr3TOen, 

“How do 3mu suppose a fellow feels shut up in the cage w'lth a she 

tiger?” 

Of course this query could have no reference to my situation Yet, un- 
reasonable as it may appear, I confess that m3’’ feelings were not alto- 
gether so ecstatic as when I first called 3\Irs Bullfrog mine True, she 
was a sweet woman and an angel of a wnfe, but what if a Gorgon should 
return, amid the transports of our connubial bliss, and take the angel’s 
place I recollected the tale of a fairy, w’ho half the time was a beautiful 
woman and half the time a hideous monster Had I taken that very fairy 
to be the wife of my bosom? While such whims and chimeras were flit- 
ting acioss my fancy I began to look askance at Mrs Bullfrog, almost 
expecting that the transformation would be wrought before my eyes 

To divert my mind, I took up the newspaper which had covered the 
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little basket of refreshments, and which now lay at the bottom of the 
coach, blushing with a deep red stain and emitting a potent spirituous 
fume from the contents of the broken bottle of Kalydor The paper was 
two or three years old, but contained an article of several columns, in 
which I soon grew wonderfully interested It was the report of a trial for 
breach of promise of marriage, gi\mg the testimony m full, wath fervid 
extracts from both the gentleman s and lady’s amatory correspondence 
The deserted damsel had personally appeared m court and had borne 
energetic evidence to her lover’s perfidy and the strength of her blighted 
affections On the defendant’s part there had been an attempt though 
insufficiently sustained, to blast the plaintiff s character, and a plea, in 
mitigation of damages, on account of her unamiable temper A horrible 
idea was suggested by the lady s name 

“jMadam,” said I, holding the newspaper before Mrs Bullfrog’s eyes, 
— and though a small, delicate, and thin visaged man, I feel assured that 
I looked very terrific — ^"madam,” repeated I, through m> shut teeth 
“were you the plaintiff m this cause? 

“Oh, my dear Mr Bullfrog,” replied my wife, sweetly, “I thought all 
the world knew that!” 

“Horror! horror’” exclaimed I, sinking back on the scat 
Covering m> face with both hands, I emitted a deep and deathlike 
groan, as if m> tormented soul were rending me asunder — I, the most 
exquisitely fastidious of men, and whose wife was to have been the most 
delicate and refined of women, with all the fresh dew-drops glittering o” 
her virgin rosebud of a heart! 

I thought of the glossy ringlets and pearly teeth I thought of thf 
Kalydor, I thought of the coachmans bruised ear and bloody nose I 
thought of the tender love secrets which she had whispered to the judge 
and jury and a thousand tittering auditors, — and gave another groan’ 
“Mr Bullfrog,” said my wife 

As I made no reply, she gently took my hands within her own, removed 
them from my face, and fixed her eyes steadfastly on mine 
“Mr Bullfrog ” said she, not unkindly, yet with all the decision of her 
strong character, ‘ let me advise you to overcome this foolish weakness 
and prove yourself to the best of your ability, as good a husband as I 
will be a wife You have discovered perhaps, some little imperfections m 
your bride Well, what did you expect? Women are not angels If they 
were, they would go to heaven for husbands, or, at least, be more diffi 
cult m their choice on earth ” 

“But why conceal those imperfections?” interposed I, tremulously 
‘ Now, my love, are not you a most unreasonable little man?’ said 
Mrs Bullfrog, patting me on the cheek “Ought a woman to disclose het 
frailties earlier than the wedding day? Few husbands I assure you, make 
the discovery in such good season, and still fewer complain that these 
trifles are concealed too long Well, what a strange man you are’ Poh! 
you are joking ’ 

But the suit for breach of promise! ’ groaned I 
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“Ah, and is that tlie rub?’’ exclaimed my •wife ‘ Is it po'-siblc that you 
view that affair m an objectionable light? IMi Bullftog. I never could 
hax^e dreamed it! Is it an objection that T have triumph. intly defended 
m3’'self against slandei and vindicated my purity m a court of ju^^lice? Or 
do you complain because 3'oiu -wife has shown the ptnpcr spiiit of a 
woman, and punished the villain who tiifled with her afiections?” 

“But,” persisted I, shrinking into a corner ot tin coach, however, -for 
I did not know' precisely how much contradiction the proper spirit of a 
woman would endure, “but, my love, would it not have been more fiig- 
nified to treat the villain with the silent contempt he nicrited?” 

“That is all very well, iMr Bullfrog,” said mv' wife, slylj’’ ‘but, in 
that case, where would hav'e been the five thousand dollars whidi arc to 
stock 3^our diy goods stoie?” 

“Mrs Bullfrog, upon v'our honor,’’ demanded J. as if mv' life hunc 
upon her w'ords, “is theie no mistake about those fi\c thousand rloliari? 

“Upon my word and honor there is none,” replied “^he “'I he jury gave 
me ev'ei}’’ cent the rascal had, and I have kept it all for 1113 dear Bull- 
frog ” 

“Then, thou dear woman,’’ cried I, with an overwhelming gush of ten- 
derness, “let me fold thee to m3 heart The b.isis of matrimonial bli'^s is 
secliie, and all th3>’ little defects and frailties arc forgiven. Xa3’. since the 
result has been so foitunate, I icjoicc at the wrongs which drove thee to 
this blessed lawsuit Happy Bullfrog that I am! ’’ 
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Not a great while ago, passing through the gate of dreams. I v isited that 
region of the earth in which lies the famous Cit3' of Destruction It inter- 
ested me much to learn that by the public spirit of s'ome of the inhabi- 
tants a railroad has recentl3' been established between this populous and 
flourishing towm and the Celestial Cit3’’ Havung a little time upon 013' 
hands, I resolved to gratif3’' a liberal curiosit3' b3' making a trip thither 
Accoidmgly, one fine moimng after paying nw bill at the hotel, and di- 
recting the portei to stow my luggage behind a coach, I took 013'- seat in 
the vehicle and set out for the station-house It was my good fortune to 
enjoy the company of a gentleman one Mr Smooth-it-awa3 who, 
though he had never actually visited the Celestial City, 3’’et seemed as 
well acquainted with its laws, customs, pohc3q and statistics, as with 
those of the City of Destiuction, of which he was a nativ'e townsman 
Being, moreover, a director of the railroad coiporation and one of its 
largest stockholders, he had it in his pow'er to give me all desirable infor- 
mation respecting that praiseworthy enterprise 
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Our coach rattled out of the city, and at a short distance from its out 
skirts passed over a bridge of elegant construction but somewhat toe 
slight as I imagined, to sustain any consideraole weight On both sides 
lay an extensive quagmire^ which could not have been more disagreeable 
either to sight or smell, had all the kennels of the earth emptied their pol 
lution there 

‘ This,’ remarked Mr Smooth it away “is the famous Slough of 3De 
spond — a disgrace to all the neighborhood, and the greater that it might 
so easily be converted into firm ground 

“I have understood,’ said I, that efforts have been made for that pur 
pose from time immemorial Bunyan mentions that above twenty thou 
cand cartloads of wholesome instructions had been thrown in here with 
out effect ” 

“Very probably’ And what effect could be anticipated from such un 
substantial stuff? cried Mr Smooth it away \ ou observe this conven 
lent bridge We obtained a sufficient foundation for it by throwing into 
the slough some editions of books of morality, volumes of French phil 
osophy and German rationalism, tracts, sermons and essays of modern 
clergymen extracts from Plato, Confucius, and various Hindoo sages, 
together with a few ingenious commentaries upon texts of Scripture — all 
of which by some scientific process, have been converted mto a mass like 
granite The whole bog might be filled up with similar matter ” 

It really seemed to me, however, that the bridge vibrated and heaved 
up and down in a very formidable manner, and m spite of Mr Smooth it- 
away s testimony to the solidity of its foundation I should be loath to 
cross It m a crowded omnibus, especially if each passenger were encum 
bered with as heavy luggage as that gentleman and myself Nevertheless 
we got over without accident, and soon found ourselves at the station 
house This very neat and spacious edifice is erected on the site of the 
little wicket gate, which formerly as all old pilgrims will recollect, stood 
directly across the highway, and, by its inconvenient narrowness, was a 
great obstruction to the traveller of liberal mind and expansive stomach 
The reader of John Bunyan will be glad to know that Christian s old 
friend Evangelist who was accustomed to supply each pilgnm with a 
mystic roll, now presides at the ticket office Some malicious persona it is 
true deny the identity of this reputable character with the Evangelist of 
old times, and even p etend to bring competent evidence of an imposture 
Without involving myself in a dispute I shall merely observe that, so far 
as my experience goes, the square pieces of pasteboard now delivered to 
passengers are much more convenient and useful along the road than the 
antique roll of parchment Whether they will be as readily received at the 
gate of the Celestial City I decline giving an opinion 

A large number of passengers were already at the station house await- 
ing the departure of the cars By the aspect and demeanor of these per 
sons it was easy to judge that the feelings of the community had under- 
gone a very favorable change in reference to the celestial pilgrimage It 
would have done Bunyan’s heart good to see it Instead of a lonely and 
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ragged man with a huge burden on his back, plodding along sorrowfully 
on foot while the whole city hooted after him, here were parties of the 
first gentry and ifiost respectable people m the neighborhood setting forth 
towards the Celestial City as cheei fully as if the pilgrimage were merely 
a summer tour. Among the gentlemen were characters of deserved emi- 
nence magistrates, politicians, and men of wealth, by whose example 
religion could not but be greatly recommended to their meaner brethren ■ 
In the ladies’ apartment, too, I rejoiced to distinguish some of those flow- 
ers of fashionable society who are so well fitted to adorn the most ele- 
vated circles of the Celestial City There was much pleasant conversation 
about the news of the day, topics of business and politics, or the lighter 
matters of amusement, while religion, though indubitably the main thing 
at heart, was thrown tastefully into the backgiound Even an infidel 
would have heard little 01 nothing to shock his sensibility 

One great convenience of the new method of going on pilgrimage I 
must not forget to mention Our enormous burdens, instead of being car- 
ried on our shoulders as had been the custom of old, were all snugly de- 
posited in the baggage car, and, as I was assured, would be delivered to 
their respective ovmers at the journey’s end Another thing, likewise, the 
benevolent readei will be delighted to understand It may be remembered 
that there was an ancient feud between Prince Beelzebub and the keeper 
of the wicket gate, and that the adherents of the former distinguished 
personage were accustomed to shoot deadly arrows at honest pilgrims 
while knocking at the door. This dispute, much to the credit as well of the 
illustrious potentate above mentioned as of the w'orthy and enlightened 
directors of the railroad, has been pacifically arranged on the principle of 
mutual compromise. The prince’s subjects aie now pretty numerously 
employed about the station-house, some in taking care of the baggage, 
others m collecting fuel, feeding the engines, and such congenial occupa- 
tions, and I can conscientiously affirm that persons more attentive to 
their business, more willing to accommodate, or more generally agreeable 
to the passengers, are not to be found on any railroad. Every good heart 
must surely exult at so satisfactory an arrangement of an immemorial 
difficulty 

‘‘Where is Mr Greatheart?” inquired I. “Beyond a doubt the directors 
have engaged that famous old champion to be chief conductor on the 
railroad?” 

“Why, no,” said Mr. Smooth-it-away, with a dry cough “He was of- 
fered the situation of brakeman, but, to tell you the truth, our friend 
Greatheart has grown preposterously stiff and narrow in his old age He 
has so often guided pilgrims over the road on foot that he considers it a 
sm to travel in any other fashion Besides, the old fellow had entered so 
heartily into the ancient feud with Prince Beelzebub that he would have 
been perpetually at blows or ill language with some of the prince’s sub- 
jects, and thus have embroiled us anew So, on the wffiole, we were not 
sorry when honest Greatheart went off to the Celestial City in a huff and 
left us at liberty to choose a more suitable and accommodating man Yon- 
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dcr comes the engineer of the Inin 'Voii ^\llI probibh recognize him it 
once ” 

The engine it this moment took itsslition m icl\anccof the cars, look 
mg, I must confess, much more like i sort of mcchimcal demon that 
irould hurrj us to the infcrml regions thin a Iiudible contrmnee for 
smoothing our ivi\ to the Cclcslnl Cit\ On its top sit 1 per<;omgc il 
most en\ eloped in smoke ind flame, which, not to startle the reader ip 
pcared to gush from his own mouth ind stonncli is well is from the en 
ginc s brazen abdomen 

“Do m> c>es dccei\c me?” cried I ‘ WTiat on earth is this’ A liMng 
creature’ If 0, he is own brother to the engine he rides upon’ 

‘ Poll, poll, >ou ire obtii'el said M*’ Smooth it iwa>, with 1 hcartj 
laugh ‘ Don’t >ou know Apoll>on Chnstnn s old cnem> with whom he 
fought «;o fierce 1 battle m the Villc\ of Humilntion’ He wis the \crj 
fellow to nnmge the engine ind <0 we hive reconciled him to the cus 
tom of going on pilgrimage, ind engiged him is chief engineer ” 

“Bri\o, bri\o’” exchtmed I with irrepressible enthUMism ‘this 
shows the libcnlitj of the ige this proves, if an> thing cm, tint ill must} 
prejudices ire in 1 fur wi\ to l>c oblitenlcd And how will Christian re 
joicc to hear of this hippj tnnsformation of his oUI mtigomst' I prom 
ISC mjself great pleasure in informing him of it when we reach the Celcs 
lial Citj ” 

The passengers being all comfortab*/ sealed, we now rattled iwa> 
merrily, accomplishing 1 greilcr du» ance in ten minutes thin Chnstnn 
prob 3 bl> trudged over in 1 da> It was hiighablc, while we ghneed along, 
is it were, It the lad of a thunderbolt to observe two dusty foot travel 
Icrs in the old pilgrim gui<c, with cockle ^hc}l and stifi their m>slic rolls 
of parchment in their hands and their mtolcnblc burdens on their backs 
The preposterous ohsUmey o! these honest pcop)e in persisting to groan 
and stumble along the difiicuU pathway rather linn tal c advantage of 
modern improvements, excited great mirth among our wiser brotherhood 
\\e greeted the two pilgrims with man> pleasant gibes and a roar of 
laughter, whereupon thej gazed a( us with such woful and absurdly com 
passionate visages that our merriment grew tenfold more obstreperous 
Apollyon also entered heartily into the fun, and contrived to flirt the 
smoke and flame of the engine, or of his own breath into their faces, and 
envelop them m an atmosphere of scalding steam These little practical 
jol cs amused us mightil>, and doubtless afforded the pilgrims the grati 
fication of considering themselves marljrs 
At some distance from the railroid Mr Smooth it away pointed to a 
large antique edifice, which, he observed, was a tavern of long standing 
and had formerly been a noted stopping place for pilgrims In Bunyans 
road book it is mentioned as the Interpreter’s House 

‘ I have long had a curiosity to visit that old mansion,” remarked I 
“It is not one of our stations, as you perceive," said my companion 
“The keeper was violently opposed to the railroad, and well he might be, 
as the track left hts house of entertainment on one side, and thus was 
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pretty certain to deprive him of all his reputable customers But the foot- 
path still passes his door, and the old gentleman now and then receives a 
call from some simple traveller, and ent^i tains him with fare as old- 
fashioned as himself ” 

Before our talk on this subject came to a conclusion ve w^ere rushing 
by the place where Christian’s burden fell from Ins shouldeis at the sight 
of the Cross This served as a theme for Mr Sinooth-it-anay, hlr Live- 
for-the-world, Mr Hide-sm-m-the-heai t, Mr Scaly-conscience, and a 
knot of gentlemen from the town of Shim-repentance, to descant upon 
the inestimable advantages lesulting from the safety of our baggage hly- 
self, and all the passengers indeed, joined with great unanimity m this 
view of the matter, for our buidens were rich m many things esteemed 
precious throughout the world, and, especially, we each of us possessed 
a great variety of favorite Habits, which we trusted would not be out of 
fashion even in the polite circles of the Celestial City It would have been 
a sad spectacle to see such an assortment of valuable ai tides tumbling 
into the sepulchre Thus pleasantly conversing on the favorable circum- 
stances of our position as compared with those of past pilgrims and of 
narrow-minded ones at the present day, we soon found ourselves at the 
foot of the Hill Difficulty Through the veiy heart of this rocky moun- 
tain a tunnel has been constructed of most admiiable architecture, with a 
lofty arch and a spacious double track, so that, unless the earth and 
rocks should chance to crumble down, it will lemain an eteinal monu- 
ment of the builder’s skill and enterpiise It is a gieat though incidental 
advantage that the materials from the heait of the Hill Difficulty have 
been employed in filling up the Valley of Humiliation, thus obviating the 
neres:;ity of descending into that disagreeable and unwholesome hollow 

‘ 'I ills is a wonderful improvement, indeed,” said I ‘‘Yet I should have 
been glad of an opportunity to visit the Palace Beautiful and be intro- 
duced to the charming young ladies hliss Prudence, IMiss Piety, hliss 
Charity, and the rest who have the kindness to entertain pilgrims 
there ” 

“Young ladies < ” cried Mr Smooth-it-away, as soon as he could speali 
for laughing “And charming young ladies’ Why, my deal fellow, they 
are old maids, every soul of them prim, starched, dry, and angular, and 
not one of them, I will venture to say, has altered so much as the fashion 
of her gown since the days of Christian’s pilgrimage ” 

“Ah, well,” said I, much comforted, “then I can very readily dispense 
with their acquaintance ” 

The respectable Apollyon was now putting on the steam at a prodi- 
gious rate, anxious, perhaps, to get rid of the unpleasant reminiscences 
connected with the spot where he had so disastiously encountered Chris- 
tian Consulting Mr Bunyan’s road-book, I perceived that we must now 
be within a few miles of the Valley of the Shadow of Death, into which 
doleful region, at our present speed, we should plunge much sooner than 
seemed at all desirable In truth, I expected nothing better than to find 
myself in the ditch on one side or the quag on the other, but on com- 
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municatmg my apprehensions to Mr Smooth it iv-aj, he assured me that 
the difficulties of this passage, c\en m its worst condition, had been \ast 
ly exaggerated, and that, in its present state of improvement, I might 
consider m>self as safe as on any railroad in Christendom 

Even while we were speaking the tram shot into the entrance of this 
dreaded Valley Though I plead guilty to some foolish palpitations of the 
heart during our headlong rush over the CaUseway here constructed yet 
it were unjust to withhold the highest encomiums on the boldness of its 
original conception and the ingenuity of those who executed it It was 
gratifjmg hi ewisc, to ob'^erxe how much care had been taken to dispel 
the everlasting gloom and supply the defect of cheerful sunshine not a 
ray of which has ever penetrated among these awful shadows For this 
purpose the inflammable gas which exudes plentifully from the soil is 
collected by means of pipes, and thence communicated to a quadruple 
row of lamps along the whole extent of the passage Thus a radiance has 
been created even out of the fiery and sulphurous curse that rests forever 
upon the valley — a radiance hurtful, however, to the e>es, and somewhat 
bewaldering, as I discovered bj the changes which it wrought in the vis 
ages of my companions In this respect, as compared with natural day 
light, there is the same difference as between truth and falsehood but if 
the reader have ever travelled through the dark Vallc>, he will have 
learned to be thankful for any light that he could get — if not from the 
sky above, then from the blasted soil beneath Such was the red brilliancy 
of these lamps that they appeared to build walls of fire on both sides of 
the track, between which we held our course at lightning speed while a 
reverberating thunder filled the Valley with its echoes Had the engine 
run off the track, — a catastrophe, it is whispered, by no means unprece 
dented, — the bottomless pit, if there be any such place would undoubt 
edly have received us Just as some dismal fooleries of tins nature had 
made m> heart quake there came a tremendous shriek, careering along 
the valley as if a thousand devils had burst their lungs to utter it, but 
which proved to be merely the whistle of the engine on arriving at a stop 
ping place 

The spot where we had now paused is the same that our friend Bunyan 
— a truthful man, but infected with many fantastic notions — has desig 
nated, m terms plainer than I like to repeat, as the mouth of the infernal 
region This, however, must be a mistake inasmuch as Mr Smooth it 
away, while we remained m the smoky and lurid cavern, took occasion to 
prove that Tophet has not even a metaphorical existence The place he 
assured us, is no other than the crater of a half-extinct volcano, in which 
the directors had caused forges to be set up for the manufacture of rail 
road iron Hence, also, is obtained a plentiful supply of fuel for the use 
of the engines Whoever had gazed into the dismal obscurity of the broad 
cavern mouth, whence ever and anon darted huge tongues of duskj 
flame and had seen the strange, half shaped monsters and visions of 
faces horribly grotesque into which the smoke seemed to wreathe itself, 
and had heard the awful murmurs, and shrieks, and deep, shuddering 



1076 the works of HAWTHORNE 

•whispers of the blast, sometimes forming themselves into words almost 
articulate, would have seized upon Mr Smooth-it-away’s comfortable 
explanation as greedily as we did The inhabitants of the cavern, more- 
over, weie unlovely peisonages, dark, smoke-begnmed, generally de- 
foimed, with misshapen feet, and a glow of dusky redness in their eyes as 
if their hearts had caught file and weie bla/ing out of the iippei windows 
It struck me as a peculiaiity that the laboiers at the forge and those Mho 
biought fuel to the engine, ivhen they began to draiv short breath, posi- 
tively emitted smoke from their mouth and nostrils 

Among the idlers about the tram, most of ivhom Mere puffing cigars 
which they had lighted at the flame of the ciatci, I was peiplexcd to no- 
tice seveial ivho, to my certain knowledge, had heretofore set foith by 
lailroad for the Celestial City They looked dark, Mild, and smoky, Mith 
a singular resemblance, indeed, to the native inhabitants, like Mhom, also, 
they had a disagreeable propensity to ill-natuicd gibes and sneers the 
habit of Mdiich had mu ought a settled contortion of then visages Having 
been on speaking terms with one of these peisons, an indolent, good- 
foi -nothing fellow, -who M'ent by the name of Takc-it-easy, I called him, 
and inquired M'hat M^as his business there 
“Did you not stait,” said I, “for the Celestial City?'* 

“That’s a fact,” said hlr. Take-it-easy, carelessly puffing some smoke 
into my eyes “But I heaid such bad accounts that I nc\cr took pains to 
climb the hill on which the city stands No business doing, no fun going 
on, nothing to drink, and no smoking alloM’ed, and a thrumming of church 
music from morning till night I Mould not stay in such a place if they 
offered me house room and living free ” 

“But, my good Mr Take-it-eas}^” cried I, “why take up youi resi- 
dence here, of all places in the Morld?” 

“Oh,” said the loafer, Mith a grin, “it is very Marm hereabouts, and I 
meet Muth plenty of old acquaintances, and altogether the place suits me. 
I hope to see you back again some day soon A pleasant journey to you ” 
While he M^as speaking the bell of the engine rang, and M^e dashed 
away after dropping a few passengers, but receiving no new ones Rat- 
tling onM^ard through the Valley, m'c M'eie dazzled with the fiercely gleam- 
ing gas lamps, as before But sometimes, in the dark of intense bright- 
ness, grim faces, that bore the aspect and expression of individual sms, 
or evil passions, seemed to thrust themselves through the veil of light, 
glaring upon us, and stretching foith a gieat, dusky hand, as if to impede 
our progress I almost thought that they were my oMm sms that appalled 
me there These were fieaks of imagination nothing more, certainly 
mere delusions, which I ought to be heartily ashamed of , but all through 
the Dark Valley I was tormented, and pestered, and dolefully beMuldered 
with the same kind of waking di earns The mephitic gases of that region 
intoxicate the brain As the light of natuial day, however, began to strug- 
gle with the glow of the lanterns, these vain imaginations lost their vivid- 
ness, and finally vanished from the first ray of sunshine that greeted our 
escape from the Valley of the Shadow of Death Ere we had gone a mile 
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beyond it I could wellnigh have taken my oath that this whole gloomy 
pa'isage was a dream 

At tlie end of the valley, as John Bunyan mentions, is a cavern, where, 
m his daj's, dwelt two cruel giants, Pope and Pagan, who had strowii the 
ground about their residence with the bones of slaughtered pilgrims 
These vile old troglodjtes arc no longer there but into their deserted 
cave another terrible giant has thrust himself and makes it his business 
to seize upon honest travellers and fatten them for his table with plenti 
ful meals of smoke, mist, moonshine, raw potatoes, and sawdust He is a 
German b> birth, and is called Giant Transccndcntalist but as to his 
form his features, his substance, and his nature generally, it is the chief 
peculiaritj of this huge miscreant that neither he for himself, nor an> 
body for him, has ever been able to describe them As we rushed b> the 
cavern’s mouth we caught a hasty glimpse of him, looking somewhat like 
an ill proportioned figure, but considerably more like a heap of fog and 
duskiness He shouted after us, but in so strange a phraseology that we 
knew not what he meant, nor whether to be encouraged or afTrighted 

It was late m the da> when the tram thundered into the ancient city of 
Vanity, where Vanity F air is still at the height of prosperity, and exhibits 
an epitome of whatev er is brilliant, gay, and fascinating beneath the sun 
As I purposed to make a considerable sta> here, it gratified me to learn 
that there is no longer the want of harmonj between the town’s people 
and pilgrims, which impelled the former to such lamentably mistaken 
measures as the persecution of Christian and the fiery martyrdom of 
Faithful On the contrary as the new railroad brings with it great trade 
and a constant influx of strangers, the lord of Vanity Fair is its chief pa 
tron, and the capitalists of the city arc among the largest stockholders 
Many passengers stop to take their pleasure or make their profit in the 
Fair, instead of going onw~ird to the Celestial City Indeed, such are the 
charms of the place that people often affirm it to be the true and only 
heaven, stoutly contending that there is no other, that those who seek 
further are mere dreamers, and that, if the fabled brightness of the Ce 
lestial City lay but a bare mile beyond the gates of Vanity they would 
not be fools enough to go thither Without subscribing to these perhaps 
exaggerated encomiums, I can truly say that my abode in the city was 
mainly agreeable, and my intercourse with the inhabitants productive of 
much amusement and instruction 

Being naturally of a serious turn, my attention was directed to the 
solid advantages derivable from a residence here, rather than to the ef 
fervescent pleasures which are the grand object with too many visitants 
The Christian reader if he have had no accounts of the city later than 
Bunyan’s time, will be surprised to hear that almost every street has its 
church, and that the reverend clergy are nowhere held m higher respect 
than at Vanity Fair And well do they deserve such honorable estimation 
for the maxims of wisdom and virtue which fall from their lips come from 
as deep a spiritual source, and tend to as lofty a religious aim, as tho^e 
of the sagest philosophers of old In justification of this high praise I n%d 
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only mention the names of the Rev Mr Shallow-deep, the Rev. !Mi. 
Stumble-at-triith, that fine old clerical character the Rev Mr This-to- 
day, who expects shortly to resign his pulpit to the Rev hlr, That-to- 
morrow , together with the Rev Mr Bewilderment, the Rev hir Clog- 
the-spirit, and, last and gieatest, the Rev Dr Wmd-of-doctnne The la- 
bois of these eminent divines are aided by those of innumerable Icctuiers, 
who diffuse such a various profundity, in all subjects of human or celestial 
science, that any man may acquire an omnigenous eiudition without the 
trouble of even learning to read Thus literature is cthereali/ed by assum- 
ing for its medium the human voice, and knowledge, depositing all its 
heavier particles, except, doubtless, its gold, becomes exhaled into a 
sound, which forthwith steals into the ever-open ear of the community 
These ingenious methods constitute a sort of machinery, by which 
thought and study are done to every person’s hand without his putting 
himself to the slightest inconvenience in the matter There is another 
species of machine for the ivholesalc manufacture of induidual morality 
This excellent lesiilt is effected by societies for all manner of virtuous pur- 
poses, with which a man has merely to connect himself, throwing, as it 
were, his quota of virtue into the common stock, and the president and 
directors will take care that the aggregate amount be well applied AH 
these, and othei w'onderful improvements in ethics, religion, and litera- 
tuie, bemg made plain to my comprehension by the ingenious IMr 
Smooth-it-away, inspired me w'lth a vast admiration of Vanity Fair 

It would fill a volume, in an age of pamphlets, were T to record all my 
observations m this great capital of human business and pleasure There 
was an unlimited range of society the powerful, the wise, the witty, and 
the famous in every w^alk of life, princes, presidents, poets, generals, art- 
ists, actors, and philanthropists, all making tlieir own market at the 
fair, and deeming no price too exorbitant for such commodities as hit 
their fancy It w'as well w'orth one’s w'hile, even if he had no idea of buy- 
ing or selling, to loiter through the bazaars and obser\e the various sorts 
of traffic that were going forward 

Some of the purchasers, I thought, made very foolish bargains For in- 
stance, a young man having inherited a splendid fortune, laid out a con- 
siderable portion of it m the purchase of diseases, and finally spent all 
the rest for a heavy lot of repentance and a suit of rags A very pretty girl 
bartered a heart as clear as crystal, and wdiich seemed her most x aluable 
possession, for another jew^el of the same kind, but so w^orn and defaced 
as to be utterly worthless In one shop there w'ere a great many crowms of 
laurel and myrtle, w'hich soldiers, authors, statesmen, and various other 
people pressed eagerly to buy, some purchased these palti}’' wreaths xvith 
their lives, others by a toilsome servitude of years, and many sacrificed 
whatever was most valuable, yet finally slunk away without the crow n 
There was a sort of stock or scrip, called Conscience, which seemed to be 
in great demand, and would purchase almost anything Indeed, feiv rich 
commodities were to be obtained without paymg a heavy sum in this par- 
ticular stock, and a man’s business was seldom very luciative unless he 
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knew precisely when and how to throw his hoard of conscience into the 
market Yet as this stock was the only thing of permanent value whoever 
parted with it was sure to find himself a loser in the long run Several of 
the speculations were of a questionable character Occasionally a mem 
her of Congress recruited his pocket by the sale of his constituents and 
I was assured that public officers have often sold their country at very 
moderate price^ Thousands sold their happiness for a whim Gilded 
chains were m great demand, and purchased with almost any sacrifice 
In truth, those who desired, according to the old adage, to sell anything 
valuable for a song, might find customers all over the Fair and there 
were innumerable messes of pottage, piping hot, for such as chose to buy 
them with their birthrights A few articles, however, could not be found 
genuine at Vanity Fair If a customer wished to renew his stock of youth 
the dealers offered him a set of fal e teeth and an auburn wig if he de 
manded peace of mind, they recommended opium or a brandy bottle 

Tracts of land and golden mansions situate m the Celestial City, were 
often exchanged, at very disadvantageous rates, for a few years lease of 
small, dismal, inconvenient tenements m Vanity Fair Prince Beelzebub 
himself took great interest m this sort of traffic, and sometimes conde 
scended to meddle with smaller matters I once had the pleasure to see 
him bargainmg with a miser for his soul, which, after much ingenious 
skirmishing on both sides, his highness succeeded m obtaining at about 
the value of sixpence The prince remarked with a smile that he was a 
loser by the transaction 

Day after day, as I walked the streets of Vanity, my manners and de 
portment became more and more like those of the inhabitants The place 
began to seem like home, the idea of pursuing my travels to the Celestial 
City was almost obliterated from my mind I was reminded of it, how 
ever, by the sight of the same pair of simple pilgrims at whom we had 
laughed so heartily when Apollyon puffed smoke and steam into their 
faces at the commencement of our journey There they stood amidst the 
densest bustle of Vanity, the dealers offering them their purple and fine 
linen and jewels, the men of wit and humor gibing at them, a pair of 
buxom ladies ogling them askance, while the benevolent Mr Smooth it 
away whispered some of his wisdom at their elbows, and pointed to a 
newly erected temple, but there were these worthy simpletons, making 
the scene look wild and monstrous, merely by their sturdy repudiation of 
all part m its busmess or pleasures 

One of them — ^his name was Stick to-the right — perceived in my face, 
I suppose a species of sympathy and almost admiration which, to my 
own great surprise, I could not help feeling for this pragmatic couple It 
prompted him to address me 

“Sir,’ inquired he with a sad, yet mild*and kindly voice do you call 
yourself a pilgrim? 

Yes,’ I replied my right to that appellation is indubitable I am 
merely a sojourner here in Vanity Fair, being bound to the Celestial Citj 
by the new railroad ’ 
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“Alas, friend,” rejoined Mi Stick-to-the-truth, “I do assuie you, and 
beseech you to receive the truth of my words, that that whole concern is 
a bubble You may travel on it all your lifetime, were you to live thou- 
sands of years, and yet nevei get beyond the limits of Vanity Fair Yea, 
though ydu should deem youiself entering the gates of the blessed city, 
it will be nothing but a miserable delusion ” 

“The Lord of the Celestial City,” bfegan the other pilgrim, whose name 
was Mr Foot-it-to-heaven, “has refused, and will ever refuse, to grant an 
act of incorporation for this railroad, and unless that be obtained, no 
passenger can ever hope to enter his dominions Wheiefore every man 
who buys a ticket must lay his account with losing the purchase money, 
which IS the value of his own soul ” 

“Poh, nonsense'” said Mr Smooth-it-away, taking my arm and lead- 
ing me off, “these fellows ought to be indicted for a libel If the law stood 
as it once did m Vanity Fair we should see them grinning through the iron 
bars of the piison window ” 

This incident made a considerable impression on my mind, and con- 
tributed with other circumstances to indispose me to a peimanent resi- 
dence in the city of Vanity, although, of course, I was not simple enough 
to give up my oiigmal plan of gliding along easily and commodiously by 
railroad Still, I grew anxious to be gone There was one strange thing 
that troubled me Amid the occupations or amusements of the Fair, noth- 
ing was more common than for a person wdiether at feast, theatre, or 
church, or trafficking for wealth and honors, or w'hatever he might be do- 
ing, to vanish like a soap bubble, and be never more seen of his fellows, 
and so accustomed were the latter to such little accidents that they went 
on with their business as quietly as if nothing had happened But it w^as 
otherwise with me 

Finally, after a pretty long lesidence at the Fair, I resumed my j’ourney 
towards the Celestial City, still with Mr Smooth-it-away at my side At 
a short distance beyond the suburbs of Vanity we passed tlie ancient 
silvei mine, of which Demas was the first discoverer, and which is now 
wrought to great advantage, supptying nearly all the coined currency of 
the world A little further onward was the spot w^liere Lot’s wife had stood 
forever under the semblance of a pillar of salt. Curious travellers have 
long since carried it away piecemeal Had all regrets been punished as 
rigorously as this poor dame’s were, my yearning for the relinquished de- 
lights of Vanity Fair might have produced a siimlai change in my own 
corporeal substance, and left me a warning to future pilgrims 

The next remarkable object was a large edifice, constructed of moss- 
grown stone, but in a modern and airy style of architecture The engine 
came to a pause m its vicinity, with the usual tremendous shriek 

“This was formerly the castle of the redoubted giant Despair,” ob- 
served Mr Smooth-it-away, “but since his death Mr Flimsy-faith has 
repaired it, and keeps an excellent house of entertainment here It is one 
of our stopping-places ” 

“It seems but slightly put together,” remarked I, looking at the frail 
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yet ponderous walls “I do not envy Air Flims> faith his habitation 
Some day it will thunder down upon the heads of the occupants ’ 

“We shall escape at all events * said Mr Smooth it away, for Apol 
lyon is putting on the steam again 

The road now plunged into a gorge of the Delectable Alountains, and 
traversed the field where in former ages the blind men wandered and 
stumbled among the tombs One of these ancient tombstones had been 
thrust across the track by some malicious person, and gave the tram of 
cars a terrible jolt Far up the rugged side of a mountain I perceived' a 
rusty iron door, half overgrown with bushes and creeping plants, but with 
smoke issuing from its crevices 

Is that inquired I, “the very door in the hill side which the shep 
herds assured Christian was a by way to hell? 

‘ That was a joke on the part of the shepherds ” said Mr Smooth it 
away, with a smile It is neither more nor less than the door of a cavern 
which they use as a smoke house for the preparation of mutton hams ” 

My recollections of the journey are now, for a little space, dim and 
confused inasmuch as a singular drowsiness here overcame me owing to 
the fact that we were passing over the enchanted ground, the air of which 
encourages a disposition to sleep I awoke, however as soon as we crossed 
the borders of the pleasant land of Beulah All the passengers were rub 
bmg their eyes, comparing watches and congratulating one another on 
the prospect of arriving so seasonably at the journey s end The sweet 
breezes this happy clime came refreshingly to our nostrils we beheld 
the glimmering gush of silver fountains, overhung by trees of beautiful 
foliage and delicious fruit, which were propagated by grafts from the ce 
lestial gardens Once as we dashed onward like a hurricane, there was a 
flutter of wings and the bright appearance of an angel in the air, speeding 
forth on some heavenly mission The engine now announced the do 
vicinity of the final station house by one last and horrible scream, in 
which there seemed to be distinguishable every kind of wailing and woe, 
and bitter fierceness of wrath all mixed up with the wild laughter of a 
devil or a madman Throughout our journey, at every stopping place, 
Apollyon had exercised his ingenuity in screwing the most abominable 
sounds out of the whistle of the steam engine but in this closing effort 
he outdid himself and created an infernal uproar, which besides disturb 
mg the peaceful inhabitants of Beulah, must have sent its discord even 
through the celestial gates 

While the horrid clamor was still ringing in our ears we heard an ex 
ulting strain, as if a thousand instruments of music, with height and 
depth and sweetness in their tones, at once tender and triumphant, were 
struck in unison, to greet the approach of some illustrious hero who had 
fought the good fight and won a glorious \ ictory, and was come to lay 
aside his battered arms forever Looking to ascertain what might be the 
occasion of this glad harmony, I perceived, on alighting from the cars, 
that a multitude of shining ones had assembled on the other side of the 
river, to welcome two poor pilgrims, who were just emerging from its 



io 82 the works of HAWTHORNE 

depths They were the same whom Apollyon and ourselves had perse- 
cuted with taunts, and gibes, and scalding steam, at the commencement 
of our journey the same whose unworldly aspect and impressive words 
had stirred my conscience amid the ivild revelleis of Vanity Fair 

“How amazingly w'ell those men have got on,” cried I to Mr Smooth- 
it-away “I wish we weie secure of as good a leception ” 

“Never fear, never fear’” answered my fiiend “Come, make haste, 
the ferry boat will be off diiectly, and in three minutes you will be on the 
other side of the rivei No doubt you will find coaches to cairy you up to 
the city gates ” 

A steam ferry boat, the last impiovement on this important route, lay 
at the river side, puffing, snorting, and emitting all those other disagree- 
able utterances which betoken the departure to be immediate I hurried 
on board with the rest of the passengeis, most of whom were in great per- 
turbation some bawling out for their baggage, some tearing their hair 
and exclaiming that the boat would explode or sink, some alrcad}'’ pale 
with the heaving of the stream; some gazing affrighted at the ugly aspect 
of the steersman, and some still dizzy with the slumberous influences of 
the Enchanted Ground Looking back to the shore, I ivas amazed to dis- 
cern Mr Smooth-it-aw^ay waving his hand m token of farewell 
“Don’t you go over to the Celestial City?” exclaimed I 
“Oh, no’” answered he wuth a queer smile, and that same disagreeable 
contortion of visage which I had remarked in the inhabitants of the Dark 
Valley “Oh, no' I have come thus far only for the sake of your pleasant 
company. Good-by' We shall meet again ” 

And then did my excellent friend Mr Smooth -it-aw ay laugh outright, 
in the midst of which cachinnation a smoke-WTeath issued from his mouth 
■and nostrils, while a twinkle of lurid flame darted out of either eye, prov- 
ing indubitably that his heart was all of a red blaze The impudent fiend’ 
To deny the existence of Tophet, when he felt its fiery tortuies raging 
within his breast I rushed to the side of the boat, intending to fling my- 
self on shore, but the w^heels, as they began their revolutions, threw a 
dash of spray over me so cold so deadly cold, wnth the chill that wall 
never leave those waters until Death be drowned in his owm river that 
with a shiver and a heartquake I awoke. Thank Heaven it w'as a Dream’ 


THE PROCESSION OF LIFE 

Life figures itself to me as a festal or funereal procession All of us have 
our places, and are to move onward under the direction of the Chief Mar- 
shal The grand difficulty results from the invariably mistaken principles 
on which the deputy marshals seek to arrange this immense concourse of 
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people, so much more numerous than those that tram their interminable 
length through streets and highwajs in times of political excitement 
Their scheme is ancient, far beyond the memory of man or even the rec 
ord of history, and has hitherto been very little modified by the innate 
sense of something wrong, and the dim perception of better methods, that 
have disquieted all the ages through which the procession has taken its 
march Its members are classified by the merest external circumstances, 
and thus are more certain to be thrown out of their true positions than if 
no principle of arrangement were attempted In one part of the procession 
we see men of landed estate or moneyed capital gravely keeping each 
other company, for the preposterous reason that they chance to have a 
similar standing in the tax gatherer’s book Trades and professions march 
together with scarcely a more real bond of union In this manner, it can 
not be denied, people are disentangled from the mass and separated into 
various classes according to certain apparent relations all hav e some ar 
tificial badge which the v\orld, and themselves among the first, learn to 
consider as a genuine characteristic Fixing our attention on such outside 
shows of similarity or difference we lose sight of those realities by which 
nature fortune, fate, or Pro/idence has constituted for every man a 
brotherhood, wherein it is one great office of human wisdom to classify 
him When the mind has once accustomed itself to a proper arrangement 
of the Procession of Life, or a true classification of society, even though 
merely speculative, there is thenceforth a satisfaction which pretty well 
suffices for itself without the aid of any actual reformation m the order of 
march 

For instance, assuming to myself the power of marshalling the afore 
said procession, I direct a trumpeter to send ^rth a blast loud enough to 
be heard from hence to China, and a herald with world pervading voice, 
to make proclamation for a certain class of mortals to take their places 
What shall be their principle of union? After all, an external one m com 
parison with many that might be found, yet far more real than those 
which the world has selected for a similar purpose Let all who are af 
flicted with like physical diseases form ♦hemselves into ranks 

Our first attempt at classification is not very successful It may gratify 
the pride of aristocracy to reflect that disease, more than any other cir 
cumstance of human life, pays due observance to the distinctions which 
rank and wealth, and poverty and lowliness have established among 
mankind Some maladies are rich and precious, and only to be acquired 
by the right of inheritance or purchased with gold Of this kind is the 
gout, which serves as a bond of brotherhood to the purple visaged gentry, 
who obey the herald s voice, and painfully hobble from all civilized re 
gions of the globe to take their post in the grand procession In mercy to 
their toes let us hope that the march may not be long The Dyspeptics, 
too, are people of good standing m the world For them the earliest 
salmon is caught in our eastern rivers, and the shy woodcock stains the 
dry leaves with his blood in his remotest haunts, and the turtle comes 
from the far Pacific Islands to be gobbled up m soup They can afford to 
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flavor all their dishes with indolence, which, in spite of the general opin- 
ion, IS a sauce more exquisitely piquant than appetite won by exercise 
Apoplexy is another highly respectable disease We will rank together all 
who have the S3miptom of dizziness in the brain, and as fast as any drop 
by the way supply their places with new members of the board of aider- 
men 

On the other hand, here come whole tribes of people whose physical 
lives are but a deteriorated variety of life, and themselves a meaner spe- 
cies of mankind, so sad an effect has been wrought by the tainted breath 
of cities, scanty and unwholesome food, destructive modes of labor, and 
the lack of those moral supports that might partially have counteracted 
such bad influences Behold here a tram of house painters, all afflicted 
with a peculiar sort of colic Next in place we will marshal those work- 
men m cutlery, who have breathed a fatal disorder into their lungs with 
the impalpable dust of steel Tailors and shoemakers, being sedentary 
men, will chiefly congregate into one part of the procession and march 
under similar banners of disease , but among them we may observe here 
and there a sickly student, who has left his health between the leaves of 
classic volumes, and clerks, likewise, who have caught their deaths on 
high official stools , and men of genius too, who have written sheet after 
sheet with pens dipped m their heart’s blood These are a wretched, 
quaking, short-breathed set But what is this cloud of pale-cheeked, 
slender girls, who disturb the ear with the multiplicity of their short, dry 
coughs^ They are seamstresses, who have plied the daily and nightly 
needle in the service of master tailors and close-fisted contractors, until 
now it is almost time for each to hem the borders of her own shroud Con- 
sumption points their place in the procession With their sad sisterhood 
are intermingled many youthful maidens who have sickened in aristo- 
cratic mansions, and for whose aid science has unavailmgly searched its 
volumes, and whom breathless love has watched In our ranks the rich 
maiden and the poor seamstress may walk arm in arm We might find in- 
numerable other instances, where the bond of mutual disease not to 
speak of nation-sweeping pestilence embraces high and low, and makes 
the king a brother of the clown But it is not hard to own that disease is 
the natural aristocrat Let him keep his state, and have his established 
orders of rank, and wear his royal mantle of the color of a fever flush, 
and let the noble and wealthy boast their own physical infirmities, and 
display their symptoms as the badges of high station All things consid- 
ered, these are as proper subjects of human pride as any relations of hu- 
man rank that men can fix upon 

Sound agam, thou deep-breathed 'trumpeter’ and herald, with thy 
voice of might, shout forth another summons that shall reach the old ba- 
ronial castles of Europe, and the rudest cabin of our western wilderness’ 
What class is next to take its place m the procession of mortal life^ Let it 
be those whom the gifts of intellect have united m a noble brotherhood 

Ay, this is a reality, before which the conventional distinctions of so- 
ciety melt away like a vapor when we would grasp it with the hand Were 
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Byron now alive and Bums, the first would come from his ancestral ab 
bey, flinging aside, although unwillingly the inherited honors of a thou 
sand years, to take the arm of the mighty peasant who grew immortal 
while he stooped behind his plough These are gone but the hall, the 
farmer’s fireside the hut, perhaps the palace, the counting room, the 
workshop the \illage, the city, lifes high places and low ones, may all 
produce their poets, whom a common temperament per\ades like an elec 
trie sympathy Peer or ploughman, we will muster them pair by pair and 
shoulder to shoulder Even society, in its most artificial state, consents to 
this arrangement These factory girls from Lowell shall mate themsehes 
wath the pnde of drawing rooms and literary circles the bluebells in 
fashion’s nosegay, the Sapphos and Montagues, and Nortons of the age 
Other modes of intellect bring together as strange companies Silk 
gowned professor of languages, gi\e your arm to this sturdy blacksmith, 
and deem yourself honored by the conjunction, though you behold him 
grimy from the anvil All varieties of human speech are like his mother 
tongue to this rare man Indiscriminately let those take their places of 
whatever rank they come who pos'^jss the kingly gifts to lead armies or 
to swa> a people — Nature s generals, her lawgivers, her kings, and with 
them also the deep philosophers who think the thought m one generation 
that IS to revolutionize societj in the next With the hereditary legislator 
m whom eloquence is a far descended attainment — a rich echo repeated 
by powerful voices from Cicero downward — we will match some won 
drous backwoodsman, who has caught a wild power of language from the 
breeze among his native forest boughs But we may safely leave these 
brethren and sisterhood to settle their own congenialities Our ordinary 
distinctions become so trifling, so impalpable, so ridiculously visionary 
in comparison with a classification founded on truth that all talk about 
the matter is immediately a common place 

Yet the longer I reflect the less am I satisfied with the idea of forming 
a separate class of mankind on the basis of high intellectual power At 
best it IS but a higher development of innate gifts common to all Per 
haps moreover, he whose genius appears deepest and truest excels his 
fellows in nothing save the knack of exprcision he throws out occasion 
ally a lucky hint at truths of which every human soul is profoundly 
though unutterably conscious Therefore though we suffer the brother 
hood of intellect to march onward together, it may be doubted whether 
their peculiar relation will not begin to vanish as soon as the procession 
shall have passed beyond the circle of this present world But we do not 
classify for eternity 

And next, let the trumpet pour forth a funereal wail, and the herald’s 
voice give breath in one vast cry to all the groans and grievous utterances 
that are audible throughout the earth We appeal now to the sacred bond 
of sorrow, and summon the great multitude who labor under similar 
afflictions to take their places in the march 

How many a heart that would have been insensible to any other call 
has responded to the doleful accents of that voice! It has gone far and 
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' Wide, and high and low, and left scarcely a mortal roof unvisited Indeed, 
the principle is only too universal for our purpose, and, unless we limit 
it, will quite break up our classification of mankind, and convert the 
whole procession into a funeral tram We will therefore be at some pains 
to discriminate Here comes a lonely rich man he has built a noble fabric 
for his dwelling-house, with a front of stately architecture and marble 
floors and doors of precious woods, the whole structure is as beautiful as 
a dream and as substantial as the native rock But the visionary shapes of 
a long posterity, for whose home this mansion was intended, have faded 
into nothingness since the death of the founder’s only son The rich man 
gives a glance at his sable garb m one of the splendid mirrors of his draw- 
ing-room, and descendmg a flight of lofty steps instinctively offers his 
arm to yonder poverty stricken widow in the rusty black bonnet, and 
with a check apron over her patched gown The sailo5‘ boy, who was her 
sole earthly stay, was washed overboard in a late tempest. This couple 
from the palace and the almshouse are but the types of thousands more 
who represent the dark tragedy of life and seldom quarrel for the upper 
parts Grief is such a leveller, ^vlth its own dignity and its own humility, 
that the noble and the peasant, the beggar and the monarch, will waive 
their pretensions to external rank without the officiousness of interference 
on our part If pride the influence of the world’s false distinctions re- 
main m the heait, then sorrow lacks the earnestness which malces it holy 
and reverend It loses its reality and becomes a miserable shadow On 
this ground we have an opportunity to assign over multitudes who would 
wilhngly claim places here to other parts of the procession If the mourner 
have anything dearer than his grief he must seek his ti ue position else- 
where There are so many unsubstantial sorrows which the necessity of 
our mortal state begets on idleness, that an observei, casting aside senti- 
ment, IS sometimes led to question whether there be any real woe, except 
absolute physical suffering and the loss of closest friends A crowd who 
exhibit what they deem to be broken hearts ^ and among them many 
lovelorn maids and bachelors, and men of disappointed ambition m arts 
or politics, and the poor who were once rich, or who have sought to be 
rich in vain the great majority of these may ask admittance into some 
other fraternity There is no room here Perhaps we may institute a sepa- 
rate class where such Unfortunates will naturally fall into the procession 
Meanwhile let them stand aside and patiently await their time 
If our trumpeter can borrow a note from the doomsday trumpet blast, 
let him sound it now The dread alarum should make the earth quake to 
its centre, for the herald is about to address mankind with a summons to 
which even the purest mortal may be sensible of some faint responding 
echo in his bieast In many bosoms it will awaken a still small voice more 
terrible than its own reverberating uproai 
The hideous appeal has swept around the globe Come all ye guilty 
ones, and rank yourselves in accordance with the brotherhood of crime 
This, indeed, is an awful summons I almost tremble to look at the 
strange partnerships that begin to be formed, reluctantly, but by the in- 
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\mciblc necessity of like to like m this part of the procession A forger 
from the state prison seizes the arm of 1 distinguished financier How in 
dignantly does the latter plead his fair reputation upon ’Change, and in 
sist that his operations, by their magnificence of scope, ^\e^e removed 
into quite another sphere of morality than those of his pitiful companion I 
But let him cut the connection if he can Here comes a murderer with his 
clanking chains, and pairs himself — horrible to tell — ^\ith as pure and 
upright a man, in all observable respects, as ever partook of the conse 
crated bread and ^\lne He is one of those, perchance the most hopeless 
of all sinners, T\ho practise such an exemplary system of ouU\ard duties, 
that e\en a deadly crime may be hidden from their own sight and remem 
brance, under this unreal frostwork Yet he now finds his place WTiy do 
that pair of flaunting girls, wath the pert, affected laugh and the sly leer 
at the by standers, intrude themselves into the * 5 ame rank with yonder 
decorous matron, and that somewhat prudish maiden? Surely these poor 
creatures, born to vice as their sole and natural inheritance, can be no fit 
associates for women who have been guarded round about by all the pro 
pneties of domestic life, and who could not err unless they first created 
the opportunity Oh no, it must be merely the impertinence of those un 
blushing hu<^ies and we can only wonder how such respectable ladies 
should have responded to a summons that was not meant for them 
Wc shall make short work of this miserable class, each member of 
which IS entitled to grasp any other member s hand b> that vile degrada 
tion wherein guilty error has buried all alike The foul fiend to whom it 
properly belongs must relieve us of our loathsome task Let the bond ser 
vants of sin pass on But neither man nor woman m whom good pre 
dominates will smile or sneer, nor bid the Rogues March be played in 
dension of their array Feeling within their breasts a shuddering sym 
pathy which at least gives token of the sm that might have been, ^ey 
will thank God for any place in the grand procession of human existence, 
save among those most wretched ones Many however, will be astonished 
at the fatal impulse that drags them thitherward Nothing is more re 
marksble than the \ancus deceptions by nhich guik conceals itseU horn 
the perpetrator s conscience, and oftenest perhaps, by the splendor of its 
garments Statesmen, rulers generals, and all men who act over an exten 
sive sphere, are most liable to be deluded in this waj they commit wrong 
devastation and murder on so grand a scale, that it impresses them as 
speculative rather than actual but m our procession we find them linked 
m detestable conjunction with the meanest criminals whose deeds have 
the vulgarity of petty details Here the eflect of circumstance and acci 
dent IS done away, and 1 man finds his rank according to the spirit of his 
crime m whatever shape it maj have been developed 
We have called the Evil now let us call the Good The trumpet’s 
brazen throat should pour heavenly music over the earth, and the her 
aid s voice go forth with the sweetness of an angel’s accents, as if to sum 
mon each upright man to his reward But how is this? Does none answer 
to the call? Not one for the just, the pure, the true, and all who might 
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most worthily obey it, shrink sadly back, as most conscious of error and 
imperfection Then let the summons be to those whose pervading prin- 
ciple is Love This classification will embiace all the truly good, and none 
in whose souls theie exists not something that may expand itself into a 
heaven, both of well-doing and felicity 

The first that presents himself is a man of wealth, who has bequeathed 
the bulk of his property to a hospital, his ghost, methinks, would have 
a better right here than his living body But here they come, the genuine 
benefactors of their race Some have wandered about the earth with pic- 
tuies of bliss m their imagination, and with hearts that shrank sensitively 
from the idea of pain and woe, yet have studied all varieties of misery 
that human nature can endure The prison, the insane asylum, the squa- 
lid chamber of the almshouse, the manufactory where the demon of 
machinery annihilates the human soul, and the cotton field where God’s 
image becomes a beast of burden , to these and every other scene where 
man wrongs or neglects his brother, the apostles of humanity have pene- 
trated This missionary, black with India’s burning sunshine, shall give 
his arm to a pale-faced brother who has made himself familiar with the 
infected alleys and loathsome haunts of vice m one of our ovm cities The 
geneious founder of a college shall be tlie partner of a maiden lady of 
narrow substance, one of whose good deeds it has been to gather a little 
school of orphan children If the mighty merchant whose benefactions 
are reckoned by thousands of dollars deem himself worthy, let him join 
the procession with her whose love has proved itself by watchings at the 
sick-bed, and all those lowly offices which bring her into actual contact 
with disease and wretchedness And with those whose impulses have 
guided them to benevolent actions, we will rank others to whom Provi- 
dence has assigned a different tendency and different powers Men who 
have spent their lives m generous and holy contemplation for the human 
lace, those who, by a certain heavenlmess of spirit, have purified the at- 
mosphere around them, and thus supplied a medium m which good and 
high things may be projected and performed give to these a lofty place 
among the benefactors of mankind, although no deed, such as the world 
calls deeds, may be recorded of them There are some individuals of 
whom we cannot conceive it proper that they should apply their hands to 
any earthly instrument, or work out any definite act , and others, perhaps 
not less high, to whom it is an essential attribute to labor in body as well 
as spirit for the welfare of their brethren Thus, if we find a spiritual sage 
whose unseen, inestimable influence has exalted the moral standard of 
mankind, we will choose for his companion some poor laborer who has 
wrought for love in the potato field of a neighbor poorer than himself. 

We have summoned this various multitude and, to the credit of our 
nature, it is a large one on the principle of Love It is singular, never- 
theless, to remark the shyness that exists among many members of the 
present class, all of whom we might expect to recognize one another by 
the freemasonry of mutual goodness, and to embrace like brethren, giving 
God thanks for such various specimens of human excellence But it is far 
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Otherwise Eich sect surrounds its own righteousness with a hedge of 
thorns It is difficult for the good Chnstnn to ackno\vledge the good 
Pagan , almost impossible for the good Orthodo\ to gnsp the hand of the 
good Unitarian, leaving to their Creator to settle the matters in dispute 
and giving their mutual efforts stronglj and trustingly to whatever right 
thing is too evident to be mistaken Then again, though the heart be 
large, yet the mind is often of such moderate dimensions as to be exclu 
sively filled up with one idea ^\Ticn a good man has long devoted himself 
to a particular 1 ind of beneficence — to one species of reform — he is apt to 
become narrowed into the limits of the path wherein he treads, and to 
fancy that there is no other good to be done on earth but that selfsame 
good to which he has put his hand, and in the very mode that best suits 
his own conceptions All else is worthless His scheme must be wrought 
out by the united strength of tlic whole world’s stock of love, or the world 
is no longer worthy of a position in the universe Moreover, powerful 
Truth, being the rich grape juice expressed from the vineyard of the ages, 
has an intoxicating quality, when imbibed by any save a powerful intel 
lect and often, as it were, impels the quaffer to quarrel in his cups For 
such reasons strange to say it is harder to contrive a friendly arrange 
ment of these brethren of love and righteousness, in the procession of life 
than to unite even the wicked, who, indeed, are chained together by their 
crimes The fact is too preposterous for tears too lugubrious for laughter 

But, let good men push and elbow one another as they may during their 
earthly march, all will be peace among them when the honorable arrav 01 
their procession shall trc,ad on heavenly ground There they will doubtless 
find that they have been working each for the others cause and that 
every well-delivered stroke which, walh an honest purpose any mortal 
struck, even for a narrow object, was indeed stricken for the universal 
cause of good Their own view may be bounded by country, creed, pro- 
fession the diversities of individual character — but above them all is the 
breadth of Providence How many who have deemed themselves antago 
nists will smile hereafter when they look back upon the world’s wide har 
vest field, and perceive that, in unconscious brotherhood, they were help 
ing to bind the selfsame sheaf I 

But, come! The sun is hastening westward, while the march of human 
life that never paused before, is delayed by our attempt to rearrange its 
order It is desirable to find some comprehensive principle, that shall ren 
der our task easier by bringing thousands into the ranks where hitherto 
we have brought one Therefore let the trumpet, if possible, split its bra 
zen throat with a louder note than ever, and the herald summon all raor 
tals, who, from whatever cause, have lost, or never found, their proper 
places m the wold 

Obedient to this call, a great multitude come together, most of them 
With a listless gait betokening weariness of soul, yet with a gleam of sat 
isfaction in their faces, at a prospect of at length reaching thos® positions 
which hitherto, they have vainly sought But here will be another disap 
pomtment for we can attempt no more than merely to associ t" in one 
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fraternity all who are afflicted with the same vague trouble Some great 
mis^^ake in life is the chief condition of admittance into this class Here 
are members of the learned professions, whom Piovidcnce endo^^cd with 
special gifts foi the plough, the forge, and the wheelbarrow, or for the 
routine of umntellcctual business We will assign to them, as paitncrs in 
the march, those lowly laboreis and handicraftsmen, who have pined, as 
with a dying thiist, after the unattainable fountains of hnov ledge The 
latter have lost less than their companions, yet moie, because they deem 
It infinite Peichance the two species of unfortunates may comfort one 
anothei Pleie are Quakeis watli the instinct of battle in them , and men of 
war who should have w^orn the bioad brim Authois shall be ranked here 
whom some freak of Nature, making game of hci pool children, had im- 
bued wuth the confidence of genius and strong desiie of fame, but has fa- 
vored with no coiiesponding power, and others, whose lofty gifts were un- 
accompanied with the faculty of expression, or any of that earthly ma- 
chinery by which etheieal endowments must be manifested to mankind 
All these, therefore, are melancholy laughing-stocks Next, here are hon- 
est and well intentioned peisons, wdio b}'’ a want of tact by inaccurate 
perceptions by a distoitmg imagination ha\ c been kept continually at 
cioss purposes wuth the w'oild and bcwuldcicd upon the path of life Let 
us see if they can confine themsehes within the line of our procession In 
this class, likewuse, w^e must assign places to those who have encountered 
that worst of ill success, a highei fortune than their abilities could \ indi- 
cate, Walters, actors, pamteis, the pets of a day, but W'hose laurels wither 
unrenewed amid then hoary hair politicians, whom some malicious con- 
tingency of affairs has thrust into conspicuous station, where, wdiile the 
world stands gazing at them, the dreary conscio'usness of imbecility makes 
them curse then birth hour To such men, we gne for a companion him 
whose rare talents, w'hich perhaps require a Revolution for their exercise, 
are buried in the tomb of sluggish circumstances 
Not far from these, w^e must find room for one whose success has been 
of the wrong kind, the man who should have lingered in the cloisters of a 
univeisity, digging new treasures out of the Herculaneum of antique lore, 
diffusing depth and accuiacy of literature throughout his countr)'’, and 
thus making for himself a great and quiet fame But the outward tenden- 
cies around him have proved too powerful for his mw'ard nature, and have 
drawm him into the arena of political tumult, there to contend at disad- 
vantage, whether front to front, or side by side, with the brawny giants 
of actual life He becomes, it may be, a name for brawflmg parties to 
bandy to and fro, a legislator of the Union , a governor of his native state, 
an ambassador to the courts of kings or queens, and the world may deem 
him a man of happy stars But not so the wise, and not so himself, w^hen 
he looks through his experience, and sighs to miss that fitness, the one in- 
valuable touch which makes all things true and real So much achieved, 
yet how abortive is his life' Whom shall we choose for his companion? 
Some weak framed blacksrmth, perhaps, w'hose delicacy of muscle might 
have suited a tailor’s shopboard better than the anvil. 
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Shall bid the trumpet sound again? It is hardly worth the while 
There remain a few idle men of fortune, ta\ern and grog shop loungers, 
lazzaroni, old bachelors, decaying maidens, and people of crooked into! 
lect or temper, all of whom may find their hi e, or some tolerable approach 
to it, m the plentiful diversity of our latter class There too, as his ulti 
mate destiny, must we rank the dreamer, who, all hvs life long, has cher 
ished the idea that he was peculiarly apt for something, but never could 
determine what it was, and there the most unfortunate of men, whose 
purpose it has been to enjoy lifers pleasures, but to avoid a manful strug 
gle With Its toil and sorrow The remainder, if any, may connect them 
selves with whatever rank of the procession they shall find best adapted 
to their tastes and consciences The worst possible fate would be to remain 
behind, shivering in the solitude of lime while all the world is on the 
move towards eternity Our attempt to classify society is now complcie 
The result may be anything but perfect yet better — to give it the verj 
lowest praise — than the antique rule of the herald s office or the modem 
one of the tav gatherer, whereby the accidents and superficial attributes, 
with which the real nature of individuals has least to do are acted upon 
as the deepest characteristics of mmlund Our task is donel Now let the 
grand procession movel 

Yet pause a whilel IVe had forgotten the Chief Marshal 

Harkf That world wide swell of solemn music, with the cling of 1 
mighty bell breaking forth through its regulated uproar announces his 
approach He comes, a severe, sedate, immovable, dark rider wivinghi® 
truncheon of universal swav, as he passes along the lengthened line, on 
the pale horse of the Revelation It is Deaths \\ ho else could assume tlie 
guidance of a procession that comprehends all humanity? And if some, 
among these many millions, should deem themselv ts classed amiss > ct let 
them take to their hearts the comfortable truth that Death levels us all 
into one great brotherhood, and that another state of being will surely 
rectify the wrong of this Then breathe thy wail upon the earth s wailing 
wand, thou band of melancholy music, made up of every sigh that the 
human heart, unsatisfiea, has utteredl There is >et triumph in th> tones 
And now we movel Beggars m their rags, and Kings trailing the regal 
purple m the dust the Warriors gleaming helmet the Priest m his sable 
robe the hoary Grandsire, who has run life s circle and come back to 
childhood the ruddy School boy with his golden curls, fnskmg along tl e 
march the Artisan s stuff jacket the Noble s star decorated coat —the 
whole presenting a motle> spectacle, jet with a dusky grandeur brooding 
over It Onward, onward, into that dimness where the lights of Time 
which have blazed along the procession are flid ermg m their scrl ets» 
And whithcrl We know not and Death, hitherto our leader, de-erls us bj 
the wayside, as the tramp of our innumerable footsteps echoes bev ond hi^ 
sphere He knows not, more than we, our destined goal But God, who 
made us, knows, and wall not leave us on our toilsome and doubtful 
march, cither to wander in infinite uncertaintv, or perish bj the waj I 
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FEATHERTOP* A MORALIZED LEGEND 

“Dickon,” cried Motliei Rigby, “a coal for my pipcl” 

The pipe was in the old dame’s mouth when she said these woids. She 
had thiaist it there after filling it with tobacco, but without stooping to 
light it at the hearth, where indeed theie was no appearance of a fire hav- 
ing been kindled that moinmg Foithwith howcvci, as soon as the order 
was given, there \’vas an intense red glow out of the bowl of tlie pipe, and 
a whiff of smoke came from klother Rigby’s lips Whence the coal came, 
and how brought thithei by an invisible hand, I have never been able to 
discover 

“Good'” quoth Mothei Rigby, with a nod of her head “Thank 30, 
Dickon’ And now for making this scaieciow Be within call, Dickon, in 
case I need you again ” 

The good woman had risen thus earl}’’ (for as 3''et it was scarce!}' sun- 
rise) in order to set about making a scarecrow, which she intended to put 
in the middle of her coin-patch It was now' the latter week of May, and 
the crows and blackbirds had already discovered the little, green, rolled- 
up leaf of the Indian corn just peeping out of the '=01! She was deter- 
mined, therefore, to contrive as lifelike a scarecrow as eicr w’as seen, and 
to finish it immediately, from top to toe, so that it should begin its senti- 
nel’s duty that very inoining Now' ^Mother Rig!)y (as everybody must 
have heard) w’as one of the most cunning and potent witches in New 
England, and might, with very little trouble, ha\e made a scarecrow ugly 
enough to frighten the minister himself But on this occasion, as she had 
awakened in an uncommonly pleasant humor, and w'as further dulcified 
by her pipe tobacco, she resolved to produce something fine, beautiful, 
and splendid, rather than hideous and horrible 

“I don’t want to set up a hobgoblin in my own corn-patch, and almost 
at my owm doorstep,” said Mothei Rigby to herself, puffing out a whiff of 
smoke, “I could do it if I pleased, but I’m tired of doing marvellous 
things, and so I’ll keep within tlie bounds of every-day business just for 
variety’s salce Besides, there is no use in scaring the little children for a 
rmle roundabout, though ’t is true I’m a watch ” 

It was settled, therefore, in her owm mind, that the scarecrow' should 
represent a fine gentleman of the period, so far as the mateiials at hand 
would allow Perhaps it may be as well to enumerate the chief of the art- 
icles that went to the composition of this figure 
The most important item of all, probably, although it made so little 
show, was a certain broomstick, on W’hich Mother Rigby had taken many 
an airy gallop at midnight, and which now" served the scarecrow" by w"ay 
of a spinal column, or, as the unlearned phrase it, a backbone One of its 
arms was a disabled flail which used to be wielded by Goodman Rigby, 
before his spouse worried him out of this troublesome world , the other, if 



FEATHERTOP A MORALIZED LEGEND 109^ 

I mistake not, -was composed of the pudding stick and a broken rung of a 
chair, tied loosely together at the elbow As for its legs, the right was a 
hoe handle, and the left an undistinguished and miscellaneous stick from 
theuoodpile Its lungs, stomach,andotheraffairsof that kind ivere noth 
ing better than a meal bag stuffed with straw Thus 'ue have made out the 
skeleton and entire corporosity of the scarecrow, with the exception of its 
head, and this was admirably supplied by a somewhat withered and 
shrivelled pumpkin, in which Mother Rigby cut two holes for the eyes, 
and a slit for the mouth, leaving a bluish colored knob in the middle to 
pass for a nose It was really quite a respectable face 

“I’ve seen worse ones on human shoulders, at any rate,” said ^lothcr 
Rigby “And many a fine gentleman has a pumpkin head, as well as mj 
scarecrow ” 

But the clothes, m this case, were to be the making of the man So the 
good old woman took down from a peg an anaent plum colored coat of 
London make, and with relics of embroidery on its seams, cuffs, pod et 
flaps, and button holes, but lamentably worn and faded, patched at the 
elbows, tattered at the skirts and threadbare all over On the left breast 
was a round hole, whence either a star of nobilit> had been rent away or 
else the hot heart of some former wearer had scorched it through and 
through The neighbors said that this nch garment belonged to the Black 
Man’s wardrobe, and that he kept it at Mother Rigby s cottage for the 
convenience of slipping it on whenever he wished to mal e a grand ap 
pearance at the governor’s table To match the coat there was a velvet 
waistcoat of very ample size, and formerly embroidered with foliage that 
had been as brightly golden as the maple leaves m October, but which 
had now quite vanished out of the substance of the velvet Next came a 
pair of scarlet breeches once worn by the French governor of Louisbourg, 
and the knees of which had touched the lower step of the throne of Louis 
le Grand The Frenchman had given these smallclothes to an Indian pow 
wow, who parted with them to the old witch for a gill of strong waters, at 
one of tbejr dances 212 the forest Furthermore, hlother Ri^by produced a 
pair of silk stockings and put them on the figure s legs where they showed 
as unsubstantial as a dream, with the wooden reality of the two sticks 
making itself miserably apparent through the holes Lastly, she put her 
dead husband’s wig on the bare scalp of the pumpkin, and surmounted 
the whole with a dusty three cornered hat, in which was stuck the longest 
tail feather of a rooster 

Then the old dame stood the figure up in a comer of her cottage and 
chuckled to behold its y ellow semWance of a v isage, with its nobby little 
nose thrust into the air It had astrangely self satisfied aspect, and seemed 
to say, “Come look at mel” 

“And jou are well worth looking at, that’s a fact!” quoth Mother Rig 
by, m admiration at her own handiwork “I ve made many a puppet since 
I VC been a watch, but methinks this is the finest of them all ’Tis almost 
too good for a scarecrow And, bj the by, 1 11 just fill a frcah pipe of to- 
bacco and then take him out to the com patch ’ 
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While filling her pipe the old woman continued to gaze with almost 
motherly affection at the figure in the corner To say the truth, whether it 
were chance, or skill, or downright witchcraft, there was something won- 
derfully human in this ridiculous shape, bedizened with its tattered fin- 
ery, and as for the countenance, it appeared to shrivel its yellow surface 
into a grin a funny kind of expression betwixt scorn and merriment, as 
if it understood itself to be a jest at mankind The more Mother Rigby 
looked the better she was pleased 

‘‘Dickon,” cried she sharply, “another coal for my pipe!” 

Hardly had she spoken, than, just as before, there was a red-glowing 
coal on the top of the tobacco She drew m a long whiff and puffed it forth 
agam into the bar of morning sunshine which struggled through the one 
dusty pane of her cottage window Mother Rigby always liked to flavor 
her pipe with a coal of fire from the particular chimney corner whence 
this had been brought But where that chimney coiner might be, or who 
brought the coal from it, further than that the invisible messenger 
seemed to respond to the name of Dickon, I cannot tell 

“That puppet yonder,” thought Mother Rigby, still wuth her eyes fixed 
on the scarecrow, “is too good a piece of woik to stand all summer in a 
corn-patch, frightening away the crows and blackbirds He’s capable of 
better things Why, I’ve danced with a worse one, when partners ^hap- 
pened to be scarce, at our witch meetings in the foiest! What if I should 
let him take his chance among the other men of straw and empty fellow's 
who go bustling about the world?” 

The old witch took tliiee or four more whiffs of hei pipe and smiled 
“He’ll meet plenty of his brethren at every street corner’” continued 
she “Well, I didn’t mean to dabble in witchciaft to-day, further than 
the lighting of my pipe, but a witch I am, and a witch I’m likely to be, 
and there’s no use trying to shirk it I’ll make a man of my scarecrow, 
were it only for the joke’s sake’ ” 

While muttering these words, Mother Rigby took the pipe from her 
own mouth and thrust it mto the crevice which repiesented the same fea- 
ture in the pumpkin visage of the scarecrow 

“Puff, darling, puff’” said she “Puff away, my fine fellow! your life 
depends on it’” 

This was a strange exhortation, undoubtedly, to be addressed to a 
mere thing of sticks, straw, and old clothes, with nothing better than a 
shrivelled pumpkin for a head, as we know to have been the scarecrow’s 
case Nevertheless, as we must carefully hold m remembrance. Mother 
Rigby was a witch of singular power and dexterity, and, keeping this fact 
duly before our minds, we shall see nothing beyond credibility m the re- 
markable incidents of our story Indeed, the great difficulty will be at 
once got over, if we can only bring ourselves to believe that, as soon as 
the old dame bade him puff, there came a whiff of smoke from the scare- 
crow’s mouth It was the very feeblest of whiffs, to be sure, but it was 
followed by another and another, each more decided than the preceding 
one 
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“Puff away, my petl puff away, my pretty one’” Mother Rigby kept 
repeating, with her pleasantest smile * It is the breath of life to ye and 
that y ou may take my word for ” 

Be>ond all question the pipe was bewitched There must have been a 
spell either in the tobacco or in the fiercely glowing coal that so mysteri 
ously burned on top of it, or in the pungently aromatic smoke which c\ 
haled from the kindled weed The figure, after a few doubtful attemp s, 
at length blew forth a volley of smoke extending all the way from the ob 
scure corner into the bar of sunshine There it eddied and melted away 
among the motes of dust It seemed a convulsive effort for the two or 
three next whiffs were fainter, although the coal still glowed and threw a 
gleam over the scarecrow’s visage The old witch clapped her skinny 
hands together, and smiled encouragingly upon her handiwork She saw 
that the charm worked well The shrivelled yellow face, which hereto- 
fore had been no face at all had already a thin, fantastic haze, as it were 
of human likeness, shifting to and fro across it, sometimes vanishing en 
tirely, but growing more perceptible than ever with the next whiff from 
the pipe The whole figure, in like manner assumed a show of life such 
as we impart to ill defined shapes among the clouds and half dec'»ive our 
selves with the pastime of our own fancy 
If we must needs pry closel> into the matter, it may be doubted 
whether there was any real change, after all in the sordid wornout, 
worthless, and ill jointed substance of the scarecrow but merely a spec 
tral illusion, and a cunning effect of light and shade so colored and con 
trived as to delude the eyes of most men The miracles of witchcraft seem 
always to have had a very shallow subtlety and, at least, if the above 
explanation do not hit the trutli of the process, I can suggest no better 
Well puffed, my pretty lad I” still cried old Mother Rigby 'Come, 
another good stout whiff, and let it be with might and mam Puff for thy 
life, I tell thee ’ Puff out of the very bottom of thy heart, if any heart thou 
hast, or any bottom to it’ Well done, agaml Thou didst suck m that 
mouthful as if for the pure love of it ” 

And then the witch beckoned to the scarecrow, throwing so much 
magnetic potency into her gesture that it seemed as if it must inevitably 
be obeyed, like the mystic call of the loadstone when it summons the 
iron 

' Why lurkest thou in the corner^ lazy one? said she Step forth! 
Thou hast the world before thee’” 

Upon my word, if the legend were not one which J heard on my 
grandmother’s knee, and which had established its place among thingj 
credible before my childish judgment could analyze its probability, 1 
question whether I should have the face to tell it now 
In obedience to Mother Rigby’s word, and extending its arm as if to 
reach her outstretched hand, the figure made a step forward — a kind of 
hitch and jerk, however, rather than a step — then tottered and almost 
lost IlS balance What could the witch expect? It was nothing, after all, 
but a s^'arecrow stuck upon two sticks But the strong willed old beldam 
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\ scowled, and beckoned, and flung the energy of her purpose so forcibly 
at this poor combination of rotten wood, and musty stiaw, and lagged 
gaiments, that it was compelled to show itself a man, in spite of the re- 
ality of things So it stepped into the bar of sunshine There it stood 
poor devil of a contrivance that it was’ with only the thinnest vesture 
of human similitude about it, through which was evident the stiff, iick- 
ety, incongruous, faded, tattered, good-for-nothmg patchwork of its sub- 
stance, ready to smk m a heap upon the floor, as conscious of its oivn 
unworthmess to be erect Shall I confess the truths At its present point 
of vmfication, the scaiecrow reminds me of some of the lukewarm and 
abortive characters, composed of heterogeneous materials, used for the 
thousandth time, and never worth using, with which romance WTiters 
(and myself, no doubt, among the rest) have so overpeopled the w^orld 
of fiction. 

But the fierce old hag began to get angry and show a glimpse of her 
diabolic natuie (like a snake’s head, peeping with a hiss out of her 
bosom) , at this pusillanimous behavior of the thing W'hich she had taken 
the trouble to put together. 

'Tuff away, wretch’” cried she, wiathfully "Puff, puff, puff, thou 
thing of straw and emptiness’ thou rag or two’ thou meal bag' thou 
pumpkin head' thou nothing' Where shall I find a name vile enough to 
call thee by^ Puff, I say, and suck in thy fantastic life wnth the smoke' 
else I snatch the pipe from thy mouth and hurl thee w^here that red coal 
came from ” 

Thus threatened, the unhappy scarecrow had nothing for it but to 
puff away for dear life As need was, therefore, it applied itself lustily to 
the pipe, and sent forth such abundant volleys of tobacco smoke that 
the small cottage kitchen became all vaporous The one sunbeam strug- 
gled mistily through, and could but imperfectly define the image of the 
cracked and dusty window pane on the opposite w^all Mother Rigby, 
meanwhile, with one brown arm akimbo and the other stretched towards 
the figure, loomed grimly amid the obscurity wnth such port and expres- 
sion as when she was wont to heave a ponderous nightmare on her ^ ic- 
tims and stand at the bedside to enjoy their agony In fear and trem- 
bling did this poor scarecrow puff But its efforts, it must be acknowl- 
edged, served an excellent purpose, for, with each successive whiff, the 
figure lost more and more of its dizzy and perplexing tenuity and seemed 
to take denser substance Its very garments, moreover, partook of the 
magical change, and shone with the gloss of novelty and glistened wuth 
the skilfully embroidered gold that had long ago been rent away And, 
half revealed among the smoke, a yellow visage bent its lustreless eyes 
on klother Rigby 

At last the old witch clinched hei fist and shook it at the figure Not 
that she was positively angry, but merely acting on the principle per- 
haps untrue, or not the only truth, though as high a one as Mother Rig- 
by could be expected to attain that feeble and torpid natures, being 
mcapable of better inspiration, must be stirred up by fear. But here was 
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the crisis Should she fail in what she now sought to effect, it was her 
ruthless purpose to scatter the miserable simulacre into its origmal ele 
ments 

Thou hast a man’s aspect,” said she, sternly “Have also the echo 
and mockery of a voice’ I bid thee speakl” 

The scarecrow gasped, struggled, and at length emitted a murmur, 
which was so incorporated with its smoky breath that you could scarcely 
tell whether it were indeed a voice or only a whiff of tobacco Some nar 
rators of this legend hold the opinion that Mother Rigby’s conjurations 
and the fierceness of ner will had compelled a familiar spirit into the 
figure, and that the voice was his 

‘Mother,” mumbled the poor stifled voice, 'be not so awful with me’ 
I would fain speak, but being without wits what can I say?” 

“Thou canst speak, darling, canst thou?” cried Mother Rigby, relax 
mg her grim countenance into a smile ‘And what shalt thou say, 
quothal Say, indeed’ Art thou of the brotherhood of the empty skull 
and demandest of me what thou shalt say^ Thou shalt say a thousand 
things, and saymg them a thousand times over, thou shalt still have said 
nothmgl Be not afraid, I tell thee’ When thou comest into the world 
(whither I purpose sending thee forthwith) thou shalt not lack the 
wherewithal to talk Talk’ "Why, thou shall babble like a mill stream, if 
thou wilt Thou hast brains enough for that, I trowl ’ 

“At your service, mother,” responded the figure 
And that was well said, my pretty one,” answered Mother Rigby 
“Then thou speakest like thyself and meant nothing Thou shalt have 
a hundred such set phrases, and five hundred to the boot of them And 
now, darling, I have taken so much pains with thee and thou art so 
beautiful that, by my troth, I love thee better than any witch’s puppet 
in the world, and I’ve made them of all sorts — clay, wax straw sticks, 
night fog, morning mist, sea foam, and chimney smoke But thou art the 
very best So give heed to what I say ’ 

“Yes, kind mother ’ said the figure, with all my heart! 

“With all thy heartl” cried the old witch, setting her hands to her 
sides and laughing loudly ‘ Thou hast such a pretty way of speaking 
With all thy heartl And thou didst put thy hand to the left side of thy 
waistcoat as if thou really hadst one I” 

So now m high good humor with this fantastic contrivance of hers, 
Mother Rigby told the scarecrow that it must go and play its part m the 
great world, where not one man in a hundred she affirmed, was gifted 
with more real substance than itself And that he might hold up his 
head with the best of them, she endowed him, on the spot, with an un 
reckonable amount of wealth It consisted partly of a gold mine in Eldo 
rado, and of ten thousand shares m a broken bubble, and of half a mil 
lion acres of vmeyard at the North Pole and of a castle in the air, and 
a chateau m Spam together with all the rents and income therefrom 
accrumg She further made over to him the cargo of a certain ship, laden 
with salt of Cadiz, which she herself by her necromantic arts, had 



THE WORKS OF HAWTHORNE 


1098 

caused to founder, ten years before, in the deepest part of mid-ocean. 
If the salt were not dissolved, and could be brought to market, it would 
fetch a pretty penny among the fisheimen That he might not lack ready 
money, she gave him a copper fai thing of Bnmingham manufacture, 
being all the com she had about hei, and hkevise a gieat deal of brass, 
which she applied to his foiehead, thus making it yellower than ever 

“With that brass alone,” quoth Mother Rigby, “thou canst pay thy 
way all ovei the earth Kiss me, prett}' darling ! I have done my best for 
thee ” 

Furthermore, that the adventurer might lack no possible advantage 
towards a fair start m life, this excellent old dame gave him a token by 
which he was to introduce himself to a certain magistrate, member of 
the council, merchant, and eldei of the church (the four capacities con- 
stituting but one man), who stood at the head of society in the neigh- 
boiing metropolis The token was neithei moie nor less than a single 
word, which Mother Rigby whispered to the scarecrow, and which the 
scarecrow was to whispei to the merchant 

“Gouty as the old fellow is, he’ll run thy ei lands for thee, when once 
thou hast given him that word m his ear,” said the old witch “Mother 
Rigby knows the worshipful Justice Gookin, and the norshipful Justice 
knows Mother Rigby'” 

Here the witch thrust her wrinkled face close to the puppet’s, chuck- 
ling iriepiessibly, and fidgeting all thiough her system, with delight at 
the idea which she meant to communicate 

“The woishipful Master Gookin,” nhispeied she, “hath a comely 
maiden to his daughter And haik ye, my pet' Thou hast a fair outside, 
and a pretty wit enough of thine own Yea, a pretty wit enough' Thou 
wilt think better of it when thou hast seen more of other people’s' wits 
Now, with thy outside and thy inside, thou art the very man to win a 
young girl’s heart Never doubt it' I tell thee it shall be so Put but a 
bold face on the matter, sigh, smile, flourish thy hat, thrust forth thy leg 
like a dancing-master, put thy right hand to the left side of thy waist- 
coat, and pretty Polly Gookin is thine own!” 

All this while the new creature had been sucking in and exhaling the 
vapory fragrance of his pipe, and Seemed now to continue this occupa- 
tion as much for the enjoyment it affoided as because it was an essential 
condition of his existence It was wonderful to see how exceedingly like 
a human being it behaved Its eyes (for it appeared to possess a pair) 
were bent on Mothei Rigby, and at suitable junctures it nodded or 
shook its head Neither did it lack woids pioper for the occasion “Real- 
ly' Indeed' Pray tell me' Is it possible' Upon my word' By no means' 
Oh' Ah' Hem'” and other such weighty utterances as imply attention, 
inquiry, acquiescence, or dissent on the part of the auditor Even had 
you stood by and seen the scarecrow made, you could scaicely have re- 
sisted the conviction that it perfectly undeistood the cunning counsels 
which the old witch poured into its counterfeit of an ear The more 
earnestly it applied its lips to the pipe, the more distinctly was its human 
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likeness stamped among visible realities, the more sagacious grew its 
expression, the more lifelike its gestures and movements, and the more 
mtelligibly audible its voice Its garments, too, glistened so much the 
brighter wi»h an illusory magnificence The very pipe, in which burned 
the spell of all this wonderwork, ceased to appear as a smoke blackened 
earthen stump, and became a meerschaum, with painted bowl and am 
ber mouthpiece 

It might be apprehended, however, that as the life of the illusion 
seemed identical with the vapor of the pipe, it would terminate simulta 
neously with the reduction of the tobacco to ashes But the beldam fore 
saw the difficulty 

“Hold thou the pipe, my precious one,” said she, while I fill it for 
thee again ” 

It was sorrowful to behold how the fine gentleman began to fade back 
into a scarecrow while Mother Rigb> shook the ashes out of the pipe and 
proceeded to replenish it from her tobacco-box 

“Dickon,” cried she, in her high, sharp tone ‘another coal for this 
pipel’ 

Nosooner *?nid than the ]ntcnscl> red speck of fire was glowing within 
the pipe bowl, and the scarecrow, without waiting for the witch’s bid 
ding, applied the tube to his lips and drew m a few short, convailsive 
whiffs, which <oon, however, became regular and equable 

‘Now, mine own heart’s darling quoth Mother R)gb>, ‘whatever 
may happen to Ihce, thou must slick to th> pipe Thy life is in it and 
that at least thou knowest well, if thou knowest nought besides Stick 
to thy pipe, I <a>I Smoke, puff, blow lh> cloud, and tell the people, if 
any question be made, that it is for thy health, and that so the phjsician 
orders thee to do And, svcct one, when thou shall find th> pipe getting 
low, go apart into «ome comer, and (first filling thyself with smoke) 
cry charply, ‘Dickon, a fresh pipe of tobaccol and, Dickon another 
coal for my pipcI and have it into thy prclt> mouth as speedily as may 
be Else, instead of a gallant gentleman m a gold laced coat thou wilt 
be but a jumble of sticks and tattered clothes and a bag of straw, and a 
withered pumpkml Now depart, my treasure, and good lucl go with 
thee!” 

“Never fear, motherl” said the figure, m a stout voice, and sending 
forth a courageous whiff of smoke, I will thrive, if an honest man and 
a gentleman mayl” 

‘Oh, thou wilt be the death of mel” cried the old witch, convulsed 
with laughter That was well said If an honest man and a gentleman 
may! Thou pla>est thy part to perfection Get along with thee for a 
smart fellow, and I will wager on thy head, as a man of pith and sub 
stance, with a brain and what they call a heart, and all else that a man 
should have, against any other thing on two legs I hold myself a better 
witdi than yesterday, for thy sake Did not I make thee? And I defy any 
witch in New England to make such anotherl Here take my staff along 
with thee I” 
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The Staff, though it was but a plain oaken stick, immediately took 
the aspect of a gold-headed cane 

“That gold head has as much sense in it as thine own,” said Mother 
Rigby, “and it will guide thee stiaight to woi shipful IMaster Gookin’s 
door Get thee gone, my pretty pet, my darling, my precious one, my 
treasure, and if any ask thy name, it is Fealhertop For thou hast a 
feather in thy hat, and I have thiust a handful of feathers into the hol- 
low of thy head, and thy wig, too, is of the fashion they call Feather- 
top, so be Feather top thy name'” 

And, issuing from the cottage, Featheitop stiode manfully towards 
towm Mother Rigby stood at the threshold, well pleased to see how' the 
sunbeams glistened on him, as if all his magnificence were leal, and how 
diligently and lovingly he smoked his pipe, and how handsomely he 
walked, in spite of a little stiffness of his legs She watched him until 
out of sight, and thiew a witch benediction after her darling, when a 
turn of the road snatched him from her Mew' 

Betimes in the foienoon, when the principal street of the neighboring 
town was just at its acme of life and bustle, a stranger of \cry distin- 
guished figure was seen on the sidew'alk His port as well as his garments 
betokened nothing shoit of nobility He wore a richly-embroidered 
plum-coloied coat, a waistcoat of cosily vehet, magnificcntl}’’ adorned 
wnth golden foliage, a pair of splendid seal let breeches, and the finest 
and glossiest of white silk stockings His head was co\ercd with a peruke, 
so daintily powdered and adjusted that it would lia\e been sacrilege to 
disorder it wath a hat, which, therefore (iind it was a gold-laced hat, set 
off with a snowy feather), he carried beneath his aim On the breast of 
his coat glistened a star He managed his gold-headed cane with an airy 
grace, peculiar to the fine gentlemen of the period and, to gi\ e the high- 
est possible finish to his equipment, he had lace ruffles at his wrist, of a 
most ethereal delicac}'’, sufficiently a\ouching how idle and aristocratic 
must be the hands which they half concealed 

It w'as a remarkable point in the accoutrement of this brilliant per- 
sonage that he held in his left hand a fantastic kind of a pipe, w ith an 
exquisitely painted bowd and an ambei mouthpiece This he applied to 
his lips as often as every five or six paces, and inhaled a deep whiff of 
smoke, wdnch, after being retained a moment in his lungs, might be seen 
to eddy gracefully from his mouth and nostrils 
As may well be supposed, the street was all astir to find out the stran- 
ger’s name 

“It IS some great nobleman, beyond question,” said one of the towms- 
people “Do you see the star at his breast?” 

“Nay, it IS too bright to be seen,” said another “Yes, he must needs 
be a nobleman, as you say But by what conveyance, think you, can his 
lordship have voyaged or travelled hither? There has been no vessel 
from the old country for a month past, and if he have arrived overland 
from the southward, pray where are his attendants and equipage?” 
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“He needs no equipage to set off his rank,” remarked a third “If he 
came among us m rags nobility would shine through a hole in his elbow 
I never saw such dignity of aspect He has the old Norman blood m his 
veins, I warrant him ” 

“I rather take him to be a Dutchman, or one of your high Germans,” 
said another citizen “The men of those countries have always the pipe 
at their mouths ” 

“And so has a Turk,” answered his companion “But, in my judg 
ment, this stranger hath been bred at the French court, and hath there 
learned politeness and grace of manner, which none understand so well 
las the nobility of France That gait, nowl A vulgar spectator might 
I deem it stiff — he might call it a hitch and jerk — but, to my eye, it hath 
1 an unspeakable majesty, and must ha\e been acquired by constant ob 
Jser\ation of the deportment of the Grand hlonarque The strangers 
character and office are evident enough He is a French ambassador, 
come to treat with our rulers about the cession of Canada ” 

“hlore probably a Spaniard,” said another, ‘and hence his yellow 
completion, or, most likely, he is from the Havana, or from some port 
on the Spanish mam and comes to make investigation about the piracies 
which our government is thought to connive at Those settlers m Peru 
and hleMCO have skins as jellow as the gold which they dig out of then 
mines ” 

“Yellow or not,” cried a lady, ‘he is a beautiful man! — so tall, so 
slenderl such a fine, noble face with so well shaped a nose, and all that 
delicacy of expression about the mouth’ And, bless me, how bright his 
star isl It positively shoots out flamesl” 

“So do your eyes, fair lady,” said the stranger with a bow and a flour 
ish of his pipe for he was just passing at the instant Upon my honor, 
they have quite dazzled me ” 

‘Was ever so original and exquisite a compliment?” murmured the 
lady, m an ecstasy of delight 

Amid the general admiration excited by the stranger’s appearance, 
there were only two dissenting voices One was that of an impertinent 
cur, which, after snuffing at the heels of the glistening figure, put its tail 
between its legs and skulked into its master s back yard, vociferating an 
execrable howl The other dissentient was a young child, who squalled 
at the fullest stretch of his lungs, and babbled some unintelligible non 
sense about a pumpkin 

Feathertop meannhile pursued his way along the street Except for 
the few complimentary words to the lady, and now and then a slight in 
clmation of the head in requital of the profound reverences of the b> 
standers he seemed wholly absorbed in his pipe There needed no other 
proof of his rank and consequence than the perfect equanimity with 
which he comported himself, while the curiosity and admiration of the 
town swelled almost into clamor around him With a crowd gathering 
behind his footsteps, he finally reached the mansion house of the vvor 
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shipful Justice Gookin, entered the gate, ascended the steps of the front 
door, and knocked In the interim, before his summons was answered, 
the stranger was observed to shake the ashes out of his pipe 

“What did he say m that sharp voice?” inquired one of the specta- 
tois 

“Nay, I know not,” answered his friend “But the sun dazzles my eyes 
strangely How dim and faded his loidship looks all of a sudden’ Bless 
ray wits, what is the matter with me?” 

“The wonder is,” said the other, “that his pipe, which was out only an 
instant ago, should be all alight again, and with the reddest coal I ever 
saw There is something mysterious about this stranger What a whiff 
of smoke was that’ Dim and faded did you call him? Why, as he turns 
about the star on his breast is all ablaze ” 

“It IS, indeed,” said his companion, “and it will go near to dazzle 
pretty Polly Gookin, whom I see peeping at it out of the chamber win- 
dow ” 

The dooi being now opened, Featheitop turned to the ciowd, made a 
stately bend of his body like a gieat man acknowledging the reverence 
of the meaner sort, and vanished into the house There was a mysterious 
kind of a smile, if it might not better be called a gun oi grimace, upon 
his visage , but, of all the throng that beheld him, not an individual ap- 
pears to have possessed insight enough to detect the illusive character 
of the stranger except a little child and a cur dog 

Our legend here loses somewhat of its continuity, and, passing over 
the preliminary explanation between Feathertop and the merchant, goes 
in quest of the pretty Polly Gookin She was a damsel of a soft, round 
figure, with light hair and blue eyes, and a fair, rosy face, which seemed 
neither very shrewd noi very simple This young lady had caught a 
glimpse of the glistening stranger while standing on the threshold, and 
had forthwith put on a laced cap, a string of beads, her finest kerchief, 
and her stiffest damask petticoat m preparation for the interview 
Hurrying from her chamber to the parlor, she had ever since been 
viewing herself m the large looking-glass and practising pretty airs 
now a smile, now a ceremonious dignity of aspect, and now a softer 
smile than the foimer, kissing hei hand likewise, tossmg her head, and 
managing her fan, while within the minor an unsubstantial little maid 
lepeated every gesture and did all the foolish things that Polly did, 
but without making her ashamed of them In short, it was the fault of 
pretty Polly’s ability rather than her will if she failed to be as complete 
an artifice as the illustrious Feathertop himself, and, when she thus 
tampered with her own simplicity, the witch’s phantom might well 
hope to win her 

No sooner did Polly hear her father’s gouty footsteps approaching 
the parlor door, accompanied with the stiff clattei of' Feathertop’s 
high-heeled shoes, than she seated herself bolt upright and innocently 
began warbling a song 
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“Polly! daughter Polly!” cried the old merchant “Come hither, 
child ” 

Master Gookm’s aspect, as he opened the door, was doubtful and 
troubled 

“This gentleman,” continued he, presenting the stranger, ‘ is the 
Chevalier Feathertop, — nay, I beg his pardon, my Lord Feathertop 
— ^who hath brought me a token of remembrance from an ancient 
friend of mine Pay your duty to his lordship, child, and honor him as 
his quality deserves ” 

After these few words of introduction, the worshipful magistrate 
immediately quitted the room But, even in that brief moment, had the 
fair Polly glanced aside at her father instead of devoting herself wholly 
to the brilliant guest, she might have taken warning of some mischief 
nigh at hand The old man was nervous, fidgety, and very pale Pur 
posing a smile of courtesy, he had deformed his face with a sort of 
galvanic gnn, which, when Feathertop s back was turned, he ex 
changed for a scowl, at the same time shaking his fist and stamping his 
gouty foot — an incivility which brought its retribution along with it 
The truth appears to have been that Mother Rigby’s word of intro 
duction, whatever it might be, had operated far more on the rich mer 
chants fears than on his good will Moreover, being a man of wonder 
fully acute observation, he had noticed that these painted figures on 
the bowl of Feathertop s pipe were in motion Looking more closely, 
he became convinced that these figures were a party of little demons 
each duly provided with horns and i tail and dancing hand m hand, 
with gestures of diabolical merriment, round the circumference of the 
pipe bowl As if to confirm his suspicions while Master Gookm ush 
ered his guest along a dusky passage from his private room to the 
parlor, the star on Feathertop’s breast had scintillated actual flames, 
and threw a flickering gleam upon the wall, the ceiling and the floor 

With such sinister prognostics manifesting themselves on all hands, 
it IS not to be marvelled at that the merchant should have felt that he 
was committing his daughter to a very questionable acquaintance He 
cursed, in his secret soul, the insinuating elegance of Feathertop s 
manners, as this brilliant personage bowed smiled, put his hand on his 
heart, inhaled a long whiff from his pipe, and enriched the atmosphere 
with the smoky vapor of a fragrant and visible sigh Gladly would 
poor Master Gookm have thrust his dangerous guest into the street, but 
there was a constraint and terror within him This respectable old gentle 
man, we fear, at an earlier period of life, had given some pledge or other 
to the ev il principle, and perhaps was now to redeem it by the sacrifice 
of his daughter 

It so happened that the parlor door was partly of glass, shaded by a 
silken curtain, the folds of which hung a little awry So strong was the 
merchant s interest m witnessing what was to ensue between the fair Polly 
and the gallant Feathertop that after quitting the room, he could by no 
means refrain from peeping through the crevice of the curtain 
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But there was nothing veiy miiaculous to be seen , nothing except the 
trifles previously noticed to confiim the idea of a supernatural peril en- 
vironing the pretty Polly The stranger it is true was evidently a thorough 
and practised man of the world, systematic and self-possessed, and there- 
fore the sort of a person to whom a parent ought not to confide a simple, 
young girl without due watchfulness for the result The worthy magis- 
trate, who had been conversant with all degrees and qualities of mankind, 
could not but perceive every motion and gesture of the 'distinguished 
Feathertop came in its proper place, nothing had been left rude or native 
m him, a well-digested conventionalism had incorporated itself thor- 
oughly with his substance and transformed him into a work of art Per- 
haps it was this peculiarity that invested him with a species of ghastliness 
and awe It is the effect of anything completely and consummately arti- 
ficial, in human shape, that the person impresses us as an unreality and 
as having hardly pith enough to cast a shadow upon the floor As regarded 
Feathertop, all this resulted in a wild, extravagant, and fantastical im- 
pression, as if his life and being were akin to the smoke that curled up- 
ward from his pipe 

But pretty Polly Gookm felt not thus The pair were now promenad- 
ing the loom Feathertop with his dainty stride and no less dainty grim- 
ace , the girl with a native maidenly grace, just touched, not spoiled, by a 
slightly affected manner, which seemed caught from the peifect artifice 
of her companion The longer the interview continued, the more charmed 
was pretty Polly, until, within the first quarter of an hour (as the old 
magistiate noted by his watch) , she was evidently beginning to be m love 
Nor need it have been witchcraft that subdued her m such a hurry, the 
poor child’s heart, it may be, was so very fervent that it melted her with 
its own warmth as reflected from the hollow semblance of a lover No mat- 
ter what Feathertop said, his words found depth and reverberation m her 
ear , no matter what he did, his action was heroic to her eye And by this 
time it IS to be supposed there was a blush on Polly’s cheek, a tender smile 
about her mouth, and a liquid softness m her glance, while the star kept 
coruscating on Feathertop’s breast, and the little demons careered with 
more frantic merriment than ever about the circumference of his pipe 
bowl 0 pretty Polly Gookm, why should these imps rejoice so madly that 
a silly maiden’s heart was about to be given to a shadow’ Is it so unusual 
a misfortune, so rare a triumph? 

By and by Feathertop paused, and throwing himself into an imposing 
attitude, seemed to summon the fair girl to survey his figure and resist 
him longer if she could His star, his embroidery, his buckles glowed at 
that instant with unutterable splendor, the picturesque hues of his attire 
took a richer depth of coloring, there was a gleam and polish over his 
whole presence betokening the perfect witchery of well-ordered manners 
The maiden raised her eyes and suffered them to linger upon her compan- 
ion with a bashful and admiring gaze Then, as if desirous of judging , 
what value her own simple comeliness might have side by side with so 
much brilliancy, she cast a glance towards the full-length looking-glassin 
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front of which they happened to be standing It was one of the truest 
plates in the world and incapable of flattery No sooner did the images 
therein reflected meet Polly's eye than she shrieked, shrank from the 
stranger's side, gazed at him for a moment m the wildest dismay, and 
sank insensible upon the floor Feathertop likewise had looked towards 
the mirror, and there beheld, not the glittering mockery of his outside 
show, but a picture of the sordid patchwork of his real composition, 
stripped of all witchcraft 

The wretched simulacruml We almost pity him He threw up his arms 
with an e'^pression of despair that went further than iny of his previous 
manifestations tow'ards vindicating his claims to be reckoned human for, 
perchance the only time since this so often empty arid deceptive life of 
mortals began its course, an illusion had seen and fully recognized itself 

Mother Rigby was seated by her kitchen hearth in the twilight of this 
eventful day, and bad just shaken the ashes out of a new pipe, when she 
heard a hurried tramp along the road \et it did not seem so much the 
tramp of human footsteps as the clatter of sticks or the rattling of dry 
bones 

' Hal” thought the old witch, “what step is that? WTiose skeleton is 
out of Its grave now, I wonder? ’ 

A figure burst headlong into the cottage door It was FeathertopI His 
pipe was still alight the star still flamed upon his breast the embroidery 
still glowed upon his garments nor had he lost, in any degree or manner 
that could be estimated, the aspect that assimilated him with our mortal 
brotherhood But jet, m some indescribable waj (as is the case with all 
that has deluded us when once found out), the poor realitj was felt be 
neath the cunning artifice 

* What has gone wrong? ’ demanded the witch Did yonder sniffling 
hypocrite thrust my darling from his door? The villain f I’ll set twenty 
fiends to torment him till he offer thee his daughter on his bended knees! 

“No, mother,” said Feathertop despondingly “it was not that ” 

‘ Did the girl scorn my precious one?” asked ^lother Rigby her fierce 
e>es glowing like two coals of Tophet “I'll cover her face with pimples 1 
Her no«e shall be as red as the coal in thy pipe’ Her front teeth shall drop 
outi In a week hence she shall not be worth thy having’” 

Let her alone, mother,” answered poor Feathertop “the girl was half 
won and methinks a kiss from her sweet lips might have made me alto 
gether human But,” he added after a brief pause and then a howl of 
self contempt, ‘I ve seen myself, mother’ I ve seen myself for the wretch 
ed, ragged, empty thing I am! 1 11 exist no longer! ” 

Snatching the pipe from his mouth, he flung it with all his might 
against the chimney, and at the same instant sank upon the floor, a med 
ley of straw and tattered garments, with some sticks protruding from the 
heap, and a shrivelled pumpkin in the midst The eyeholes were now 
lustreless, but the rudely carved gap, that just before had been a mouth, 
still seemed to twist itself into a despairing grm, and was so far human 

“Poor fellow!” quoth Mother Rigby, with a rueful glance at the relic'? 
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of her ill-fated contrivance “My poor, dear, pretty Feathertop ' There 
are thousands upon thousands of coxcombs and charlatans in the world, 
made up of ]ust such a jumble of wornout, forgotten, and good-for-noth- 
ing trash as he was > Yet they live in fair repute, and never see themselves 
for what they are And why should my poor puppet be the only one to 
know himself and perish for it?” 

While thus muttering, the witch had filled a fresh pipe of tobacco, and 
held the stem between her fingers, as doubtful whether to thrust it into 
her own mouth or Feathertop ’s 

“Poor Feathertop I” she continued “I could easily give him another 
chance and send him foi th again tomorrow But no, his feelings are too 
tender, his sensibilities too deep He seems to have too much heart to 
bustle for his own advantage in such an empty and heartless world Well' 
well' I’ll make a scarecrow of him aftei all ’Tis an innocent and useful 
vocation, and will suit my darling well, and, if each of his human breth- 
ren had as fit a one, ’t would be the better for mankind , and as for this 
pipe of tobacco, I need it more than he ” 

So sayings Mother Rigby put the stem between her lips “Dickon'” 
cried she, in her high, sharp tone, “another coal for my pipe' ” 


EGOTISM,! OR, THE BOSOM SERPENT 

[From the Unpublished “Allegories of the Heart ”] 

“Here he comes'” shouted the boys along the street “Here comes the 
man with a snake m his bosom' ” 

This outcry, saluting Herkimer’s ears as he was about to enter the iron 
gate of the Elhston mansion, made him pause It was not without a shud- 
der that he found himself on the point of meeting his former acquaint- 
ance, whom he had known in the glory of youth, and whom now after an 
interval of five eyars, he was to find the victim either of a diseased fancy 
or a horrible physical misfortune 

“A snake in his bosom'” repeated the young sculptor to himself “It 
must be he No second man on earth has such a bosom friend And now, 
my poor Rosina, Heaven giant me wisdom to discharge my eriand aright' 
Woman’s faith must be strong indeed since thine has not yet failed ” 

Thus musing, he took his stand at the entrance of the gate and waited 
until the personage so singularly announced should make his appearance 
After an instant or two he beheld the figure of a lean man, of unwhole- 

The physical fact, to which it is here attempted to give a moral signification, 
xias been known to occur in more than one instance 
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some look, wth glittering ejes and long black hair, who seemed to imi 
tate the motion of a snake for, instead of walking straight forward with 
open front, he undulated along the pavement in a curved line It may be 
too fanciful to say that something, either in his moral or material aspect, 
suggested the idea that a miracle had been wrought by transforming a 
serpent into a man, but so imperfectly that the snaky nature was yet 
hidden, and scarcely hidden, under the mere outward guise of humanity 
Herkimer remarked that his complexion had a greenish tinge over its 
sickly white, reminding him of a species of marble out of which he had 
once wrought a head of Envy, with her snaky locks 
The wretched being approached the gate but, instead of entering 
stopped short and fixed the glitter of his eye full upon the compassionate 
yet steady countenance of the sculptor 

“It gnaws me’ It gnaws me! * he exclaimed 

And then there was an audible hiss, but whether it came from the ap 
parent lunatic’s own lips, or was the real hiss of a serpent, might admit 
of a discussion At all events, it made Herkimer shudder to his heart’s 
core 

“Do you know me, George Herkimer?” asked the snake possessed 
Herkimer did know him but it demanded all the intimate and practi 
cal acquaintance with the human face, acquired by modelling actual like 
nesses m clay, to recognize the features of Roderick EHiston in the visage 
that now met the sculptor’s gaze Yet it was he It added nothing to the 
wonder to reflect that the once brilliant young man had undergone this 
odious and fearful change during the no more than five brief years of 
Herkimer’s abode at Florence The possibility of such a transformation 
being granted, it was as easy to conceive it effected in a moment as in an 
age Inexpressibly shocked and startled it was still the keenest pang when 
Herkimer remembered that the fate of his cousin Rosina, the ideal of 
gentle womanhood, was indissolubly interwoven with that of a being 
whom Providence seemed to have unhumanized 

“EllistonI Roderick I” cried he, I had heard of this, but my concep 
tion came far short of the truth \\Tiat has befallen you? I\Tiy do I find 
you thus?” 

“Oh, ’tis a mere nothing! A snake! A snake! The commonest thing in 
the world A snake in the bosom — that’s all, ’ answered Roderick Ellis 
ton “But how is your own breast?” continued he, looking the sculptor in 
the eye with the most acute and penetrating glance that it had ever been 
his fortune to encounter “All pure and wholesome? No reptile there? By 
my faith and conscience, and by the devil within me, here is a wonder’ A 
man without a serpent in his bosoml” 

“Be calm, Elliston,” whispered George Herkimer, laying his hand upon 
the shoulder of the snake possessed * I have crossed the ocean to meet 
you Listen! Let us be private I bring a message from Rosina — from your 
wife!” 

“It gnaws me! It gnaws me!” muttered Roderick 

With this exclamation, the most freauent m his mouth, the unfortunate 
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man clutched both hands upon Ins breast as if an intolerable sting or tor- 
ture impelled him to rend it open and let out the In mg mischief, even 
should it be intertwined with his own life He then freed himself from 
Herkimer’s grasp by a subtle motion, and, gliding through the gate, took 
refuge m his antiquated family residence 'J'hc sculptor did not pursue 
him He saw that no available intercom se could be e\j)ccted at such a mo- 
ment, and was desirous, before another meeting, to inquire closely into 
the natuie of Roderick’s disease and the circumstance that had reduced 
him to so lamentable a condition He succeeded in obtaining the neces- 
saiy information fiom an eminent medical gentleman 

Shortly aflei Elliston’s sepal ation from his wife now' nearly four 
yeais ago his associates had obscived a singular gloom spreading over 
his daily life, like those chill, giay mists that sometimes steal away the 
sunshine from a summci ’s morning The symptoms cau^-ed them endless 
perplexity They knew' not w'hether ill health w’ere robbing his ‘^pirits of 
elasticity, or whether a canker of the mind was gradually eating, iis such 
cankers do, fiom his moral S3'stem into the physical fiamc, which is but 
the shadow of the formei They looked foi the root of this trouble m his 
shattered schemes of domestic bliss, wilfully shattered bj' himself, 
but could not be satisfied of its existence theic Some thought that their 
once brilliant friend was in an incipient stage of insanity, of which his 
passionate impulses had pci haps been the forerunners, others prognosti- 
cated a general blight and gradual decline From Roderick’s ow*n lips they 
could learn nothing More than once, it is true, he had been heard to say, 
clutching his hands coimilsivcly upon his breast, “It gnaws me’ It 
gnaw's me'” but, by different auditors, a great diver'^ity of explanation 
was assigned to this ominous expression What could it be that gnawed 
the breast of Roderick Elliston? Was it sorrow'? Was it merely the tooth 
of pltysical disease? Or, in his lecklcss course, often verging upon profli- 
gacy, if not plunging into its depths, had he been guiltj' of some deed 
which made his bosom a prej' to the deadlier fangs of remor‘?e? There was 
plausible ground for each of these conjectures, but it must not be con- 
cealed that moie than one elderly gentleman, tlie victim of good cheer 
and slothful habits, magisteiially pronounced the secret of the whole 
matter to be Dj^spepsia' 

Meanwhile, Roderick seemed aware how' generally he had become the 
subject of curiosity and conjectuie, and, with a morbid repugnance to 
such notice, or to any notice whatsoever, estranged himself from all com- 
panionship Not meiely the eye of man w'as a horror to him, not merely 
the light of a friend’s countenance, but even the blessed sunshine, like- 
wise, which in its universal beneficence typifies the radiance of the Cre- 
ator’s face, expressing his love for all the creatures of his hand The dusky 
twilight was now too transparent foi Roderick Elliston, the blackest mid- 
night was his chosen hour to steal abroad , and if ever he were seen, it was 
when the watchman’s lantern gleamed upon his figure, gliding along the 
street, with his hands clutched upon his bosom, still muttering, “It gnaws 
mel It gnaws mel” What could it be that gnawed him? 
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After a time, it became Iwnown that Elliston m the habit of resort 
iDg to all the noted quacks that infested the city, or whom money would 
tempt to journey thither from a distance By one of these persons, m the 
exultation of a supposed cure, it was proclaimed far and wide, by dint of 
handbills and little pamphlets on dingy paper, that a distinguished gen 
tleman, Roderick Elliston, Esq , had been relieved of a Snake in his 
stomachl So here was the monstrous secret, ejected from its lurking place 
into public view, in all its horrible deformity The rajsteiy was out but 
not so the bosom serpent He, if it were anything but a delusion, still lay 
coiled in his liv mg den The empiric s cure had been a sham, the effect, it 
was supposed, of some stupefying drug which more nearly caused the 
death of the patient than of the odious reptile that possessed him WTien 
Roderick Elliston regained entire sensibility, it was to find his misfortune 
the touTi talk — the more than nine days wonder and horror — ^while, at 
ins bosom, he felt the sickening motion of a thing alive, and the gnawing 
of that restless fang which seemed to gratify at once a physical appetite 
and a fiendish spite 

He summoned the old black servant, who had been bred up in his fa 
ther’s house, and was a middle aged man while Roderick lay m his cradle 
“Scipio**’ he began and then paused, with his arms folded over his 
heart do people say of me, Scipio ” 

*‘Sirl my poor master' that you bad a serpent m your bosom,” an 
swered the servant with hesitation 
'‘And what else?” asked Rodendw, with a ghastly look at the man 
“Nothing el«e, dear master,’ replied Scipio only that the doctor gave 
you a pow der, and that the snake leaped out upon the floor ” 

“No, nol” muttered Roderick to himself as he shook his head, and 
pressed his hands wath a more convulsive force upon his breast, “I feel 
him still It gnaws mel It gnaws mel ’ 

From this time the miserable sufferer ceased to shun the world, but 
rather sohated and forced himself upon the notice of acquaintances and 
strangers It was partly the result of desperation on finding that the cav 
em of his own bosom had not proved deep and dark enough to hide the 
secret, even while it was so secure a fortress for the loathsome fiend that 
had crept into it But still more, this craving for notoriety was a symptom 
of the intense morbidness which now pervaded his nature All persons 
chronically di'^eased are egotists, whether the disease be of the mind or 
body, whether it be sm, sorrow, or merely the more tolerable calamity of 
some endless pain, or mischief among the cords of mortal life Such indi 
viduals are made acutely conscious of a self, by the torture in which it 
dwells Self, therefore, grows to be so prominent an object with them that 
they cannot but present it to the face of every'^casual passer by There is 
a pleasure — ^perhaps the greatest of which the sufferer is susceptible — in 
displaying the wasted or ulcerated limb, or the cancer m the breast and 
the fouler the crime, with so much the more difficulty does the perpetrator 
prevent it from thrusting up its snake like head to frighten the world for 
it IS that cancer, or that crime which constitutes their respective individ 


llltJ 


THZ? WORKS OF HAWTHORNE 

uality> Roderick H-.Joton, who, a little while before, had held himself so 
scornfully above the common lot of men, now paid full allegiance to this 
hiuTuliating law. The snake in his bosom seemed the symbol of a mon- 
-strous egotism to which everything was leferred, and which he pampered, 
might and day, with a continual and exclusive sacrifice of devil worship 
He soon exhibited what most people considered indubitable tokens of 
ansanity In some of his moods, strange to say, he prided and gloried him- 
self on being maiked out from the ordinary experience of mankind, by the 
possession of a double nature, and a life within a life He appeared to 
imagine that the snake was a divinity, not celestial, it is true, but darkly 
infernal, and that he thence derived an eminence and a sanctity, hor- 
rid, indeed, yet more desirable than whatever ambition aims at Thus he 
drew his misery around him like a regal mantle, and looked down tri- 
umphantly upon those whose vitals nourished no deadly monster Often- 
er, however, his human nature asserted its empire over him in the shape 
of a yearning for fellowship It grew to be his custom to spend the whole ; 
day in wandering about the streets, aimlessly, unless it might be called an I 
aim to establish a species of brotherhood between himself and the world 
With cankered ingenuity, he sought out his own disease m every breast 
Whether insane or not, he showed so keen a perception of frailty, error, 
and vice, that many persons gave him credit for being possessed not 
merely with a serpent, but with an actual fiend, who imparted this evil 
faculty of recognizing whatever was ugliest in man’s heart 

For instance, he met an individual, who, for thirty yeais, had cher- 
ished a hatred against his own brother Roderick, amidst the throng of 
the street, laid his hand on this man’s chest, and looking full into his for- 
bidding face, 

“How is the snake to-day?” he inquired, with a mock expression of 
sympathy 

“The snake’” exclaimed the bi other hater “what do you mean?” 

“The snake' The snal^e' Does it gnaw you?” persisted Roderick “Did 
you take counsel with him this morning when you should have been say- 
ing your prayeis^ Did he stmg, when you thought of your brother’s 
health, wealth, and good repute? Did he caper for joy, when you remem- 
bered the profligacy of his only son? And whether he stung, or whether 
he frolicked, did you feel his poison throughout your body and soul, con- 
verting everything to sourness and bitterness? That is the way of such 
serpents I have learned the whole nature of them from my own'” 

“Where is the police?” roared the object of Roderick’s persecution, at 
the same time giving an instinctive clutch to his breast “\Afliy is this lun- 
atic allowed to go at large?” 

“Ha, ha'” chuckled Roderick, releasing his grasp of the man “His 
bosom serpent has stung him then'” 

Often it pleased the unfortunate young man to vex people with a lighter 
ratire, yet still characterized by somewhat of snakehke virulence One 
he encountered an ambitious statesman, and gravely inquired after 
the welfare of his boa constrictor, for of that species, Roderick af- 
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firmed, this gentleman’s serpent must needs be since its appetite was 
enormous enough to devour the whole country and constitution At an 
other time he stopped a close fisted old fellow, of great wealth but who 
skulked about the city in the guise of a scarecrow with a patched blue 
surtout, bro\vn hat, and mouldy boots, scraping pen^e together, and pick 
ing up rusty nails Pretending to look earnestly at this respectable per 
son s stomach, Roderick assured him that his snake was a copper head, 
and had been generated by the immense quantities of that base metal, 
with which he daily defiled his fingers Again, he assaulted a man of rubi 
cund visage and told him that few bosom serpents had more of the devil 
in them than those that breed in the vats of a distillery The next whom 
Roderick honored with his attention was a distinguished clerg5mian, who 
happened just then to be engaged in a theological controversy, where 
human wrath was more perceptible than divine inspiration 

‘ You have swallowed a snake m a cup of sacramental wine,” quoth he 
“Profane wretch*” exclaimed the divme, but, nevertheless, bis hand 
stole to his breast 

He met a person of sickly sensibility, who on some early disappoint 
ment had retired from the world and thereafter held no intercourse with 
his fellow men, but brooded sullenly or passionately over the irrevocable 
past This man’s very heart if Roderick might be believed, had been 
changed into a serpent, which would finally torment both him and itself 
to death Observing a married couple whose domestic troubles were mat 
ter of notoriety, he condoled with both on hav mg mutually taken a house 
adder to their bosoms To an envious author, who depreciated works 
which he could never equal, he said that his snake was the slimiest and 
filthiest of all the reptile tribe, but was fortunately without a sting A man 
of impure life, and a brazen face, asking Roderick if there were any ser 
pent in his breast, he told him that there was, and of the same species that 
once tortured Don Rodrigo, the Goth He took a fair young girl by the 
hand, and gazing sadly into her eyes warned her that she cherished a ser 
pent of the deadliest kind within her gentle breast, and the world found 
the truth of those ominous words, when, a few months afterwards, the 
poor girl died of love and shame Two ladies rivals m fashionable life 
who tormented one another wnth a thousand little stings of womanish 
spite, were given to understand that each of their hearts was a nest of 
diminutive snakes, which did quite as much mischief as one great one 
But nothing seemed to please Roderick better than to lay hold of a per 
son infected with jealousy, which he represented as an enormous green 
reptile, with an ice cold length of body, and the sharpest sting of any 
snake save one 

‘ And what one is that?” asked a by stander overhearing him 
It was a dark browed man who put the question he had an evasive 
eye, which m the course of a dozen years had looked no mortal directly in 
the face There was an ambiguity about this person s character, — a stain 
upon his reputation, — ^yet none could tell precisely of what nature, al 
though the city gossips, male and female, whispered the most atrocious 
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surmises Until a recent period he had followed the sea, and was, in fact, 
the veiy shipmaster whom Geoige Herkimer had encountered, under 
such singular ciicumstances, m the Grecian Archipelago 

“What bosom serpent has the shaipest sting?'’ repeated this man, but 
he put the question as if by a reluctant necessity, and grew pale while he 
was uttering it 

“Why need you ask?” replied Roderick, with a look of dark intelli- 
gence “Look into your own breast Hark' my serpent bestirs himself 
He acknowdedges the presence of a master fiend ! ” 

And then, as the by-standers afterw'ards affirmed, a hissing sound was 
heard, apparently in Roderick Elliston’s breast It was said, too. that an 
answering hiss came from the vitals of the shipmaster, as if a snake w'ere 
actually lurking tliere and had been aroused by the call of its brother rep- 
tile If there were in fact any such sound, it might have been caused by a 
malicious exercise of ventriloquism on the part of Roderick 

Thus making his own actual serpent if a serpent there actually w'as 
in his bosom the type of each man’s fatal error, or hoarded sin, or un- 
quiet conscience, and striking his sting so unremorsefully into the sorest 
spot, we may well imagine that Roderick became the pest of the city No- 
body could elude him none could w ithstand him He grappled with the 
ugliest truth that he could lay his hand on, and compelled his adversary 
to do the same Strange spectacle in human life where it is the instinctive 
effort of one and all to hide those sad realities, and leave them undis- 
turbed beneath a heap of superficial topics which constitute the materials 
of intercourse betw^een man and man* It w'as not to be tolerated that Rod- 
erick Elhston should break through the tacit compact by wdiich tlie world 
has done its best to secure repose without relinquishing e\ il The % ictims 
of his malicious remarks, it is true, had brothers enough to keep them in 
countenance, for, by Roderick’s tlieory, every mortal bosom harbored 
either a brood of small serpents or one overgrow'n monster that had de- 
voured all the rest Still the city could not bear this new apostle It was 
demanded by nearly all, and particularly by the most respectable inhabi- 
tants, that Roderick should no longer be permitted to violate the received 
rules of decorum by obtruding his owm bosom serpent to the public gaze, 
and dragging those of decent people from their lurking places 
According^, his relatives interfered and placed him m a private asylum 
for the insane When the news w'as noised abroad, it w^as observed that 
many persons walked the streets wuth freer countenances and covered 
their breasts less carefully with their hands 

His confinement, however, although it contributed not a little to the 
peace of the town, operated unfavorabl}^ upon Roderick himself In soli- 
tude his melancholy grew more black and sullen He spent whole days 
mdeed, it was his sole occupation m communing with the serpent. A 
conversation was sustained, m which, as it seemed, the hidden monster 
bore a part, though unintelligibly to the listeners, and inaudible except in 
a hiss Singular as it may appear, the sufferer had now contracted a sort 
of affection for his tormentor, mingled, however, with the mtensest loath- 
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ing nnd horror Nor v ere such discordant emotions incompatible Each, 
on the contrarj, imparted strength and poignancj to its opposite Hor- 
rible lo\c — horrible antipathy — embracing one another in his bosom, and 
both concentrating them’^eUes upon a being that had crept into his vitals 
or been engendered there, and which was nourished with his food, and 
lived upon his life, and was as intimate with him as his own heart, and 
jet was the foulest of all created things! But not the less was it the true 
tj^ie of a morbid nature 

Sometimes m his moments of rage and bitter hatred against the snake 
and himself, Roderick dctermme<l to be the death of him, even at the e\ 
pense of Ins own life Once he attempted it bj starvation but, while the 
wretched man was on the point of famishing, the monster seemed to feed 
upon his heart, and to thrive and wax gamesome, as if it were his sweetest 
und most congenial diet Then he privily took a do«c of active poison, 
imagining that it would not fad to kill cither himself or the devil that 
possessed him, or both together Another mistake for if Roderick had 
not j et been destroj cd by his own poi‘K>ncd heart nor the snake by gnaw 
mg it, tlicy had hltle to fear from ar<cnic or corrosive sublimate Indeed, 
the venomous pest appeared to operate as an antidote against all other 
poisons The phjsicians tried to suffocate the fiend with tobacco smoke 
He breathed it as freely as if it were his native atmosphere Again, they 
drugged their patient with opium and drenched him with intoxicating 
liquors, hoping that the snake might thus be reduced to stupor and per 
haps be ejected from the stomach Thej succeeded m rendering Roderick 
insensible but, placing (heir hands upon his breast ilicj were mevpres 
sibly horror stricken to feel the monster wriggling, twaning, and darting 
to and fro within hts narrow limits, evidently enlivened by the opium or 
alcohol, and incited to unusual feats of activity Thenceforth they gave 
up all attempts at cure or palliation The doomed sufferer submitted to 
his fate, resumed his former loathsome affection for the bosom fiend, and 
spent whole miserable daj's before a looking glass with his mouth wide 
open mfchrng, in hope and horrorf locatdi a ghmpseof the snakes head 
far down within his throat It is supposed that he succeeded, for the at 
tendants once heard a frenzied shout, and, rushing into the room, found 
Roderick lifeless upon the floor 

He was kept but little longer under restraint After minute mvestiga 
tion, the medical directors of the asjlum decided that his mental disease 
did not amount to insanity, nor would warrant his confinement, ospeaallj 
as Its influence upon his spirits was unfavorable, and might produce the 
evil which it was meant to remedy His eccentricities were doubtless 
great, he had habitually violated many of the customs and prejudices of 
society, but the world was not, without surer ground, entitled to treat him 
as a madman On this decision of such competent authority Roderick was 
released, and had returned to his native aty the very day before his cn 
counter with George Herkimer 

As soon as possible after learning these particulars the sculptor, to 
gclher with a sad and tremulous companion, sought Elliston at his own 
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house It was a large, sombre edifice of wood, with pilasters and a bal- 
cony, and was divided from one of the principal streets by a terrace of 
three elevations, which was ascended by successive flights of stone steps 
Some immense old elms almost concealed the front of the mansion This 
spaaous and once magnificent family residence was built by a grandee of 
the race early in the past centuiy, at which epoch, land being of small 
comparative value, the garden and other grounds had formed quite an 
extensive domain Although a portion of the ancestral heritage had been 
alienated, there was still a shadowy enclosure m the rear of the mansion 
where a student, or a dreamer, or a man of stricken heart might lie all day 
upon the grass, amid the solitude of murmuring boughs, and forget that a 
city had grown up around him 

Into this retirement the sculptor and his companion were ushered by 
Scipio, the old black servant, whose wrinkled visage grew almost sunny 
with intelligence and joy as he paid his humble greetings to one of the two 
visitors 

“Remain in the arbor,” whispered the sculptor to the figure that leaned 
upon his arm “You will know whether, and when, to make your appear- 
ance ” 

“God will teach me,” was the reply “May He support me too!” 

Roderick was reclmmg on the margin of a fountain which gushed into 
the fleckered sunshine with the same clear sparkle and the same voice of 
iiry quietude as when trees of pnmeval growth flung their shadows 
across its bosom How strange is the life of a fountain > born at every 
moment, yet of an age coeval with the rocks, and far surpassing the ven- 
erable antiquity of a forest. 

“You are come' I have expected you,” said Elliston, when he became 
aware of the sculptor’s presence 

His manner was very different from that of the preceding day quiet, 
courteous, and, as Herkimer thought, watchful both over his guest and 
himself This unnatural restraint was almost the only trait that betok- 
ened anythmg amiss He had just thrown a book upon the grass, w'here it 
lay half opened, thus disclosing itself to be a natural history of the ser- 
pent tube, illustrated by lifelike plates Near it lay that bulky volume, 
the Ductor Dubitantium of Jeremy Taylor, full of cases of conscience, 
and m which most men, possessed of a conscience, may find something 
applicable to their purpose 

“You see,” observed Elliston, pointing to the book of serpents, while a 
smile gleamed upon his lips, “I am maldng an effort to become better ac- 
quainted with my bosom friend , but I find nothing satisfactory m this 
volume If I mistake not, he will prove to be stir genet is, and akin to no 
other reptile m creation ” 

“Whence came this strange calamity?” inquired the sculptor, 

“My sable friend Scipio has a story,” replied Roderick, “of a snake 
that had lurked m this fountain pure and innocent as it looks ever 
since it was known to the first settlers This insinuating personage once 
crept into the vitals of my great grandfather and dwelt there many years. 
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tormenting the old gentlcmin be>ond mortal endurance 
family pccuhanly But, to tell jou the truth, I ha\c no 
of the snake s being an heirloom He is ms ossm snake, an* 
"Butsshatssashis origin?” demanded Herkimer 
"Oh, there IS poisonous stulT in anj man s heart sufiici 
brood of ‘^rpents said Elhston nilh a hollon Hugh * ' 
heard mj homilies to the good tossn’s people Positiscl> 
fortunate m basing bred but a single serpent \ ou, hossc’ 
your bosom, and therefore cannot sympathize uilh the r 
Itgnaasmel It gnans mcl" 

ith this exclamation Roderick lost his self control ai 
upon the grass, testifying Ins agony by intricate ssnlhing 
kimcr could not but fancy a resemblance to the motions c 
IilciMse, uas heard that frightful hiss, which often ran ■ 
ferers ‘Speech, and crept between the words and ssllabh 
rupling their succession 

"This IS awful indeed!” exclaimed the sculptor — 'an 
whether it be actual or »magmar> Tell me, Roderick I 
anvremeds for this loalh«omecMl’’ 

‘Yes but an impossible one,” muttered Rcxlcnck, as I 
with his face m the grass ‘Could I for one moment fo 
serpent might not abide within me It is my diseased sel 
that has engendered and nourished him 
"Then forget >ourcelf, m> husband, said a gentle \( 
"forget jour«elf m the idea of another! 

Rosmi had emerged from the arbor and was bending 
the ^hrdeu of his anguish rejected in her countenance 
with hope and un^clfi^h love that all anguish seemed 
shadow and a dream She touched Roderick with her 1 
shi\ered through bis frame i\t that moment if report bet 
sculptor beheld a wa\ing motion through the grass, and 1 
sound, as if something had plunged into the fountain B( 
might, it IS certain that Roderick Eflislon sat up like a m 
stored to his right mind and rescued from the fiend wine 
ably o\ ercomc him in the battle field of his own breast 
"Ro^inal’ cried he, in broken and passionate tones, bi 
of the wild wad that had haunted his voice so long, "forgi 
Her happ> tears bedewed his face 
"The punishment has been se\crc,” obsciaed the sculp 
ticc might now forgne hoi\ much more a woman s tendci 
Elhston, whether the serpent was a physical reptile, or wl 
bidncss of your nature suggested that symbol to \ our fan( 
the story is not the less true and strong \ tremendous 
festmg Itself in your case m the form of jealousy, is as fe 
ever stole into the human heart Can a breast, where it ha 


Iii6 the works of HAWTHORNE 

dark fantasy, and what it typified was as shadowy as itself. The past, dis- 
mal as it seems, shall fling no gloom upon the future To give it its due 
importance we must think of it but as an anecdote in our Eternity ” 


DROWNE’S WOODEN IMAGE 

One sunshiny morning, in the good old times of the town of Boston, a 
young carver in wood, well known by the name of Drowne, stood con- 
templating a large oaken log, which it was his puipose to convert into the 
figure-head of a vessel And while he discussed within his own mind what 
sort of shape or similitude it were well to bestow upon this excellent piece 
of timber, theie came into Drowne’s woikshop a certain Captain Hunne- 
well, owner and commander of the good brig called the Cynosuie, which 
had just returned from her first voyage to Fayal 

‘‘Ah' that will do, Drowne, that will do'” cried the j'olly captain, tap- 
ping the log %vith his rattan “I bespeak this very piece of oak for the fig- 
ure-head of the Cynosure She has shown herself the sweetest craft that 
ever floated, and I mean to decorate her prow with the handsomest image 
that the skill of man can cut out of timber And, Diowne, you are the 
fellow to execute it ” 

“You give me more credit than I deserve. Captain Hunnewell,” said 
the carver, modestly, yet as one conscious of eminence m his art “But, 
for the sake of the good brig, I stand ready to do my best And which of 
these designs do you piefer? Here,” pointing to a staring, half-length 
figure, in a white vug and scarlet coat, “here is an excellent model, the 
likeness of our gracious king Here is the valiant Admiral Vernon Or, if 
you prefer a female figuie, what say you to Britannia with the trident?” 

“All very fine, Drowne , all very fine,” answered the manner “But as 
nothing like the brig ever swam the ocean, so I am determined she shall 
have such a figure-head as old Neptune never saw m his life And what is 
more, as there is a secret m the matter, you must pledge your credit not 
to betray it ” 

“Certainly,” said Drowne, marvelling, however, what possible mystery 
there could be m reference to an affair so open, of necessity, to the in- 
spection of all the world as the figure-head of a vessel “You may depend, 
captain, on my being as secret as the nature of the case will peimit ” 

Captain Hunnewell then took Drowne by the button, and communi- 
cated his wishes in so low a tone that it would be unmannerly to repeat 
what was evidently mtended for the carver’s private ear We shall, there- 
fore, take the opportunity to give the reader a few desirable particulais 
about Drowne himself 

He was the first American who is known to have attempted in a very 
humble line, it is true that art m which we can now reckon so many 
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inmc5 alrcnd\ (Itnineuiibed or rinnp to di«iinci>on From hi«> cmIjcsI 
bo>hood he hid rchibtiw! i \ mck — for jt would be too proud n \\ord to 
call it pcnius — n kmck, therefore, for the imitition of the humm figure 
in i\hnlc\*cr irnlcml cime most rcidilj to hind The «nciis of a Ne\% 
TnU^nd winter Jmd often <u|>ph«l him with n ‘species of imrblc 15 dv 
rrn^l) white it le^«(, 'is (he I irinn or the Cimn, and if lc<s dunbic, 
>cl «ufiicicntlv <o to cnrrr<]>ond with nn\ claims to pcrmnntnt existence 
pos5c<«ed 1)\ the Uij ^ froren statues \ cl llie> won admirnlion from mi 
turer judges linn his *chool fellows and were indcetl remark abh clc\cr, 
though deslitiite of the mine a*annlh that might ha\c made Uie <now 
melt Ixnealli hn hand \s he advanced in life the >oung man adopletl 
pine and oal as chgiblt materials for the disph> of his skill which nm 
began to bring him a return of olid sthcr as well as the ompt> praise 
that had l>een an apt rewanl enough for hts productions of t\nnc<ccnl 
snow He l>ecamc nnlral fo'caraingomamcnlal pump heads and wooden 
urns for gate posts d deci>ratK*n.s more gmte<<iue than fanciful, for 
manlclpieccis No ajnihecarv would have tlecmcd himself in the wa> of 
obtaining aisiom without <<.tlmg up a gihlcsl mortar if not a head of 
Galen or Hippocrates from the 4 ilful hand of Drowne 
Hut the great «copc of his business h\ in tlie manufacture of figure- 
heads for ^T^sels Wiielher It were tl>e monarch him elf or sonK f imoiis 
Ilnii<h admiral or general or the gov'cmor of the province, or pt reliance 
the favaintc daughter of the hip'Owa cr there the image stotxl alxvvc the 
prov” detJed out In gorgeous cdors magnuictnll) Kihletl and staring 
the whole world out of countenance ts If from an innate consciousness of 
Its own superiontv I hi e sj>ccim<ns of native culpiure had crossed the 
ca in all directions ■*nd Iktii not Ignobl) noliceil among the crowded 
shipping of the Tliames ami vrhercvTr il e the hard) niarintrs of New 
I nglind liad pusixa) their adventures Ji must be confes M ihai a family 
Idcness |x:rv*adctl lhe<i rcsi>ectable progenv of Drowne s still lint the 
benign counli nance of the 1 mg resemb!e<l tho t of his subjects md tint 
Mi«s Hobart the nurchant s daughter, boa a amarl able simili 

tude to ilritannn \ iclfo other ladies of the alligoric sisterhooil 
and finall) that thev all had a kind of wwxicn aspect which proved an 
intimate rclalioaship with tiu un-ha|>cd blocks of limber in the carvers 
worl^hop IJul at least tlua was no inconsiderable ill of hand, nor a de 
f»acnc> of nnv attribute to render them nil)> worts of art, c\i.cpl that 
deep qualilv lx* it of soul or intellect, which bestows life upon the lifeless 
and wamitli upon the cold and which, had it licen present, would have 
made Drowncs woodin image instinct with spirit 
The captain of the C>noMirt had now finishct! Ins instructions 
\nd Drowne,’ said he iniprc.sivel>, *>ou must laj aside all other 
business and set about this forthwith \nd as to the price onlj do Uic 
job in first rate stjk, and >ou shall settle that point joursclf ’ 

Very well, captain,” aaswtrcd the carver, who looked grave and 
somewhat perplexcil jet had a sort of smile upon his visage, “depend 
upon It, ril do m> utmost to s.itt5f> >ou ” 



III8 the works of HAWTHORNE 

From that moment the men of taste about Long Wharf and the Town 
Dock who were wont to show their love for the arts by frequent visits 
to Drowne’s workshop, and admiration of his wooden images, began to be 
sensible of a mystery m the carver’s conduct Often he was absent in the 
daytime Sometimes, as might be judged by gleams of light' from the 
shop windows, he was at work until a late hour of the evening , although 
neither knock nor voice, on such occasions, could gam admittance for 
a visitor, or elicit any word of response Nothing remarkable, however, 
was observed m the shop at those late hours when it was thrown open 
A fine piece of timber, indeed, which Drowne was known to have res- 
erved for some work of especial dignity, was seen to be gradually assum- 
ing shape What shape it was destined ultimately to take was a problem 
to his friends and a point on which the carver himself preserved a rigid 
silence But day after day, though Drowne was seldom noticed in the 
act of working upon it, this rude form began to be developed until it be- 
came evident to all observers that a female figure was growing into mimic 
life At each new visit they beheld a larger pile of wooden chips and a 
nearer approximation to something beautiful It seemed as if the hama- 
dryad of the oak had sheltered herself from the unimaginative world 
within the heart of her native tree, and that it was only necessary to 
remove the strange shapelessness that had mcrusted her, and reveal the 
grace and loveliness of a divinity Imperfect as the design, the attitude, 
the costume, and especially the face of the image still remained, there 
Was already an effect that drew the eye from the wooden cleverness of 
Drowne’s earlier productions and fixed it upon the tantalizing mystery 
of this new project 

Copley, the celebrated painter, then a young man and a resident of 
Boston, came one day to visit Drowne, for he had recognized so much 
of moderate ability in the carver as to induce him, in the dearth of pro- 
fessional sympathy, to cultivate his acquaintance On entering the shop, 
the artist glanced at the inflexible image of king, commander, dame, 
and allegory, that stood around, on the best of which might have been 
bestowed the questionable praise that it looked as if a living man had 
here been changed to wood, and that not only the physical, but the in- 
tellectual and spiritual part, partook of the stolid transformation But 
in not a single instance did it seem as if the wood were imbibing the 
ethereal essence of humanity What a wide distinction is here > and how 
far the slightest portion of the latter merit have outvalued the utmost 
degree of the former' 

“hly friend Drowne,” said Copley, smiling to himself, but alluding 
to the mechanical and wooden cleverness that so invariably distinguished 
tlie images, “you are really a remarkable person' I have seldom met with 
a man in your line of business that could do so much, for one other 
touch might make this figure of General Wolfe, for instance, a breathing 
and intelligent human creature ” 

“You would have me think that you are praising me highly, Mr 
Copley,” answered Drowne, turning his back upon Wolfe’s image in 
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^pp3rcnt di«gu«t “But there his come 1 hpht into m> mind I kno\\, 
^\hit j ou know IS ^^cll, thit the one touch vhich j ou «pcil of is deficient 
Ls the onU one that i\o«ld be trulj Mluable and tint without it these 
works of mine ire no better thin worthless iliortions There is the same 
difference betwten them ind the works of in inspired irlist is between a 
sipn post diub ind one of lour best pictures ’* 

‘This IS stnnpc,’ cried Coplc>, looking him in the fice, which now, 
IS the punter fincied, hid 1 stnpulir depth of intelligence, though hith 
erto it Ind not gi\cn him grcitl> the id\'intige o\cr his own family of 
wooden inni^cs Wint has comco\cr\ou’ How is it that, po’;<^ing the 
idei whidi )*ou hive now ultcrcil, j*oii should prorlucc onI> such works as 
these?’ 

The cancr smiled, but mndc no repK Coplej turned again to the 
images concci\ ing lint the sense of dcficienc> whicli Drownc had just ex 
pressed ind which is «o rare In 1 mercl> mcchinical clnnctcr, must 
surclj imp!> 1 genius, the (olens of which had heretofore been o\cr 
looked Hut no there wis not 1 trace of it He a^'is aliout to withdraw 
w hen his cj cs clnnced to fall upon a half-dc\ eloped figure w Inch h> in a 
comer of the worUhop, <urroundct! b> «cattcrc<l chips of oak It arrested 
him at once 

WTnt IS here’ ^\^lo lias done this’ he broke out, after contemplating 
It in sjvx'clile s istonidmicnt for in Instinl Here is the divine the life 
giving touch WTnt inspired hind is l>cckoning this wood to arise and 
live’ Whose work is tins?” 

\o man *• work,’ rcphetl Drownc ‘ The figure lies within that block 
of oal , and it is mj business to find it ’ 

Ilrowne,’ said the true artist, grasping the carver fervently b> the 
hand ‘3011 are a man of gcnnisl” 

Is Cop}e\ departed, Inppcmnf* foghnn. backward from the thresh 
old, he beheld Drownc binding oa-cr the half crcatcil shape and stretch 
ing forth Ins amis as if he would have embraced and drawn U to his he irl, 
while, had such a miracle been possible lus countenance expressed pas 
Sion enough to communicate warmth and scnsibilitj to the lifeless oak 
“Strange enough’ <aid the artist to hini'clf Who would ln\c looked 
for a modern I’>gmahon m the person of a ^ ankee mechanic’” 

As jet, the image wxs but v*ague in its outward presentment so that, 
as m the cloutl shapes around the western sun the observer rather felt, or 
was led to imagine, than realij aw what was intended b> it Daj bj daj 
however, the work assumed greater precision, and settled its irregular and 
mistv outline into dislinctcr grace and bcaut> The general design was 
now obvious to the common c>e It was n female figure in what appeared 
to be a foreign dress the gown being heed over the bosom, and opening 
in front so as to di'closo a si irt or petticoat, the folds and inequalities of 
which were admirablj represented in the oaken substance She wore a 
hat of singular gracefulness, and abundantl) laden with flowers, such as 
never grew m the nule soil of New England, but which, with all their 
fanciful luxuriance, had a natural truth that it seemed impossible for the 
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most fertile ‘imagination to have attained without copying fiom leal 
prototypes Theie were several little appendages to this diess, such as a 
fan, a paii of earrings, a chain about the neck, a watch in the bosom, and 
a ling upon the finger, all of ivhich would have been deemed beneath the 
dignity of sculpture They were put on, hoivevei, with as much taste as a 
lovely w'^omaii might have showm m her attiic, and could Iherefoie have 
shocked none but a judgment spoiled by ai tistic rules 
The face was still impeifect, but gradually, by a magic touch, intelli- 
gence and sensibility brightened thiough the features, with all the effect 
of light gleaming forth fiom wnthin the solid oak The face became alive 
It was a beautiful, though not precisely legular and somewhat haughty 
aspect, but wuth a certain piquancy about the eyes and mouth, which, 
of all expressions, would have seemed 'the most impossible to throw' over 
a wooden countenance And now, so far as carving w'ent, this w'onderful 
production was complete 

‘‘Drowme,” said Copley, who had haidly missed a single day in his vis- 
its to the carver’s workshop, ‘‘if this w'ork were m marble it w'ould make 
you famous at once, nay, I would almost affirm that it w*ould make an 
era in the ai t It is as ideal as an antique statue, and yet as real as any 
lovely woman w'hom one meets at a fireside or in the street. But I trust 
3mu do not mean to desecrate this exquisite creatine with paint, like those 
staring kings and admiials yonder?” 

“Not paint her'” exclaimed Captain Hunnew’cll, who stood by, “not 
paint the figui e-head of the C3'nosure] And what sort of a figuie should I 
cut m a foieign port ivith such an unpainted oaken stick as this over my 
prow' She must, and she shall, be painted to the life, fiom the topmost 
fiow'er m her hat dow'n to the silver spangles on hei slippers ” 

“Mr Copley,” said Drow'ne, quietly, “I know' nothing of marble stat- 
uary, and nothing of the sculptor’s rules of art, but of this wooden im- 
age, this work of my hands, this creature of my heart,” and here his 
voice faltered and choked in a very singulai manner, “of this of her 
I may say that I know something. A w'ell-spring of iinvard wisdom 
gushed within me as I wrought upon the^oak w'lth liiy w'hole stiength, 
and soul, and faith Let others do what they may w'lth maible, and adopt 
w'hat rules they choose If I can produce my desiied effect by painted 
wood, those rules are not for me, and I have a right to disregard them ” 
“The very spirit of genius,” muttered Copley to himself “How other- 
wise should this carver feel himself entitled to transcend all rules, and 
make me ashamed of quoting them?” 

He looked earnestly at Drowne, and again saw that expression of hu- 
man love which, m a spiritual sense, as the artist could not help iinaginr 
ing, was the secret of the life that had been breathed into this block of 
wood 

The carver, still m the same secrecy that marked all his operations 
upon this mysterious image, proceeded to paint the habiliments m their 
proper colors, and the countenance "with Nature’s red and white Wdien 
all was finished he threw open his workshop, and admitted the towns- 
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people tolDehold Tvhat he had done Most persons, at their first entrance, 
ielt impelled toTemo\e their hats, and pay such reverence as was due to 
the richly dressed and beautiful young lady who seemed to stand m a 
corner of the room, with oaken chips and shavings scattered at her feet 
Then came a sensation of fear as if, not being actually human yet so 
like humanity, she must therefore be something preternatural There 
was, in truth, an indefinable air and expression that might reasonably in 
duce the query, WTio and from what sphere this daughter of the oak 
should be? The strange rich flowers of Eden on her head the complex 
ion, so much deeper and more brilliant than those of our native beauties 
the foreign, as it seemed, and fantastic garb, yet not too fantastic to be 
worn decorously in the street, the delicately wrought embroidery of the 
skirt the broad gold chain about her neck., the curious ring upon her 
finger the fan, so exquisitely sculptured in open work, and painted to 
resemble pearl and ebony —where coufd Drowne in his sober walk of 
life, have beheld the vision here so matchlessly embodied I And then her 
face’ In the dark eyes, and around the voluptuous mouth, there played a 
look made up of pride, coquetry, and a gleam of mirthfulness, which im 
pressed Copley with the idea that the image was secretly enjoying the 
perplexing admiration of himself and other beholders 
“And will you,’ said heito the carver, “permit this masterpiece to be 
come the figure head of a vessel? Give the honest captain yonder figure 
of Britannia — it will answer his purpose far better — and send this fairy 
fqueen to England, 'where, for aught I know, it may bring you a thousand 
pounds ” 

‘T have not wrought it for money,” said Drowne 
“TOat sort of a fellow is this!” thought Copley “A Yankee, and throw 
away the chance of making his fortune! He has gone mad and thence 
has came this gleam of genms ” 

There was still further proof of Drowne’s lunacy, if credit were due to 
the rumor that he had been seen kneeling at the feet of the oaken lady, 
and gazing with a lovers passionate ardor into the face that his own 
’hands had created The bigots of the day hinted that it would be no mat 
ter of surprise if an evil spirit were allowed to enter this beautiful form, 
and seduce the carver to destruction 

The fame of the image spread far and wide The inhabitants visited it 
so universally, that after a few days of exhibition there was hardly an 
old man or a child who had not become minutely familiar with its aspect 
Even had the story of Drowne s wooden image ended here, its celebrity 
might have been prolonged for many years by the reminiscences of those 
who looked upon it in their childhood, and saw nothing else so beautiful 
m after life But the town was now astounded by an event, the narrative 
of which has formed itself into one of the most singular legends that are 
yet to be metTvith in the traditionary chimney corners ofithe NewiEng 
land metropolis, where old men and women sit dreaming of ith&past, and 
wag their heads at the dreamers of the present and the future 

One fine morning, just before the departure of the Cynosure on her 
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second voyage to Fayal, the commander of that gallant vessel was seen 
to issue from his residence in Hanovei Street He was stylishly dressed m 
a blue broadcloth coat, with gold lace at the seams and button-holes, an 
embroidered scarlet waistcoat, a triangular hat, with a loop and broad 
binding of gold, and wore a silver-hilted.hanger at his side But the good 
captain might have been arrayed m the robes of a prince or the rags of a 
beggai, without m either case attracting notice, while obscured by such a 
companion as now leaned on his aim The people in the street started, 
rubbed their eyes, and either leaped aside from their path, or stood as if 
transfixed to wood or marble in astonishment 

“Do you see it? do you see it^” cried one, with tremulous eagerness 
“It is the very same > ” 

“The same?” answered another, who had arrived in town only the 
night before “Who do you mean? I see only a sea-captain in his shore- 
going clothes, and a young lady in a foreign habit, with a bunch of beau- 
tiful flowers m her hat On my word, she is as fair and bright a damsel as 
my eyes have looked on this many a day! ” 

“Yes, the same! the very same!” repeated the other “Drowne’s 
wooden image has come to life!” 

Here was a miracle indeed' Yet, illuminated by the sunshine, or dark- 
ened by the alternate shade of the houses, and with its garments flutter- 
ing lightly in the morning breeze, there passed the image along tlie street. 
It was exactly and mmutely the shape, the garb, and the face which the 
towns-people had so recently thronged to see and admire Not a rich 
flower upon her head, not a single leaf, but had had its prototjT>e in 
Drowiie’s wooden workmanship, although now their fragile grace had be- 
come flexible, and w^as shaken by every footstep that the wearer made 
The broad gold chain upon the neck w^as identical w ith the one repre- 
sented on the image, and glistened -with the motion imparted by the rise 
and fall of the bosom w^hich it decorated A real diamond sparkled on her 
finger In her right hand she bore a pearl and ebony fan, which she 
flourished with a fantastic and bewitching coquetry, that was likewise 
expressed in all her movements as well as in the style of her beauty and 
the attire that so w^ell harmonized W'lth it The face with its brilliant 
depth of complexion had the same piquancy of mirthful mischief that, 
was fixed upon the countenance of the image, but which w^as here varied | 
and continually shifting, yet abvays essentially the same, like the sunny 
gleam upon a bubbling fountain On the whole, there was something so ’ 
airy and yet so real in the figure, and withal so perfectly did it represent 
Drowne’s image, that people knew not whether to suppose the magic 
wood ethereahzed into a spirit or warmed and softened into an actual 
woman 

“One thing is certain,” muttered a Puritan of the old stamp, “Drowne 
has sold himself to the devil , and doubtless this gay Captain Hunnewell 
IS a party to the bargain ” 

“And I,” said a young man who overheard him, “would almost consent 
to be the third victim, for the liberty of saluting those lovely lips ” 
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“And so would I,” said Coplej, the painter, “for the privilege of tak 
mg her picture ” 

The image, or the apparition, \Nhichever it might be, still escorted bv 
the bold captain, proceeded from Hanover Street through some of the 
cross lanes that make this portion of the town so intricate, to Ann Street, 
thence into Dock Square, and so downward to Drowne’s shop, which 
stood just on the water’s edge The crowd still followed, gathering vol 
ume as it rolled along Never had a modern miracle occurred in such 
broad daylight, nor in the presence of such a multitude of witnesses 
The airy image, as if conscious that she was the object of the murmurs 
and disturbance that swelled behind her, appeared slightly vexed and 
flustered, j et still in a manner consistent with the light vivacity and spor 
tive mischief that were written in her countenance She was observed to 
flutter her fan with such vehement rapidity that the elaborate delicacy 
of its workmanship gave way, and it remained broken in her hand 

Arriving at Drowme’s door, while the captain threw it open, the mar 
vellous apparition paused an instant on the threshold, assuming the very 
attitude of the image, and casting over the crowd that glance of sunny 
coquetry which all remembered on the face of the oaken lady She and 
her cavalier then disappeared 

“Ahl” murmured the crowd, drawing a deep breath, as with one vast 
pair of lungs 

“The world looks darker now that she has vanished,” said some of the 
young men 

But the aged, whose recollections dated as far back as witch times, 
shool their heads, and hinted that our forefathers would have thought 
it a pious deed to bum the daughter of the oak with fire 

‘ If she be other than a bubble of the elements,” exclaimed Copley, “1 
must look upon her face again ” 

He accordingly entered the shop, and there, m her usual comer, stood 
the image, gazing at him, as it might seem, with the very same expression 
of mirthful mischidf that had been the farewell look of the appantion 
when, but a moment before, she turned her face towards the crowd The 
carver stood beside his creation mending the beautiful fan, which by 
some accident was broken in her hand But there was no longer any mo- 
tion in the lifelike image, nor an> real woman m the workshop nor even 
the witchcraft of a sunny shadow, that might have deluded people’s eyes 
as it flitted along the street Captain Hunnewell, too had vanished His 
hoarse sea breezy tones, however, were audible on the other side of a 
door that opened upon the w’ater 

‘Sit doivn in the stern sheets, my lady,” said the gallant captain 
‘ Come, bear a hand, you lubbers, and set us on board in the turning of 
a minute glass ” 

And then was heard the stroke of oars 

“Drowne,’ said Copley with a smile of intelligence, ‘you have been a 
truly fortunate man \Vhat painter or statuary ever had such a subject! 
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No wonder that she inspired a genius into you, and first created the ar- 
tist who afterguards created her image ” 

Drowne looked at him with a visage that bore the traces of tears, but 
from which the light of imagination and sensibility, so recently illumin- 
ating it, had departed He was again the mechanical carver that he had 
been known to be all his lifetime. 

“I hardly understand what you mean, Mr Copley,” said he, putting 
his hand to his brow “This image! Can it have been my woik? Well, I 
have wrought it m a kind of dream, and now that I am broad awake I 
must set about finishing jmnder figure of Admiral Vernon.” 

And forthwith he employed himself on the stolid countenance of one 
of his wooden progeny, and completed it in his own mechanical style, 
from which he was never known afterwards to deviate He followed his 
business industriously for many years, acquiied a competence, and in 
the latter part of his life attained to a dignified station m the church, be- 
ing remembered m records and traditions as Deacon Drowne, the carver 
One of his pioductions, an Indian chief, gilded all over, stood during the 
better part of a century on the cupola of the Province House, bedazzling 
the eyes of those who looked upward, like an angel of the sun Another 
work of the good deacon’s hand a reduced likeness of his friend Cap- 
tain Hunnewell, holding a telescope and quadiant may be seen to this 
day, at the corner of Broad and State streets, serving in the useful ca- 
pacity of sign to the shop of a nautical instrument maker We know not 
how to account for the inferiority of this quaint old figure, as compared 
with the recorded excellence of the Oaken Lady, unless on the supposi- 
tion that in every human spirit there is imagination, sensibility, crea- 
tive power, genius, which, accoi ding to circumstances, may either be de- 
veloped in this world, or shrouded in a mask of dulness until another 
state of being To our friend Drowne tliere came a brief season of excite- 
ment, kindled by love It rendeied him a genius for that one occasion, 
but, quenched in disappointment, left him again the mechanical carver in 
wood, without the power even of appreciating the work that his own 
hands had wrought Yet who can doubt that the very highest state to 
which a human spirit can attain, in its loftiest aspirations, is its truest 
and most natural state, and that Drowne was more consistent vuth him- 
self when he wrought the admirable figure of the m3^stenous lady, than 
when he perpetrated a whole progeny of blockheads? 

There was a rumor in Boston, about this period, that a young Portu- 
guese lady of rank, on some occasion of political or domestic disquietude, 
had fled from her home in Fayal and put herself under the protection of 
Captam Hunnewell, on board of whose vessel, and at whose residence, 
she was sheltered until a change of affairs This fair sti anger must have 
been the original of Drowne’s Wooden Image 
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One of the few incidents of Indian warfare naturally susceptible of the 
moonlight of romance was that expedition undertaken for the defence of 
the frontiers in the year 1725, which resulted in the well remembered 
“Lovell’s Fight ’ Imagination, by casting certain circumstances judicial 
ly into the shade may see much to admire in the heroism of a little band 
who gave battle to twice their number in the heart of the enemy s coun 
try The open bravery displayed by both parties was in accordance with 
civilized ideas of valor and chivalry itself might not blush to record the 
deeds of one or two individuals The battle, though so fatal to those who 
fought; was not unfortunate m its consequences to the country, for it 
broke the strength of a tribe and conduced to the peace which subsisted 
during several ensuing years History and tradition are unusually mm 
ute in their memorials of their affair and the captain of a scouting party 
of frontier men has acquired as actual a military renown as man> a vie 
torious leader of thousands Some of the incidents contained m the fol 
lowing pages will be recognized notwithstanding the substitution of fic 
titious names, by such as have heard, from old men’s lips, the fate of the 
few combatants who were in a condition to retreat after “Lovell’s Fight ” 

The earl} sunbeams hovered cheerfully upon the tree tops beneath 
which two weaiy and wounded men had stretched their limbs the night 
before Their bed of withered oak leaves was strewn upon the small level 
space, at the foot of a rock, situated near the summit of one of the gentle 
swells by which the face of the country is there diversified The mass of 
granite, rearing its smooth, flat surface fifteen or twenty feet above their 
heads, was not unlike a gigantic gravestone, upon which the veins seemed 
to form an inscription in forgotten characters On a tract of several acres 
around this rod oaks and other hard wood trees had supplied the place 
of the pines, which were the usual growrth of the land and a young and 
vigorous sapling stood close beside the travellers 

The severe wound of the elder man had probably deprived him of 
sleep for, so soon as the first ray of sunshine rested on the top of the 
highest tree he reared himself painfully from his recumbent posture and 
sat erect The deep lines of his countenance and the scattered gray of his 
hair marked him as past the middle age but his muscular frame would, 
but for the effect of his wound, have been as capable of sustaining fa 
tigue as in the early vigor of life Languor and e^austion now sat upon 
his haggard features, and the despairing glance which he sent forward 
through the depths of the forest proved his own conviction that his pil 
gnmage was at an end He next turned his eyes to the companion who re 
dined by his side The youth — for he had scarcely attained the years of 
manhood — lay, with his head upon his arm, m the embrace of an unquiet 
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sleep, which a thrill of pain from his wounds seemed each moment on the 
point of breaking His right hand grasped a musket, and, to 'judge from 
the violent action of his features, his slumbers were bringing back a vis- 
ion of the conflict of which he was one of the few survivors A shout 
deep and loud in his dreammg fancy- found its way in an imperfect mur- 
mur to his lips, and, starting even at the slight sound of his own voice, he 
suddenly awoke The first act of reviving recollection was to make anx- 
ious inquiries respecting the condition of his wounded fellow-traveller 
The latter shook his head 

“Reuben, my boy,” said he, “this rock beneath which we sit will serve 
for an old hunter’s gravestone There is many and many a long mile of 
howling wilderness before us yet, nor would it avail me anything if the 
smoke of my own chimney were but on the other side of that swell of 
land The Indian bullet was deadlier than I thought ” 

“You are weary with our three days’ travel,” replied the youth, “and 
a little longer rest will recruit you Sit you here while I search the woods 
for the herbs and roots that must be our sustenance , and, havmg eaten, 
you shall lean on me, and we will turn our faces homeward I doubt not 
that, with my help, you can attain to some one of the frontier garrisons ” 
“There is not two days’ life in me, Reuben,” said the other, calmly, 
“and I will no longer burden you with my useless body, when you can 
scarcely support your own Your wounds are deep and your strength is 
failing fast, yet, if you hasten onward alone, you may be preserved. 
For there is no hope, and I will await death here ” 

“If it must be so, I will remain and watch by you,” said Reuben, reso- 
lutely 

“No, my son, no,” rejoined his companion “Let the wish of a dying 
man have weight with you , give me one grasp of your hand, and get you 
hence Think you that my last moments will be eased by the thought that 
I leave you to die a more lingering death? I have loved you like a father, 
Reuben , and at a time like this I should have something of a father’s 
authority I chaige you to be gone that I may die in peace ” 

“And because you have been a father to me, should I therefore leave 
you to perish and to he unburied in the wilderness?” exclaimed the youth 
“No , if your end be in truth approaching, I will watch by you and re- 
ceive your parting words I will dig a grave here by the rock, in which, if 
my weakness overcome me, we will rest togethei , or, if Heaven gives me 
strength, I will seek my way home ” 

“In the cities and wherever men dwell,” replied the other, “they bury 
their dead in the earth, they hide them from the sight of the living, but 
here, where no step may pass perhaps for a hundred years, wherefore 
should I not rest beneath the open sky, covered only by the oak leaves 
when the autumn winds shall strew them? And for a monument, heie is 
this gray rock, on which my dying hand shall carve the name of Roger 
Malvm, and the traveller in days to come will know that here sleeps a 
hunter and a warrior Tarry not, then, for a folly like this, but hasten 
away, if not for your own sake, for hers who will else be desolate ” 
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Malvin spoke the last few words in a faltering voice, and their effect 
upon his companion was strongly visible They reminded him that there 
were other and less questionable duties than that of sharing the fate of a 
man whom his death could not benefit Nor can it be affirmed that no 
selfish feeling strove to enter Reuben’s heart though the consciousnes'? 
made him more earnestly resist his companion’s entreaties 

“How terrible to wait the slow approach of death m this solitude > ” ex 
claimed he “A brave man does not shrink in the battle and when 
friends stand round the bed, even women may die composedly but 
here” — 

“I shall not shnnk even here, Reuben Bourne,” interrupted Malvin 
“I am a man of no weak heart, and if I were there is a surer support 
than that of earthly friends You are young, and life is dear to you Your 
last moments will need comfort far more than mine, and when you have 
laid me in the earth, and are alone, and night is settling on the forest, you 
Will feel all the bitterness of the death that may now be escaped But I 
tTill urge no selfish motive to your generous nature Leave me for my 
sake, that, having said a prayer for your safety, I may have space to set 
tie my account undisturbed by worldly sorrows ” 

“And your daughter, — how shall I dare to meet her eye? ’ exclaimed 
Reuben ‘She will ask the fate of her father, whose life I vowed to de 
fend with my own Must I tell her that he travelled three days’ march 
with me from the field of battle and that then I left him to perish m the 
wilderness? Were it not better to lie down and die by your side than to 
return safe and say this to Dorcas?’ 

“Tell my daughter,” said Roger Malvin, “that, though yourself sore 
wounded and weak, and weary, you led my tottering footsteps many a 
mile, and left me only at my earnest entreaty, because I would not have 
your blood upon my soul Tell her that through pain and danger you 
were faithful and that if your lifeblood could have sa\ed me it would 
have flowed to its last drop, and tell her that you will be something dear 
er than a father, and that my blessing is with you both, and that my dy 
mg eyes can see a long and pleasant path m which you will journey to- 
gether ” 

As Malvin spoke he almost raised himself from the ground, and the 
energy of his concluding words seemed to fill the wild and lonely forest 
with a vision of happiness but when he sank exhausted upon his bed of 
oak leaves, the light which had kindled in Reuben’s eye was quenched 
He felt as if it were both sin and folly to think of happiness at such a mo- 
ment His companion watched his changing countenance, and sought 
with generous art to w ile him to his own good 

“Perhaps I deceive myself in regard to the time I have to live,’ he re 
sumed ‘ It may be that, with speedy assistance, I might recover of my 
wound The foremost fugitives must ere this have earned tidings of our 
fatal battle to the frontiers and parbes will be out to succor those in like 
condition with ourselves Should you meet one of these and guide them 
hither who can tell but that I may sit by my own fireside again?’ 
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A mournful smile strayed across the features of the dying man asJbe in- 
smuated that unfounded hope, which, however, was not without its ef- 
fect on Reuben No merely selfish motive, nor even the desolate condi- 
tion of Dorcas, could have induced him to desert In’s companion at such 
a moment but his wishes seized on the tliought that IMalvin’s life might 
be pieserved, and his sanguine nature heightened almost to certainty the 
remote possibility of procuring human aid 

“Surely theie is reason, weighty reason, to hope that friends are not 
far distant,” he said, half aloud “There fled one coward, unwounded, in 
the beginning of the fight, and most probalily he made good speed Every 
true man on the frontier would shoulder his musket at the news, and, 
though no party may range so far into the woods as this, I shall perhaps 
encounter them m one day’s march Counsel me faithfully,” he added, 
turning to Malvin, in distrust of his own motives “Were your situation 
mme, would you desert me while life'remamed?” 

“It IS now twenty years,” replied Rogei hlalvin, sighing, liowwer, as 
he secretly acknowledged the wide dissimilarity between the two cases, 
“it IS now twenty years since I escaped with one dear friend from Indian 
captivity neai Montreal We jouineyed many days through tlie ivoods, 
till at length overcome with hunger and weariness, my friend lay down 
and besought me to leave him, for he knew that, if I remained, ivc both 
must perish, and, with but little hope of obtaining succor, I heaped a 
pillow of dry leaves beneath his head and hastened on ” 

“And did you return in time to save him^ ’ asked Reuben, hanging on 
Malvin’s words as if they were to be prophetic of his own success 
“I did,” answered the other “I came upon the camp of a hunting party 
before sunset of the same day I guided them to the spot where my com- 
rade was expecting death , and he is now’' a hale and hearty man upon his 
own farm, far within the fiontiers, while I he w’ounded here m the depths 
of the wulderness ” 

This example, powerful m affecting Reuben’s decision, was aided, un- 
consciously to himself, by the hidden strength of many another motive. 
Roger Malvin perceived that the victory wras neaily w’on 
“Now, go, my son, and Heaven prosper you' ” he said “Turn not back 
with your friends when you meet them, lest your w’ounds and w'earmess 
overcome you , but send hitherward two or three, that may be spared, to 
search for me, and believe me, Reuben, my heart will be lighter with 
every step you take towards home ” Yet theie w^as, perhaps, a change 
both in his countenance and voice as he spoke thus , for, after all, it was 
a ghastly fate to be left expiring m the wilderness 
Reuben Bourne, but half convinced that he was acting rightly, at 
length raised himself from the ground and prepared himself for his de- 
parture And first, though contrary to Malvm’s washes, he collected a 
stock of roots and herbs, which had been their only food during the last 
two days This" useless supply he placed withm reach of the dying man, 
for whom, also, he swept together a bed of dry oak leaves Then climbmg 
to the summit of the rock, which on one side was rough and broken, he 
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bent the oaX sapling downward, and bound hi5 handkerchief to the top 
most branch This precaution was not unnecesarj to direct any who 
might come in search of MaUm, for c\cr 5 part of the rock, except its 
broad, smooth front, was conccalcil at a little distance b> the dense un 
dergrowth of the forest The handkerchief had been the bandage of a 
abound upon Reuben « arm and, as he bound it to the tree, he a owed bj 
the blood that stained it that he would return, cither to sa\c his com 
panion’s life or to la\ his bodj in the grave He then descended, and 
stood with dovvncasl ejes to receive ROf.cr "MaU in s parting words 

The experience of the latter suggesti^ much and minute advice re 
cpecting liie joiilh s journcj through the trackless forest Upon this ‘Jub 
jeet he «pol c with calm earnestness, as if he were sending Reuben to tlic 
battle or the diase while he lnm<clf remained ‘secure at home, and not as 
if the human countenance that v as about to leave him were the last he 
would ever behohl But his firmness was shaken before he concluded 

"Carrj mj blessing to Dorcas and sa> that m> last prajer shall be for 
her and jou Bid her to have no hard thoughts bccau‘:c jou left me here ’ 
— Reubens heart «motc him, — for that jour life would not have 
weighed with vou if its cacnfice could have done me good She will many 
JOU after she has mourned a little while for her father and Heaven grant 
jou long and liappj dajs, and maj jour children s cliildrcn stand round 
jour death bed 1 \nd Reuben, added be, as the weakness of mortalitj 
made its wav at last, return when vour wounds arc hcalerl and jour 
weariness refreshed, — return to this wild rod and laj mj bones in the 
grave, and <a> a prajer over them * 

An almo't superstitious ri'gard arising perhaps from the customs of 
the Indians, whose v*ar w\s with the dead as well as the living was paid 
b> the frontier inhabitants to the rites of sepulture and there arc nianj 
mslancts of the cicnficc of life m the attempt to burj those who had fall 
cn b> the 'sword of the wilderness ’ Reuben therefore felt the full im 
porlancc of the promise which he most solcmnlv made to return and per 
form Roger Malv in s ob«equics It w*as remarkable that the latter, speak 
mg his whole licart in his parting words, no longer endeavored to per 
suadc the jouth that even the speediest succor might avnil to the preser 
vation of Ins life Reuben was intcrnallj convinced that he should see 
Malvins living face no more His generous nature would fain have de 
lajcd him, at whatever risk till the dving scene were past but the dc 
sire of exi'^tencc and the hope of happiness Iiad strengthened in Ins heart, 
and lie was unable to resist them 

“It is enough ’ said Roger Malvin, having listened to Reuben’s prom 
L,e “Go and God ‘:pcc<I jou!” 

The joulh pres cd his hand in silence, turned, and was departing His 
slow and faltering steps however, had borne him but a little waj before 
Slalvms voice recalled Inm 

‘ Reuben, Reuben, ’ ‘:aid he, famtlj and Reuben returned and knelt 
down by the djing man 

‘Raise me, and let me lean against the rock,” was his last request “Mj 
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face will be turned towards home, and I shall see you a moment longer 
as you pass among the trees ” 

Reuben, havmg made the desiied alteration in his companion’s posture, 
again began his solitary pilgi image He walked mote hastily at first than 
was consistent with his strength , for a sort of guilty feeling, which some- 
times torments men in then most justifiable acts, caused him to seek con- 
cealment from Malvin’s eyes, but aftei he had trodden fai upon the 
rustling forest leaves he ciept back, impelled by a wild and painful curi- 
osity, and, sheltered by the earthy loots of an uptorn tiee, ga7ed earnestly 
at the desolate man The morning sun was unclouded, and the trees and 
shrubs imbibed the sweet air of the month of May, yet there seemed a 
gloom on Nature’s face, as if she sympathized with mortal pam and sor- 
row Roger Malvm’s hands were uplifted in a fervent prayct, some of the 
words of which stole through the stillness of the woods and entered Reu- 
ben’s heait, tortuimg it with an unutterable pang They were the broken 
accents of a petition for his own happiness and that of Dorcas, and, as 
the youth listened, conscience, or something in its similitude, pleaded 
strongly with him to return and he down again by the rock He felt how 
haid was the doom of the kind and geneious being A\hom he had deserted 
in his extremity Death would come like the slow approach of a corpse, 
stealing gradually towards him through the forest, and sho^\lng its ghast- 
ly and motionless features from behind a nearer and yet a nearer tree 
But such must have been Reuben’s o\\ n fate had he tarried another sun- 
set, cltA who shall impute blame to him if he shrink from so iisele'^s a sac- 
rifice? As he gave a parting look, a breeze vaved the little banner upon 
the sapling oak and reminded Reuben of his vow 


Many circumstances combined to retard the wounded traveller in his 
way to the frontiers On the second day the clouds, gathei ing densely over 
the sky, precluded the possibility of regulating his course by the position 
of the sun , and he knew not but that every effort of his almost exhausted 
strength was removing him farther from the home he sought His scanty 
sustenance was supplied by the beiries and othei spontaneous products of 
the forest Herds of deer, it is true, sometimes bounded past him, and 
partridges frequently whirred up before his footsteps, but his ammuni- 
tion had been expended in the fight, and he had no means of slaying them 
His wounds, irritated by the constant exertion in vhich lay the only hope 
of life, wore away his strength and at intervals confused his reason But, 
even in the wanderings of intellect, Reuben’s young heart clung strongly 
to existence, and it was only through absolute incapacity of motion that 
he at last sank down beneath a tree, compelled there to await death 

In this situation he was discovered by a party who, upon the first intel- 
ligence of the fight, had been despatched to the relief of the survivors 
They conveyed him to the nearest settlement, which chanced to be that 
of his own residence 

Dorcas, in the simplicity of the olden time, watched by the bedside of 
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her wounded lover, and administered all those comforts that are in the 
sole gift of Oman’s heart and hand Dunng several days Reuben s recol 
lection stra>ed drovvsily among the perils and hardships through which 
he had passed, and he was incapable of returning definite answers to the 
inquiries with which many were eager to harass him No authentic par 
ticulars of the battle had >et been circulated, nor could mothers, wives, 
and children tell whether their loved ones were detained by captivity or 
bj the stronger chain of death Dorcas nourished her apprehensions in 
silence till one afternoon when Reuben awoke from an unquiet sleep, and 
«eemed to recognize her more pcrfect!> than at any previous time She 
saw that his intellect had become composed, and she could no longer re 
strain her filial anxiety 

“My father, Reuben?” she began but the change in her lover’s coun- 
tenance made her pause 

The j outh shrank as if w ith a bitter pain, and the blood gushed vividly 
into his wan and hollow cheeks His first impulse was to cover his face, 
but, apparentl> with a desperate effort, he half raised himself and spoke 
vehemently, defending himself against an imaginary accusation 

“Your father was sore wounded in the battle Dorcas and he bade me 
not burden my«clf with him, but only to lead him to the lakeside that he 
might quench his thirst and die But I would not desert the old man m his 
extremity, and, though bleeding myself, I supported him I gave him 
half my strength, and led him away with me For three days we journeyed 
on together, and your father was sustained beyond my hopes, but, awak 
ing at sunrise on the fourth day, I found him faint and exhausted he was 
unable to proceed his life had ebbed away fast and’ 

‘ He di«ll” exclaimed Dorcas, faintly 

Reuben felt it impossible to advnow ledge that his selfish love of life had 
hurried him away before her fathers fate was decided He spoke not he 
only bowed his head and, between shame and exhaustion, sank, back and 
hid his face in the pillow Dorcas wept when her fears were thus con 
firmed but the shock, as it had been long anticipated was on that ac 
count the less violent 

“\ou dug a grave for my poor father m the wilderness Reuben? ’ was 
the question by which her filial piety manifested itself 

“My hands were weak, but I did what I could,” replied the youth in a 
smothered tone “There stands a noble tombstone above his head and I 
would to Heaven I slept as soundly as he!” 

Dorcas pcrceiv mg the wildness of his latter w ords, inquired no further 
at the time but her heart found case in the thought that Roger Malvm 
had not lacked such funeral rites as it was po'^sible to bestow The tale of 
Reuben’s courage and fidelity lost nothing when she communicated it to 
her fnends and the poor youth, tottering from his sick chamber to 
breathe the sunny air, experienced from every tongue the miserable and 
humiliating torture of unmerited praise All acknowledged that he might 
worthily demand the hand of the fair maiden to whose father he had been 
“faithful unto death ” and, as my tale is not of love, it shall suffice to say 
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that ill the space of a few months Reuben became the husband of Dorcas 
Malvin During the marriage ceiemony tlie bride was covered with blush- 
es, but the bridegroom’s face was pale 
There was now m the breast of Reuben Bourne an incommunicable 
thought something which he was to conceal most heedfully from her 
whom he most loved and trusted He regretted, deeply and bitterly, the 
moral cowardice that had restrained his woids when he was about to dis- 
close the tiuth to Dorcas, but pride, the feai of losing her affection, the 
dread of univeisal scoin, forbade him to lectify this falsehood He felt 
that foi leaving Roger Malvm he deserved no censure His presence, the 
gratuitous sacrifice of his own life, would have added only another and a 
needless agony to the last moments of the dying man, but concealment 
had imparted to a justifiable act much of the secret effect of guilt, and 
Reuben, while reason told him that he had done i ight, experienced in no 
small degree the mental hoirors which punish the perpetrator of undis- 
coveied crime. By a certain association of ideas, he at times almost ima- 
gined himself a murderer For years, also, a thought would occasionally 
recui, which, though he perceived all its folly and extravagance, he had 
not powei to banish from his mind It nas a haunting and torturing fancy 
that his father-m-law xvas 5^et sitting at the foot of the rock, on the with- 
ered forest leaves, alive, and awaiting his pledged assistance. These men- 
tal deceptions, however, came and went, nor did he ever mistake them for 
lealities, but m the calmest and clearest moods of his mind he xvas con- 
scii'as that he had a deep vow uniedeemed, and that an unburied corpse 
was calling to him out of the mldeiness Yet such vas the consequence of 
his prevaiication that he could not obey the call It was now too late to 
require the assistance of Roger IMalvm’s friends m performing his long- 
deferred sepulture, and superstitious fears, of ^^hlch none veie more sus- 
ceptible than the people of the outwaid settlements, forbade Reuben to 
go alone Neither did he know where in the patliless and illimitable forest 
to seek that smooth and letteied rock at the base of which the body lay* 
his remembrance of eveiy portion of his tiavel thence \vas indistinct, and 
the latter part had left no impiession upon his mind There was, however, 
a continual impulse, a voice audible only to himself, commanding him to 
go forth and redeem his vow, and he had a stiange impression that, were 
he to make the trial, he would be led straight to IMalvin’s bones But year 
after year that summons, unheard but felt, was disobeyed His one secret 
thought became like a chain binding down his spirit and like a serpent 
gnawing into his heart, and he w'as transformed into a sad and downcast 
yet irritable man 

In the course of a few years after their marriage changes began to be 
visible m the external prosperity of Reuben and Dorcas The only riches 
of the former had been his stout heart and strong arm , but the latter, her 
father’s sole heiress, had made her husband master of a farm, under older 
cultivation, larger, and better stocked than most of tlie frontier estab- 
lishments Reuben Bourne, however, was a neglectful husbandman, and, 
while the lands of the other settlers became annually moie fruitful, his 
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dclcnonted in the '»imc proportion The di«couni;emcnts to ni^riculturc 
ucrc grcitlj lc<^ncd b> the cc'^Mtion of Indnn during ^^hlch men 
heU the plough in one Innd *ind the mu<kct in the other, nnd ^^c^c ^rtu 
niteif the products of their dingerous lilwr were not destroyed, cither m 
the field or in the Inm, b\ the «i\nge tncm> But Reuben did not profit 
bj the nltcrcd condition of the country nor can it be denied that his in 
ter\“i1s of indu«;tnous attention to his afiiirs were but scantily rewarded 
with •success The irrilabilit> b> which he had recently become distin 
gul hc<l was another cause of his declining prospcril>, as it occasioned 
frcriuent quarrels m his imavoidalilc intercourse w ith the neighboring set 
tiers The results of tin sc ^vcrc innumerable lawsuits for the people of 
New rngland, in the earliest stilts and wildest circumstances of the 
counlrj, adopted whcncycr attainable, the legal motlc of deciding their 
differences To be brief, the world did not go y ell with Reuben Bourne, 
and though not till man} )ear^> after his marriage hcwisfinall} a nnned 
man with but one remaining cqiedicnt again'l the c\il fate that had pur 
suctl him He was to throw sunlight into some deep recess of the forest, 
and seek «ub«i«tcncc from the virgin bosom of the wilderness 
The only child of Reuben and Dorcas a as a son now arn\cd at the 
age of fifteen >cars, beautiful in >outli and gi\ing promise of a glorious 
manhood lie was pcculnrl) qualified for, ami alrcad) beg in to excel in, 
the wild accomplishments of frontier life His foot was ficct his aim tnic, 
his apprehension quick, hus heart glad and high and all who anticipated 
the return of Indian war spoke of Carus Bourne as a future leader in the 
land The bo) was loacd b> his father with a deep and dent strength, as 
if aahateacr was good and happ) in his own nature had been transferred 
to his child, carrjing his aficctions with it Facn Dorcas, though loamg 
and beloacd, was far Ic'-s dear to him for Reuben s secret thoUj,hts and 
insulated emotions had gndinH} made him a ‘elfish man and he could 
no longer loac dc(pl> except \yhcrc he saaa or imagined «omc reflection or 
likenc' of his own mind In Cjriis he rtcognired what he had himself 
been m otlier <Ia}s, and at mtcrails he «cemed to partake of the boy’s 
spirit and to lx: rea lacil with a fresh and happy life Reuben was accom 
pamed by his on ui the expedition for the purpose of selecting a tract of 
land and felling and burning tlic timber which necessarily preceded the 
remoa il of the household gods Two months of autumn aaerc thus occu 
piexl, after which Reuben Bourne and his joung hunter returned to spend 
ihcir last aamlcr in the etllcmenls 


It was carl} m the month of Ala} that the little family snapped astm 
dcr aahateacr tendrils of afTcctions had clung to inanimate objects, and 
bade farewell to the fcav aaho, in the blight of fortune, called themsches 
their friends The sadness of the parting moment had, to each of the pil 
grims, its peculiar Mlcviations Reuben, a moody man, and misanthropic 
because unhappy, strode onward with his usual stem brow and downcast 
e}e, feeling few regrets and disdaining to acknoaaledgc any Dorcas aahile 



1134 THE WORKS OF HAWTHORNE 

she wept abundantly over the bioken ties by which her simple and affec- 
tionate nature had bound itself to everything, felt that the inhabitants of 
her inmost heart moved on with her, and that all else would be supplied 
wherever she might go And the boy dashed one tear-drop from his eye, 
and thought of the adventurous pleasures of the untrodden forest 

Oh, who, in the enthusiasm of a daydicam, has not wished that he were 
a wanderer in a world of summer wilderness, with one fair and gentle be- 
ing hanging lightly on his arm? In youth his free and exulting step would 
know no barrier but the rolling ocean or the snow-topped mountains, 
calmer manhood would choose a home where Nature had strewm a double 
wealth in the vale of some transpaient stream, and when hoary age, after 
long, long years of that pure life, stole on and found him there, it w'ould 
find him the father of a lace, the patriarch of a people, the founder of a 
mighty nation yet to be When deatli, like the sweet sleep whicli w^e wel- 
come after a day of happiness, came ovei him, his far descendants would 
mourn over the venerated dust Enveloped by tradition in mysterious at- 
tributes, the men of future generations would call him godlike, and re- 
mote posterity would see him standing, dimly glorious, far up the valley 
of a hundred centuries 

The tangled and gloomy forest thiough which the personages of my 
tale were wandering differed wudely from the dreamer’s land of fantasy, 
yet there w^as something m their way of life that Nature asserted as her 
own, and the gnawing cares w'hich w’ent wuth them from the world were 
all that now obstructed their happiness One stout and shaggy steed, the 
bearer of all their w^ealth, did not shrink from the added weight of Dor- 
cas, although her hardy breeding sustained her, during the latter part of 
each day’s journey, by her husband’s side Reuben and his son, their mus- 
kets on their shoulders and their axes slung behind them, kept an un- 
wearied pace, each w^atching wuth a hunter’s eye for tlie game that sup- 
plied then food When hunger bade, they halted and prepared their meal 
on the bank of some unpolluted forest brook, w^hich, as they knelt down 
with thirsty lips to dunk, murmured a sw'eet unwillingness, like a maiden 
at love’s first kiss They slept beneath a hut of branches, and aw'oke at 
peep of light refreshed for the toils of another day Dorcas and the boy 
went on joyously, and even Reuben’s spirit shone at intervals with an 
outward gladness, but inwardly there W'as a cold, cold sorrow, which he 
compared to the snowdrifts Ijang deep in the glens and hollow's of the 
rivulets while the leaves were brightly green above 

Cjn-us Bourne was sufficiently skilled in the travel of the W'oods to ob- 
serve that his father did not adhere to the course they had pursued in 
their expedition of the preceding autumn They w'ere now keeping farther 
to the north, striking out more directly from the settlements, and into a 
region of which savage beasts and savage men w'ere as yet the sole pos- 
sessors The boy sometimes hinted his opinions upon the subject, and 
Reuben listened attentively, and once or twuce altered the direction of 
their march in accordance with his son’s counsel, but, havmg so done, he 
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seemed ill at ease His quick and wandering glances were sent forward, 
apparently in search of enemies lurking behind the tree trunks, and see 
mg nothing there, he "would cast his eyes backwards as if in fear of some 
pursuer Cyrus, perceiving that his father gradually resumed the old di 
rection, forbore to interfere, nor, though something began to weigh upon 
his heart, did his adventurous nature permit him to regret the increased 
length and the mystery of their way 

On the afternoon of the fifth day they halted, and made their simple 
encampment nearly an hour before sunset The face of the country, for 
the last few miles, had been diversified by swells of land resembling huge 
waves of a petrified sea and m one of the corresponding hollows a wild 
and romantic spot, had the famil> reared their hut and kindled their fire 
There is something chilling, and yet heart warming, in the thought of 
these three, united by strong bands of love and insulated from all that 
breathe beside The dark and gloomy pines looked down upon them, and, 
as the wind swept through their tops, a pitying sound was heard in the 
forest, or did those old trees groan in fear that men were come to lay the 
axe to their roots at last? Reuben and his son while Dorcas made ready 
their meal, proposed to wander out in search of game, of which that day s 
march had afforded no supply The boy, promising not to quit the vicinity 
of the encampment, bounded off with a step as light and elastic as that of 
the deer he hoped to slay, while his father, feeling a transient happiness 
as he gazed after him, was about to pursue an opposite direction Dorcas, 
m the meanwhile, had seated herself near their fire of fallen branches 
upon the mossgrown and mouldering trunk of a tree uprooted years be 
fore Her employment, diversified by an occasional glance at the pot, now 
beginning to simmer over the blaze, was the perusal of the current year s 
Massachusetts Almanac, which, with the exception of an old black letter 
Bible comprised all the literary wealth of the family None pay a greater 
regard to arbitrary divisions of time than those who are excluded from 
society and Dorcas mentioned, as if the information were of impor 
tance that it was now the twelfth of May Her husband started 

‘ The twelfth of Mayl I should remember it well,” muttered he, while 
many thoughts occasioned a momentary confusion m his mind “Where 
am I? Whither am I wandering? Where did I leave him?” 

Dorcas, too well accustomed to her husband’s wayward moods to note 
any peculiarity of demeanor now laid aside the almanac and addressed 
him in that mournful tone which the tender hearted appropriate to griefs 
long cold and dead 

‘ It was near this time of the month, eighteen years ago, that my poor 
father left this world for a better He had a kind arm to hold his head and 
a kind voice to cheer him, Reuben, in his last moments , and the thought 
of the faithful care you took of him has comforted me many a time since 
Oh death would have been awful to a solitary man m a wild place hi e 
thisl’ 

“Pray Heaven, Dorcas,” said Reuben, in a broken v oice — ‘p ay 
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Heaven that neither of us three dies solitaiy and lies unburied m this 
howling wilderness'” And he hastened away, leaving her to watch the 
fire beneath the gloomj'’ pines. 

Reuben Bourne’s rapid pace gradually slackened as the pang, uninten- 
tionally inflicted by the words of Dorcas, became less acute Many 
stiange reflections, howevei, thionged upon him, and, straying onward 
rathei like a sleep walker than a hunter, it was attributable to no caie of 
his own that his devious course kept him m the vicinity of the encamp- 
ment His steps were impel ceptibly led almost in a ciicle, nor did he ob- 
serve that he was on the verge of a tract of land heavily timbered, but not 
with pine-trees The place of the latter was here supplied by oaks and 
other of the harder woods, and around then loots clusleied a dense and 
bushy undei -growth, leaving, however, bairen spaces between tlie trees, 
thick strewn with witheied leaves Whenever the luslling of the branches 
or the creakmg of the trunks made a sound, as if the forest uere waking 
from slumber, Reuben instinctively raised the musket that rested on his 
arm, and cast a quick, shaip glance on every side, but, convinced by a 
partial observ^ation that no animal was near, he would again give himself 
up to his thoughts He was musing on the strange influence that had led 
him awa}'’ from his premeditated course, and so far into the depths of the 
wilderness Unable to penetrate to the secret place of his soul w’here his 
motives lay hidden, he believed that a supernatural voice had called him 
oiward, and that a supeinatural powder had obstructed his letreat He 
tiustea that it was Heaven’s intent to afford him an opportunity of expi- 
ating his sm , he hoped that he might find the bones so long unburied . 
and that, ha\ang laid the earth over them, peace would thrown its sunlight 
into the sepulchre of his heart From these thoughts he was aroused by a 
rustling in the forest at some distance from the spot to which he had wan- * 
dered Perceiving the motion of some object behind a thick veil of under- 
growth, he fired, with the instinct of a hunter and the aim of a practised 
marksman A low moan, which told his success, and by which c\ en ani- 
mals can express their d3nng agony, w’as unheeded by Reuben Bourne 
What w^ere tlje recollections now breaking upon him? 

The thicket into which Reuben had fired w^as near the summit of a 
sw’^ell of land, and was clustered around the base of a rock wdiich, m the 
shape and smoothness of one of its surfaces, w^as not unlike a gigantic 
gravestone As if reflected m a mirror, its likeness was in Reuben’s mem- 
ory He even recognized the veins w'hich seemed to form an inscription in 
forgotten characters everything remained the same, except that a thick 
covert of bushes shrouded the low^erpait of the rock, and would have hid- 
den Roger Malvm had he still been sitting there Yet in the next moment 
Reuben’s eye was caught by anolhei change that time had effected since 
he last stood where he was now’' standing again behind the eaithy loots of 
the uptom tree The sapling to w^hich he had bound the bloodstained 
symbol of his vow had increased and strengthened into an oak, far indeed 
from its maturity, but with no mean spread of shadowy branches There 
was one singularity observable in this tree which made Reuben tremble 
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The middle and lower branches were In luxuriant life, and an excess ot 
%egetation had fringed the trunk almost to the ground, but a blight had 
apparently stricken the upper part of the oak, and the very topmost 
bough was withered, sapless, and utterly dead Reuben remembered how 
the little banner had fluttered on that topmost bough, when it was green 
and lovely, eighteen jears before Who«e guilt had blasted it? 


Dorcas, after the departure of the two hunters, continued her prepara 
tions for their evening repast Her sylvan table was the moss covered 
trunk of a large fallen tree, on the broadest part of which she had spread 
a snow white cloth and arranged what were left of the bright pewter ves 
sels that had been her pride m the settlements It had a strange aspect 
that one little spot of homely comfort in the desolate heart of Nature 
The sunshine y et lingered upon the higher branches of the trees that grew 
on rising ground but the shadows of evening had deepened mtef the hoi 
low where the encampment was made, and the firelight began to redden 
as It gleamed up the tall trunks of the pines or hovered on the dense and 
obscure mass of foinge that circled round the spot The hexrt of Dorcas 
•was not sad for she felt that it was better to journey In the wilderness 
with two whom she loved than to be a lonely woman in a crowd that cared 
not for her As she busied herself m arranging seats of mouldering wood 
covered with Icav’cs, for Reuben and her son her voice danced through 
the gloomy forest in the measure of a song that she had learned m >outh 
The rude melody, the production X)f a bard who won no name was de 
scriptive of a winter evening in a frontier cottage when secured from 
savage inroad by the high piled snow drifts, the family rejoiced by their 
owTi fireside The whole song possessed the nameless charm peculiar to 
unborrowed thought, but four continually recurring lines shone out from 
the rest like the blaze of the hearth whose joys they celebrated Into them, 
working magic with a few simple words, the poet had instilled the very 
essence of domestic love and household happiness, and they were poetry 
and picture joined in one As Dorcas sang, the w alls of her forsaken home 
seemed to encircle her she no longer saw the gloomy pines, nor heard the 
wind which still as she began each verse sent a heavy breath through the 
branches, and died away m a hollow moan from the burden of the song 
She was aroused by the report of a gun m the vicinity of the encamp 
ment and either the sudden sound, or her loneliness by the glowing fire, 
caused her to tremble violently The next moment she laughed in the 
pride of a mother’s heart 

“i\Iy beautiful young hunterl My boy has slam a deerj” she e\ 
claimed, recollecting that m the direction whence the shot proceeded Cy 
rus had gone to the chase 

She waited a reasonable time to hear her son’s light step hounding over 
the rustling leaves to tell of his success ,But he did not immediately ap 
pear and she sent her cheerful voice among the trees in search of him 

“Cyrus 1 Cyrus 1” 
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His coming was still delayed, and she detei mined, as the report had 
apparently been very near, to seek for him in person Her assistance, also, 
might be necessary m fringing home the venison which she flattered her- 
self he had obtained She theiefore set forwaid, directing her steps by the 
long-past sound, and singing as she went, m order that the boy might be 
aware of her approach and run to meet her From behmd the trunk of 
every tree, and from every hiding-place in the thick foliage of the under- 
growth, she hoped to discover the countenance of hei son, laughing with 
the sportive mischief that is born of affection The sun was now beneath 
the horizon, and the light that came down among the leaves was suffi- 
ciently dim to create many illusions m her expecting fancy. Several times 
she seemed indistinctly to see his face gazing out from among the leaves, 
and once she imagined that he^stood beckoning to her at the base of a 
craggy rock Keeping her eyes on this object, however, it proved to be no 
more than the trunk of an oak fringed to the very ground with little 
branches, one of which, thrust out farther than the rest, was shaken by 
the breeze Making Jier way round the foot of the rock, she suddenly 
found herself close to her husband, who had approached in another direc- 
tion Leanmg upon the butt of his gun, the muzzle of which rested upon 
the withered leaves, he was apparently absorbed m the contemplation of 
some obj'ect at his feet 

“How is this, Reuben? Have you slam the deer and fallen asleep over ' 
him?” exclaimed Dorcas, laughing cheerfully, on her first slight observa- 
tion of his posture and appearance 

He stirred not, neither did he turn his eyes towards her, and a cold, 
shuddermg fear, indefinite. in its source and object, began to creep into 
her blood She now perceived that her husband’s face was ghastly pale, 
and his features weie rigid, as if incapable of assuming any other expres- 
sion than the strong despair which had hardened upon them He gave not 
the slightest evidence that he was aware of her approach 

“For the love of Heaven, Reuben, speak to me'” cried Dorcas, and 
the strange sound of her own voice affrighted her even more than the 
dead silence 

Her husband started, stared into her face, drew her to the front of the 
rock, and pointed with his finger 

Oh, there lay the boy, asleep, but dreamless, upon the fallen forest 
leaves' His cheek rested upon his arm his curled locks were thrown 
back from his brow his limbs were slightly relaxed Had a sudden wear- 
iness overcome the youthful hunter? Would his mother’s voice arouse 
him? She knew that it was death 

“This broad rock is the gravestone of your near kindred, Dorcas,” said 
her husband “Your tears will fall at once over your father and your son ” 

She heard him not With one wild shriek, that seemed to force its way 
from the sufferer’s inmost soul, she sank insensible by the side of her dead 
boy At that moment the withered topmost bough of the oak loosened it- 
self in the stilly air, and fell m soft, light fragments upon the rock, upon 
the leaves, upon Reuben, upon his wife and child, and upon Roger Mai- 
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vm’s bones Then Reuben’s heart was stricken, and the tears gushed out 
like water from a rock The vow that the wounded youth had made the 
blighted man had come to redeem His sm was expiated, — the curse was 
gone from him, and in the hour when he had shed bloc^ dearer to him 
than his own, a prayer, the first for years, went up to Heaven from the 
lips of Reuben Bourne 


THE \RTIST or THE BEAUTIFUL 


An elderly man, with his pretty daughter on hrs arm was passing along 
the street, and emerged from the gloom of the cloudy evening into the 
light that fell acro^^s the pavement from the window of a small shop It 
was a projecting window and on the inside were suspended a variety of 
watches, pinchbeck, silver and one or two of gold all with their faces 
turned from <hc streets, as if churlishly disinclined to inform the wayfar 
ers what o’clock it was Seated within the shop sidelong to the window 
with his pale face bent earnestly over some delicate piece of mechanism 
on which was thrown the concentrated lustre of a shade lamp appeared a 
young man 

* What can Owen A\arland be about?’ muttered old Peter Hovenden, 
himself a retired watchmaker, and the former master of this same young 
man whose occupation he was now wondering at WTiat can the fellow be 
about? These si\ months past I have never come b> his shop without see 
ing him just as steadily at work as now It would be a flight beyond his 
usual foolery to seek for the perpetual motion and yet I know enough of 
my old business to be certain that what he is now so busy with is no part 
of the machinery of a watch ” 

‘ Perhaps father,” said Annie, without showing much interest in the 
question, ‘Owen is inventing a new kind of timekeeper lamsurehehas 
ingenuity enough ’ 

"Poh childl He has not the sort of ingenuity to invent anything better 
than a Dutch toy,” answered her father, who had formerly been put to 
much vexation by Owen Warlands irregular genius ‘A plague on such 
mgenuityl All the effect that ever I knew of it was to spoil the accuracy 
of some of the best watches in my shop He would turn the sun out of its 
orbit and derange the whole course of time, if, as I said before, his inge 
nuity could grasp anything bigger than a child’s toy 1 ’ 

‘Hush, fatherl He hears you!” whispered Annie, pressing the old 
man’s arm ‘His ears are as delicate as his feelings, and you know how 
easily disturbed they arc Do let us move on ’ 

So Peter Hovenden and his daughter Annie plodded on without further 
conversation, until m a by street of the town they found themselves 
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passing the open door of a blacksmith’s shop Within was seen the forge, 
now blazing up and illuminating the high and dusky roof, and now con- 
fining Its lustre to a narrow precinct of the coal-streira floor, according as 
the breath of the bellows was puffed forth or again inhaled into its vast 
leathern lungs In the mtervals of brightness it was easy to distinguish 
objects in remote corners of the shop and the horseshoes that hung upon 
the wall, in the momentary gloom the fire seemed to be glimmering 
amidst the vagueness of unenclosed space Moving about in this red glare 
and alternate dusk was the figure of the blacksmith, well worthy to be 
viei\ed in so picturesque an aspect of light and shade, wheie the bright 
blaze struggled vath the black night, as if each would have snatched his 
comely strength from the other Anon he drew a white-hot bar of iron 
from the coals, laid it on the anvil, uplifted his arm of might, and was 
soon enveloped in the myriads of sparks which the strokes of his hammer 
scattered into the surrounding gloom 

"Xow, that is a pleasant sight,” said the old watchmaker “I know 
what It is to work in gold , but give me the worker in iron after all is said 
and done He spends his labor upon a reality. What say you, daughter 
Annie 

“Play don’t speak so loud, fathei,” whispered Annie, “Robeit Dan- 
forth im11 hear you ” 

“And what if he should hear me^” said Peter Hovenden “I say again, 
it is a good and a wholesome thing to depend upon mam strength and re- 
ality, and to earn one’s bread with the bare and brawny arm of a black- 
smith A watchmaker gets his brain puzzled by his wheels within a wheel, 
or loses his health or the nicety of his eyesight, as was my case, and finds 
himself at middle age, or a little after, past laboi at his own trade and fit 
for nothing else, yet too poor to live at his ease So I say once again, give 
me mam strength for my money And then, how it takes the nonsense out 
of a man' Did you ever hear of a blacksmith being such a fool as Owen 
War land yonder^” 

“Well said, uncle Hovenden'” shouted Robert Danforth from the 
forge, in a full, deep, merry voice, that made the roof reecho “And what 
says ]\Iiss Annie to that doctrine? She, I suppose, will think it a genteeler 
business to tinker up a lady’s watch than to foige a horseshoe or make a 
gridiron ” 

Annie drew her father onward without giving him time for reply 

But we must leturn to Owen Warland’s shop, and spend more medita- 
tion upon his history and charactei than either Peter Hovenden, or prob- 
ably his daughter Annie, or Owen’s old school-fellow, Robert Danforth, 
voiild have thought due to so slight a subject From the time that his lit- 
tle fingers could giasp a penknife, Owen had been remarkable for a deli- 
cate ingenuity, which sometimes produced pretty shapes m wood, princi- 
pally figures of flowers and buds, and sometimes seemed to aim at the 
hidden mj steries of mechanism But it was always for purposes of grace, 
and never with any mockery of the useful He did not, like the crowd of 
school-boy artisans, construct little windmills on the angle of a barn or 
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watermUIs across the neighboring brook Those a\ho discovered such pe 
culnrity in the bo> as to think it worth their while to observe him closely 
sometimes saw reason to suppose that he was attempting to imitate the 
beautiful movements of Nature as exemplified in the flight of birds or the 
activity of little animals It seemed, in fact a new development of the 
love of the beautiful, such as might have made him a poet a painter or a 
sculptor, and which was as completely refined from all utilitarian coarse 
ness as it could have been m cither of the fine arts He looked with singu 
lar distaste at the stiff and regular processes of ordinary machinerj Be 
ing once carried to see a steam engine in the expectation that his intui 
tive comprehension of mechanical principles would be gratified, he turned 
pale and grew sick, as if something monstrous and unnatural had been 
presented to him This horror was partly owing to the size and terrible 
energy of the iron laborer for the character of Owen’s mind was micro 
scopic and tended naturally to the minute in^ccordance with his dimin 
utive frame and the marvellous smallness and delicate power of his fin 
gers Not that his sense of beaut> was thereby diminished into a sense of 
prcttiness The beautiful idea has no relation to size and maj be as per 
fectly developed m a space too minute for any but microscopic mvestjga 
tion as within the ample verge that is measured by the arc of the rainbow 
But at all events, this characteristic minuteness in his objects and accom 
plishments made the world even more incapable than it might otherwise 
have been of appreciating Owen Warlands genius The boy’s relatives 
saw nothing better to be done — as perhaps there was not — than to bind 
him apprentice to a watchmaker, hoping that his strange ingenuity 
might thus be regulated and put to utilitarian purposes 
Peter Hovenden's opinion of his apprentice has already been e\ 
pres«:ed He could make nothing of the lad Owen s apprehension of the 
professional mysteries, it is true, was inconceivably quick, but he alto 
gether forgot or despised the grand object of a watchmakers business 
and cared no more for the measurement of time than if it had been 
merged into eternity So long however as he remained under his old mas 
ter’s care, Owen's Jack of sturdiness made it possible by strict injunctions 
and sharp oversight, to restrain his creative eccentricity within bounds 
but when his apprenticeship was served out, and he had taken the little 
shop which Peter Hovenden’s failing eyesight compelled him to relin 
quish, then did people recognize how unfit a person was Owen Warland 
to lead old blind Father Time along his daily course One of his most ra 
tional projects was to connect n musical operation with the machmer> of 
his watches, so that all the harsh dissonances of life might be rendered 
tuneful, and each flitting moment fall into the abyss of the past in golden 
drops of harmony If a family clock was intrusted to him for repair, — 
one of those tall, ancient clocks that have grown nearly allied to human 
nature by measuring out the lifetime of many generations — ^he would 
take upon himself to arrange a dance or funeral procession of figures 
across its venerable face, representing twelve mirthful or melancholy 
hours Several freaks of this land quite destroyed the young watchmak 



1142 the works of HAWTHORNE 

er’s credit with that steady and matter-of-fact class of people who hold 
the opinion that time is not to be trifled with, whether considered as the 
medium of advancement and prosperity m this world oi preparation for 
the next His custom rapidly diminished a misfortune, however, that 
was probably reckoned among his better accidents by Owen Warland, 
who was becoming more and more absorbed m a secret occupation which 
drew all his science and manual dexterity into itself, and likewise gave 
full employment to the characteristic tendencies of his genius This pur- 
suit had already consumed many months 

After the old w^atchmaker and his pretty daughter had gazed at him 
out of the obscurity of the street, Owen Warland was seized with a flut- 
tering of the nerves, which made his hand tremble too violently to pro- 
ceed with such delicate labor as he was now engaged upon 

‘Tt was Annie herself' ” murmured he ‘T should have known it, by this 
throbbing of my heart, before I heard her father’s voice Ah, how it 
throbs ' I shall scarcely be able to work again on this exquisite mechanism 
to-night Annie' dearest Annie' thou shouldst give firmness to my heart 
and hand, and not shake them thus, for if I stiive to put the very spirit 
of beauty into form and give it motion, it is for thy sake alone O throb- 
bing heart, be quiet' If my labor be thus thwarted there will come vague 
and unsatisfied dreams which will leave me spiritless to-morrow ” 

As he was endeavoring to settle ‘himself again to his task, the shop door 
opened and gave admittance to no other than the stalwart figure which 
Peter Hovenden had paused to admire, as seen amid the light and shadow 
of the blacksmith’s shop Robert Danforth had brought a little anvil of 
his own manufacture, and pecuhaily constructed, which the young artist 
had recently bespoken Owen examined the article and pronounced it 
fashioned according to his wish 

“Why, yes,” said Robert Danforth, his strong voice filling the shop as 
with the sound of a bass viol, “I consider myself equal to anything in the 
way of my own trade, though I should have made but a poor figure 
yours with such a fist as this,” added he, laughing, as he laid his vast 
hand beside the delicate one of Owen “But what then? I put more main 
strength into one blow of my sledge hammer than all that you have ex- 
pended since you were a ’prentice Is not that the truth?” 

“Very probably,” answered the low and slender voice of Owen 
“Strength is an earthly monster I make no pretensions to it My force, 
whatever there may be of it, is altogether spiritual ” 

“Well, but, Owen, what are you about?” asked his old school-fellow, 
still in such a hearty volume of tone that it made the artist shrink, espe- 
cially as the question related to a subject so sacred as the absorbing 
dream of his imagination “Folks do say that you are trying to discover 
the perpetual motion ” 

“The perpetual motion? Nonsense'” replied Owen Warland, with a 
movement of disgust, for he was full of little petulances “It can never be 
discovered It is a dream that may delude men whose brains are mystified 
with matter, but not me Besides, if such a discovery were possible, it 
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would not be ^vorth mynhile to malwc it only to have the secret turned to 
such purposes as are no^\ effected by steam and water power I am not 
ambitious to be honored with the paternity of a new kind of cotton ma 
chine ” 

“That would be droll enough I” cried the blacksmith, breaking out into 
such an uproar of laughter that Owen himself and the bell glas'^es on his 
work board quivered in unison “No, no, Owen I No child of yours will 
have iron joints and sinews Well, I won’t hinder >ou any more Good 
night, Owen, and success, and if >ou need any assistance, so far as a 
downright blow of hammer upon anvil will answer the purpose I m your 
man ” 

And with another laugh the man of mam strength left the shop 
How strange it is ” whispered Owen Warland to himself, leaning his 
head upon his hand, “that all my musings, my purposes my passion for 
the beautiful, m> consciousness of power to create it, — a finer, more ethe 
real power, of which this earthly giant can have no conception — all all 
look so V am and idle whenever my path is crossed by Robert Danforth* 
He would drive me mad were I to meet him often His hard brute force 
darkens and confuses the spiritual element within me but I too wall be 
strong m m) ow n wa> I w lU not yield to him ’ 

He took from beneath a glass a piece of minute machiner>, which he 
set in the condensed light of his lamp and looking intently at it through 
a magnifying glass proceeded to operate with a delicate instrument of 
steel In an instant however, he fell back m his chair and clasped his 
hands, with a look of horror on his face that made its small features as 
impressive as tho«c of a giant would have been 

‘Heaven’ A\Tiat have I done?” exclaimed he The vapor, the influ 
ence of that brute force, — it has bewildered me and obscured my percep 
tion I have made the v ery stroke — the fatal stroke — that I hav e dreaded 
from the first It is all over — the toil of months, the object of my life I 
am ruined’ ’ 

And then, he sat, in strange despair, until his lamp flickered m the 
socket and left the Artist of the Beautiful m darkness 

Thus it IS that ideas, which grow up within the imagination and appear 
so lovely to it and of a value beyond whatever men call valuable, are ex 
posed to be shattered and annihilated by contact with the practical It is 
requisite for the ideal artist to possess a force of character that seems 
hardly compatible with its delicacy he must keep his faith in himself 
while the incredulous world assails him with its utter disbelief he must 
stand up against mankind and be his own sole disciple, both as respects 
his genius and the objects to which it is directed 

Tor a time Owen Warland succumbed to this severe but inevitable test 
He spent a few sluggish weeks with his head so continually resting in his 
hands that the towns people had scarcely an opportunity to see his coun 
tenance When at last it was again uplifted to the light of day, a cold, 
dull, nameless change was perceptible upon it In the opinion of Peter 
Hovenden, however, and that order of sagacious understandings who 
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think that life should be regulated, like clockwork, with leaden weights, 
the alteration was entiiely for the better. Owen now, indeed, applied him- 
self to business with dogged industry It was marvellous to witness the 
obtuse gravity with which he would inspect the wheels of a gieat old sil- 
ver watch , thereby delighting the owner, in whose fob it had been worn 
till he deemed it a portion of his own life, and was accordingly jealous of 
its treatment In consequence of the good report thus acquired, Owen 
Warland was invited by the propei authoiities to regulate the clock in the 
church steeple He succeeded so admirably in this matter of public inter- 
est that the mei chants gruffly acknowledged his merits on ’Change; the 
nurse whispered his praises as she gave the potion in the sick-chamber, 
the lover blessed him at the hour of appointed interview, and the town in 
general thanked Owen foi the punctuality of dinnei time In a word, the 
heavy weight upon his spiiits kept everything in order, not merely within 
his own system, but wheresoever the iron accents of the church clock 
were audible It was a circumstance, though minute, yet characteristic of 
his present state, that, when employed to engrave names oi initials on 
silver spoons, he now wrote the requisite letters in the plainest possible 
style, omitting a vai lety of fanciful flourishes that had heretofore distin- 
guished his work in this kind 

One day, during the era of this happy transformation, old Peter Hov- 
enden came to visit Ins former apprentice 

“Well, Owen,” said he, “I am glad to hear such good accounts of you 
fiom all quarteis, and especially from the town clock yonder, which 
speaks in youi commendation every hour of the twenty-four Only get 
nd altogether of youi nonsensical trash about the beautiful, which I nor 
nobody else, nor yourself to boot, could ever understand, only free 
yourself of that, and your success in life is as sure as daylight. I^’hy, if 
you go on m this way, I should even venture to let you doctor this pre- 
cious old watch of mine, though, except my daughter Annie, I have noth- 
ing else so valuable in the world ” 

“I should hardly dare touch it, sir,” replied Owen, in a depressed tone, 
for he was weighed down by his old master’s presence 

“In time,” said the latter, “In time, you will be capable of it.” 

The old watchmaker, with the freedom naturally consequent on his 
former authority, went on inspecting the work which Owen had m hand 
at the moment, together with other matters tliat were m progress The 
artist, meanwhile, could scarcely lift his head There was nothing so anti- 
podal to his nature as this man’s cold, unimaginative sagacity, by con- 
tact with which everything was converted into a dream eiccept the densest 
matter of the physical world Owen groaned in spirit and prayed fervently 
to be delivered from him 

“But what is this^” cued Petei Hovenden abruptly, taking up a dusty 
bell glass, beneath which appeared a mechanical something, as delicate 
and minute as the system of a butteifiy’s anatomy “What have we here? 
Owen’ Owen! there is witchcraft m these little chains, and wheels, and 
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paddles See! with one pinch of my finger and thumb I am going to de 
ii\ er you from all future peril ” 

“For Heavens sake,” screamed Owen Warland, springing up with 
tvonderful energy, “as you ^^ould not drive me mad, do not touch itl The 
slightest pressure of your finger would ruin me forever ’ 

"Aha, young man! And is it so?” said the old watchmaker, looking at 
him with just enough penetration to torture Owen’s soul with the bitter 
ness of worldly criticism “Well, take your own course, but I warn you 
again that in this small piece of mechanism lives your evil spu-it Shall I 
e-vorcise him?” 

“You are my evni spirit,” answered Owen, much edited, — ^“you and 
the hard, coarse worldl The leaden thoughts and the despondency that 
you fling upon me are my clogs, else I should long ago have achieved the 
task that I was created for ” 

Peter Hovenden shook his head, with the mixture of contempt and in 
dignation which mankind, of whom he was partlj a representative, deem 
themselves entitled to feel towards all simpletons who seek other prizes 
than the dusty one along the highwaj He then took his leave with an up 
lifted finger and a sneer upon his face that haunted the artists dreams 
for many a night afterwards At the time of his old master’s visit, Owen 
was probably on the point of taking up the relinquished task but by this 
sinister event he was thrown back into the state whence he had been 
slowly emerging 

But the innate tendency of his soul had only been accumulating fresh 
vigor during its apparent sluggishness As the summer advanced he al 
most totally relinquished his business, and permitted Father Time, so 
far as the old gentleman was represented by the clocks and watches under 
his control, to stray at random through human life, making infinite con 
fusion among the tram of bewildered hours He wasted the sunshine, as 
people said, in wandering through the woods and fields and along the 
banks of streams There, like a child, he found amusement m chasing but 
terflies or watching the motions of water insects There was something 
truly mysterious in the intentness with which he contemplated these liv 
mg playthings as they sported on the breeze or examined the structure of 
an imperial insect whom he had imprisoned The chase of butterflies was 
an apt emblem of the ideal pursuit in which he had spent so man> golden 
hours but would the beautiful idea ever be yielded to his hand like the 
butterfly that symbolized it? Sweet, doubtless, were these days, and con 
genial to the artist’s soul They were full of bright conceptions, which 
gleamed through his intellectual world as the butterflies gleamed through 
the outward atmosphere, and were real to him, for the instant, without 
the toil, and perplexity, and many disappointments of attempting to 
make them visible to the sensual eye Alas that the artist, whether m 
poetry, or whatever other matenal, may not content himself with the m 
ward enjoyment of the beautiful, but must chase the flitting mystery be 
yond the verge of his ethereal domain, and crush its frail being in seizing 
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it with a material grasp Owen Warland felt the impulse to give external 
reality to his ideas as irresistibly as any of the poets or painters who have 
arrayed the world in a dimmer and fainter beauty, imperfectly copied 
from the richness of their visions 

The night was now his time for the slow progress of re-creating the one 
idea to which all his intellectual activity referred itself Always at the 
appioach of dusk he stole into the town, locked himself within his shop, 
and wrought with patient delicacy of touch for many hours Sometimes he 
was startled by the rap of the watchman, who, when all the world should 
be asleep, had caught the gleam of lamplight through the crevices of 
Owen Warland’s shutters Daylight, to the morbid sensibility of his mind, 
seemed to have an intrusiveness that interfered with his pursuits On 
cloudy and inclement days, therefore, he sat with his head upon his 
hands, muffling, as it were, his sensitive brain in a mist of indefinite mus- 
ings, for it was a relief to escape from the sharp distinctness mth which 
he was compelled to shape out his thoughts during his nightly toil 
From one of these fits of torpor he was aroused by the entrance of 
Annie Hovenden, who came into the shop with the freedom of a customer, 
and also with something of the familiarity of a childish friend She had 
worn a hole through her silver thimble, and wanted Owen to repair it 
“But I don’t know whether you will condescend to such a task,” said 
she, laughing, “now that you are so taken up with the notion of putting 
spirit into machmeiy ” 

“Where did you get that idea, Annie?” said Owen, starting in surprise 
“Oh, out of my own head,” ansivered she, “and from something that I 
heard you say, long ago, when you were but a boy and I a little child 
But come, wall you mend this poor thimble of mine?” 

“Anything for your sake, Annie,” said Owen Warland, “anything, 
even were it to ivork at Robert Danforth’s forge ” 

“And that would be a pretty sight'” retorted Annie, glancing with im- 
perceptible slightness at the artist’s small and slender frame “Well, here 
IS the thimble ” 

“But that IS a strange idea of yours,” said Owen, “about the spiritual- 
ization of matter ” 

And then the thought stole into his mind that this young girl possessed 
the gift to comprehend him better than all the world besides And what 
a help and strength would it be to him in his lonely toil if he could gam 
the sympathy of the only being whom he loved’ To persons whose pur- 
suits are insulated from the common business of life wfflo are either m 
advance of mankind or apart from it there often comes a sensation of 
moral cold that makes the spirit shiver as if it had reached the frozen 
solitudes around the pole What the prophet, the poet, the reformer, the 
criminal, or any other man with human yearnings, but separated from 
the multitude by a peculiar lot, might feel, poor Owen felt 
“Annie,” cried he, growing pale as death at the thought, “how^ gladly 
would I tell you the secret of my pursuit’ You, methinks, would estimate 
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jt nghtly You, I know, would hear jt with a reverence that I must not 
expect from the harsh, material world ’ 

“Would I not? to be sure I wouldl replied Annie Hovenden lightly 
laughing Come explain to me quickl> what is the meaning of this 
little whirligig, so delicately wrought that it might be a plaything for 
Queen Mab See! I will put it m motion ” 

‘ Hold! ” exclaimed Owen, ‘ hold'” 

Annie had but given the slightest possible touch, with the point of a 
needle, to the same minute portion of complicated machinery which has 
been more than once mentioned, when the artist seized her by the wrist 
with a force that made her scream aloud She was affrighted at the con 
vulsion of intense rage and anguish that writhed across his features The 
next instant he let his head sink upon his hands 

‘ Go, Annie,” murmured he * I have deceived myself, and must suffer 
/or it I yearned /or sympathy, and thought and fancied, and dreamed 
that you might give it me but you lack the talisman Annie that should 
admit you into my secrets That touch has undone the toil of months 
and the thought of a lifetime! It was not your fault, Annie but you have 
ruined mel ’ 

Poor Owen Warland! He had indeed erred, yet pardonably for if any 
human spirit could have sufficiently reverenced the processes so sacred m 
his eyes, it must have been i womans Even Annie Hovenden possibly, 
might not have disappointed him had she been enlightened by the deep 
intelligence of love 

The artist spent the ensuing winter in a way that satisfied any persons 
who had hitherto retained a hopeful opinion of him that he was, in truth 
irrevocably doomed to unutility as regarded the world, and to an evil 
destiny on his own part The decease of a relative had put him in posses 
Sion of a small inheritance Thus freed from the necessity of toil, and 
having lost the steadfast influence of a great purpose — great, at least to 
him, — he abandoned himself to habits from which it might have been 
supposed the mere delicacy of his organization would have availed to se 
cure him But when the ethereal portion of a man of genius is obscured 
the earthly part assumes an influence the more uncontrollable because 
the character is now thrown off the balance to which Providence had so 
nicely adjusted it, and which, m coarser natures, is adjusted by some 
other method Owen Warland made proof of whatever show of bliss may 
be found in not He looked at the world through the golden medium of 
wine and contemplated the visions that bubble up so gayly around the 
brim of the glass, and that people the air with shapes of pleasant mad 
ness, which so soon grow ghostly and forlorn Even when this dismal and 
inevitable change had taken place, the young man might still have con 
tmued to quaff the cup of en(^antments though its vapor did but shroud 
life in gloom and fill the gloom with spectres that mocked at him There 
was a certain irksomeness of spirit, which, being real and the deepest 
sensation of which the artist was now conscious, was more intolerable 
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than any fantastic miseries and horrors that the abuse of wine could sum- 
mon up In the latter case he could remember, even out of the midst of 
his trouble, that all was but a delusion, in the former, the heavy anguish 
was his actual life 

From this perilous state he was redeemed by an incident which more 
than one peison witnessed, but of which the shrewdest could not explain 
or conjecture the operation on Owen Warland’s mind It lAas very sim- 
ple On a warm afternoon of spring, as the artist sat among his riotous 
companions with a glass of wine before him, a splendid butterfly flew in 
at the open window and fluttered about his head 

“Ah,” exclaimed Owen, who had drank freely, “are you alive again, 
child of the sun and playmate of the summer breeze, after your dismal 
winter’s nap? Then it is time for me to be at work' ” 

And, leaving his unemptied glass upon the table, he departed and was 
nevei known to sip another drop of wine 

And now, again, he lesumed his wanderings m the \\oods and fields It 
might be fancied that the bright butterfly, which had come so spirit-hke 
into the window as Owen sat wnth the lude revellers, was indeed a spirit 
commissioned to recall him to the pine, ideal life that had so etheralized 
him among men It might be fancied that he went forth to seek this spirit 
in Its sunny haunts, foi still, as in the summer time gone by, he w’as seen 
to steal gently up wherever a butterfly had alighted, and lose himself in 
contemplation of it When it took flight his eyes followed the winged vis- 
ion, as if Its any track w'ould show the path to hea\en But wdiat could be 
the r^i-pose of the unseasonable toil, which was again lesumed, as the 
watchman knew by the lines of lamplight through the crevices of Owen 
Warland’s shutters^ The tow'ns-people had one comprehensne explana- 
tion of all these singularities Ow'en Warland had gone mad' How uni- 
versally efficacious how satisfactory, too, and soothing to the injured 
sensibility of narrowness and dulness is tins easy method of accounting 
for whatever lies beyond the w’orld’s most ordinary scope' From St 
Paul’s days down to oui poor little Aitist of the Beautiful, the same talis- 
man had been applied to the elucidation of all mysteries in the words or 
deeds of men who spoke or acted too wnsely or too w^ell In Ow^en War- 
land’s case the judgment of his towns-people may have been correct Per- 
haps he w'as mad The lack of sympathy that contrast betw^een himself 
and his neighbors which took aw'ay the restraint of example w’as enough 
to make him so Or possibly he had caught just so much of ethereal ra- 
diance as served to bewilder him, m an earthly sense, by its intermixture 
With the common daylight 

One evening, when the artist had returned from a customary ramble 
and had just thrown the lustre of his lamp on tlie delicate piece of work 
so often interrupted, but still taken up again, as if his fate were embodied 
in its mechanism, he w^as surpiised by the entrance of old Peter Hoven- 
den Owen never met this man without a shrinking of the heart Of all the 
world he was most terrible, by reason of a keen understanding which saw 
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SO distinctly what it did see, and disbelieved so uncompromisingly m 
what it could not see On this occasion the old watchmaker had merely a 
gracious word or two to say 

“Onen, my lad,” said he, “tte must see you at my house to-morrow 
night ” 

The artist began to mutter some excuse 

“Oh but it must be so,’ quoth Peter Hovenden, “for the sake of the 
days when you were one of the household \'\Tiat, my boy! don’t you 
know that my daughter Annie is engaged to Robert Danforth? We are 
making an entertainment, in our humble way, to celebrate the event ’ 

Ahf ’ said Owen 

That little monosyllable was all he uttered its tone seemed cold and 
unconcerned to an ear like Peter Hovenden’s, and yet there was in it the 
stifled outcry of the poor artist’s heart, which he compressed within him 
like a man holding down an evil spirit One slight outbreak, however im 
perceptible to the old watchmaker, he allowed himself Raisuig the in 
stniment with which he was about to begin his work, he let it fall upon 
the little system of machinery that had, anew, cost him months of 
thought and toil It was shattered by the stroke I 

Owen Warland’s story viould have been no tolerable representation of 
the troubled life of those who strive to create the beautiful d, amid all 
other thwarting influences, love had not interposed to steal the cunning 
from his hand Outwardly he had been no ardent or enterprising lover 
the career of his passion had confined its tumults and vicissitudes so en 
tirely within the artist’s imagination that Annie herself had scarcely more 
than a woman’s intuitive perception of It but m Owen’s view, it covered 
the whole field of his life Forgetful of the time when she had shown her 
self incapable of any deep response, he had persisted in connecting all 
bis dreams of atUsUcal success valb Anme s vmage sbe was the visible 
shape in which the spiritual power that he worshipped, and on whose al 
tar he hoped to lay a not unworthy offering, was made manifest to him 
Of course he had deceived himself there were no such attributes in An 
me Hovenden as his imagination had endowed her with She m the as 
pect which she wore to his inward vision was as much a creature of his 
own as the mysterious piece of mechanism would be were it ever realized 
Had he become convinced of his mistake through the medium of success 
ful love — had he won Annie to his bosom, and there beheld her fade 
from angel into ordinary woman — the disappointment might have driv 
en him back, with concentrated energy, upon his sole remaining object 
On the other hand had he found Annie what he fancied, hi5 lot would 
have been so rich m beauty that out of its mere redundancy he might 
have wrought the beautiful into many a worthier type than he had toiled 
for , but the guise in which his sorrow came to him, the sense that the an 
gel of his life had been snatched away and given to a rude m^n of earth 
and iron, who could neither need nor appreciate her ministrations, — this 
was the very perversity of fate that makes human existence appear too 
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absurd and contradictory to be the scene of one other hope or one other 
fear. There was nothing left for Owen Warland but to sit down like a 
man that had been stunned 

He went through a fit of illness After his recovery his small and slen- 
der frame assumed an obtuser garniture of flesh than it had ever before 
worn His thin cheeks became lound, his delicate little hand, so spiritual- 
ly fashioned to achieve fairy task-work, grew plumper than the hand of 
va thriving infant His aspect had a childishness such as might have in- 
duced a stranger to pat him on the head pausing, however, in the act, to 
wonder what manner of child was here It was as if the spirit had gone 
out of him, leaving the body to flourish m a sort of vegetable existence 
Not that Owen Warland was idiotic He could talk, and not irrationally 
Somewhat of a babbler, indeed, did people begin to think him, for he 
was apt to discourse at wearisome length of marvels of mechanism that he 
had read about m books, but which he had learned to consider as abso- 
lutely fabulous Among them he enumerated the Man of Brass, construct- 
ed by Albertus Magnus, and the Brazen Head of Friar Bacon, and, com- 
ing down to later times, the automata of a little coach and horses, which 
it was pretended had been manufactured for the Dauphin of France, to- 
gether with an insect that buzzed about the ear like a living fly, and yet 
was but a contrivance of minute steel springs There was a story, too, of 
a duck that waddled, and quacked, and ate, though, had any honest citi- 
zen purchased it for dinner, he would have found himself cheated with 
the mere mechanical apparition of a duck 

‘'But all these accounts,” said Owen Warland, “I am now satisfied are 
mere impositions ” 

Then, m a mysterious way, he would confess that he once thought dif- 
ferently In his idle and dreamy days he had considered it possible, in a 
certain sense, to spiritualize machinery, and to combine with the new 
species of life and motion thus produced a beauty that should attain to 
the ideal which Nature has proposed to herself in all her creatures, but 
has never taken pains to realize He seemed, however, to retain no very 
distinct perception either of the process of achieving this object or of the 
design itself 

“I have thrown it all aside now,” he would say “It was a dream such 
as young men are always mystifying themselves with Now that I have 
acquired a little common sense, it makes me laugh to think of it ” 

Poor, poor and fallen Owen Warland' These were the symptoms that 
he had ceased to be an inhabitant of the better sphere that lies unseen 
around us He had lost his faith in the invisible, and now prided himself, 
as such unfortunates invariably do, m the wisdom which rejected much 
that even his eye could see, and trusted confidently in nothing but what 
his hand could touch This is the calamity of men whose spiritual part 
dies out of them and leaves the grosser understanding to assimilate them 
more and more to the things of which alone it can take cognizance, but 
in Owen Warland the spirit was not dead nor passed away, it only slept 

How It awoke again is not record^f^ "Perhaps the torpid slumber was 
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broken by a convulsive pain Perhaps, as in a former instance, the but 
terfly came and hovered about his head and remspired him, — as indeed 
this creature of the sunshine had always a mysterious mission for the ar 
tist, — remspired him with the former purpose of his life Whether it were 
pain or happiness that thrilled through his veins, his first impulse was to 
thank Heaven for rendering him again the being of thought, imagination, 
and keenest sensibility that he had long ceased to be 

“Now for my task,” said he “Never did I feel such strength for it as 
now” 

Yet, strong as he felt himself, he was incited to toil the more diligently 
by an anxiety lest death should surprise him in the midst of his labors 
This anxiety, perhaps, is common to all men who set their hearts upon 
anything so high, in their own view of it, that life becomes of importance 
only as conditional to its accomplishment So long as we love life for it 
self, we seldom dread the losing it When we desire life for the attainment 
of an object, we recognize the frailty of its texture But, side by side with 
this sense of insecurity, there is a vital faith in our invulnerability to the 
shaft of death while engaged m any task that seems assigned by Provi 
dence as our proper thing to do, and which the world would have cause 
to mourn for should we leave it unaccomplished Can the philosopher, 
big with the inspiration of an idea that is to reform mankind, believe that 
he is to be beckoned from this sensible existence at the very instant when 
he is mustering his breath to speak the word of light? Should he pensh so, 
the weary ^ges may pass away — the world’s, whose life sand may fall, 
drop by drop — before another intellect is prepared to develop the truth 
that might have been uttered then But history affords many an example 
where the most precious spirit at any particular epoch manifested m hu 
man shape, has gone hence untimely, without space allowed him, so far 
as mortal judgment could discern, to perform his mission on the earth 
The prophet dies and the man of torpid heart and sluggish brain lives 
on The poet leaves his song half sung or finishes it beyond the scope of 
mortal ears, m a celestial choir The painter — as Allston did — leaves half 
his conception on the canvas to sadden us with its imperfect beauty and 
goes to picture forth the whole, if it be no irreverence to say so m the 
hues of heaven But rather such incomplete designs of this life will be 
perfected nowhere This so frequent abortion of man’s dearest projects 
must be taken as a proof that the deeds of earth, however etherealized by 
piety or genius are without value except as exercises and manifestations 
of the spirit In heaven all ordinary thought is higher and more melo 
dious than Milton s song Then, would he add another verse to any strain 
that he had left unfinished here? 

But to return to Owen Warland It was his fortune, good or ill, to 
achieve the purpose of his life Pass we over a long space of intense 
thought, yearning effort, minute toil, and wasting anxiety, succeeded by 
an instant of solitary triumph let all this be imagined and then behold 
the artist, on a winter evening seeking admittance to Robert Danforth’s 
fireside circle There he found the man of iron, with his massive substance 
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thoroughly warmed and attempered by domestic influences And there 
was Annie, too, now tiansfoimed into a matron, with much of her hus- 
band’s plain and sturdy nature, but imbued, as Owen Warland still be- 
lieved, with a finer grace, that might enable her to be the interpreter be- 
tween strength and beauty It happened, likewise, that old Peter Hoven- 
den was a guest this evening at his daughter’s fireside, and it was his well- 
remembeied expression of keen, cold criticism that first encountered the 
artist’s glance 

“My old friend Owen'” cried Robert Danforth, starting up, and com- 
pressing the artist’s delicate fingers wnthin a hand that was accustomed 
to giipe bars of iron “This is kind and neighboily to come tc us at last 
I was afraid your perpetual motion had bewitched you out of the remem- 
brance of old times ” 

“We are glad to see 3^011,” said Annie, while a blush reddened her ma- 
tronly cheek “It was not like a friend to stay from us so long ” 

“Well, Ow'en,” inquired the old w'atchmaker, a? his first greeting, “how 
comes on the beautiful? Have you created it at last?” 

The artist did not immediately icply, being startled by the apparition 
of a young child of strength that was tumbling about on the carpet, a 
little peisonage who had come nwsteriousl}^ out of the infinite, but wuth 
something so sturdy and leal in his composition that he seemed moulded 
out of the densest substance wfliich earth could supply This hopeful in- 
fant ciawled towards the new'-comer, and setting himself on end, as Rob- 
ert Danforth expressed the posture, stared at Owen w’lth a look of such 
sagacious observation that the mother could not help exchanging a proud 
glance with her husband But the aitist w'as disturbed by the child’s look, 
as imagining a resemblance betw'een it and Petei Hovenden’s habitual 
expression He could have fancied that the old watchmaker was com- 
pressed into this baby shape, and looking out of those babj'- eyes, and re- 
peatmg, as he now' did, the malicious question 

“The beautiful, Ow'en' How comes on the beautiful? Have 3mu suc- 
ceeded in creating the beautiful?” 

“I have succeeded,” replied the artist, wnth a momentary light of tri- 
umph in his eyes and a smile of sunshine, yet steeped m such depth of 
thought that it w'as almost sadness “Yes, my fiiends, it is the truth I 
have succeeded ” 

“Indeed'” cried Anme, a look of maiden mirthfulness peeping out of 
her face again “And is it lawful, now, to inquire what the secret is?” 

“Surely, it is to disclose it that I have come,” answered Owen War- 
land “You shall know, and see, and touch, and possess the secret' For, 
Annie, if by that name I may still address the friend of my boyish 
years, Anme, it is for your bridal gift that I have wrought this spirit- 
ualized mechanism, this harmony of motion, this mystery of beauty It 
comes late, indeed, but it is as we go onward m life, when objects begin 
to lose their freshness of hue and our souls their delicacy of perception, 
that the spirit of beauty is most needed If, forgive me, Annie, if you 
know how-to value this gift, it can never come too late.” 
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He produced, as he spoke, what seemed a jewel bo’j It was carved rich 
ly out of ebony by his own hand, and inlaid with a fanciful tracery of 
pearl, repre'^entmg a boy in pursuit of a butterfly, which, elsewhere, had 
become a winged spirit, and was flying heavenward while the boy, or 
youth, had found such efficacy m his strong desire that he ascended from 
earth to cloud, and from cloud to celestial atmosphere, to win the beauti 
ful This case of ebony the artist opened, and bade ^nme place her fin 
gers on its edge She did so, but almost screamed as 1 butterfly fluttered 
forth, and, alighting on her fingers tip, sat waving the ample magnifi 
cence of its purple and gold speckled wings as if m prelude to a flight It 
IS impossible to express by words the glory, the splendor, the delicate gor 
geousness which w^ere softened into the beauty of this object Natures 
ideal butterfly was here realized in all its perfection not m the pattern 
of such faded insects as flit among earthly flowers, but of those which 
hover across the meads of paradise for child angels and the spints of de 
parted infants to disport themselves with The rich down was visible upon 
its wings the lustre of its eyes seemed instinct with spirit The firelight 
glimmered around this wonder — the candles gleamed upon it, but it glis 
tened apparently by its owai radiance and illuminated the finger and out 
stretched hand on which it rested with a white gleam like that of preciou 
stones In its perfect beauty, the consideration of size was entirely lost 
Had its wings overreached the firmament, the mind could not have been 
more filled or satisfied 

“Beautiful! beautiful!” exclaimed Annie “Is it alive? Is it alive?' 

“Alive? To be sure It is,’ answered her husband “Do you suppose any 
mortal has skill enough to make a butterfly, or would put himself to the 
trouble of making one, when my child may catch a score of them m a 
summers afternoon? Alive? Certainly! But this pretty box 12 undoubt 
edly 0/ our friend Owen’s mariQfaclure and rea)ly it does bun credit ’ 

At this moment the butterfly waved its wings anew, with a motion so 
absolutely lifelike that Annie was startled and even awestricken, for, m 
spite of her husband s opinion, she could not satisfy herself whether it was 
indeed a hv mg creature or a piece of wondrous mechanism 

“Is it alive?” she repeated, more earnestly than before 

“Judge for y ourself, ’ said Owen Warland, who stood gaaing m her face 
with fixed attention 

The butterfly now flung itself upon the air, fluttered round Annie s 
head, and soared into a distant region of the parlor, still making itself 
perceptible to sight by the starry gleam in which the motion of its wings 
enveloped it The infant on the floor followed its course with his saga 
Clous little eyes After flying about the room, it returned in a spiral curve 
and settled ogam on Annie s finger 

‘ But is it alive?” exclaimed she again, and the finger on which the 
gorgeous mystery had alighted was so tremulous that the butterfly vva" 
forced to balance himself with his wings “Tell me if it be alive, or wheth 
er you created it ” 

“Wherefore ask who created it, so it be beautiful? ’ replied Owen War 
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land “Alive? Yes, Annie, it may well be said to possess life, for it has 
absorbed my own being into itself, and in the secret of that butterfly, and 
in its beauty, which is not merely outward, but deep as its whole sys- 
tem, is represented the intellect, the imagination, the sensibility, the 
soul of an Artist of the Beautiful’ Yes, I created it But” and here his 
countenance somewhat changed “this butterfly is not now to me what 
It was when I beheld it afar off in the daydi earns of my youth ” 

“Be it what it may, it is a pretty plaything,” said the blacksmith, grin- 
ning with childlike delight “I wonder whether it would condescend to 
alight on such a great clumsy finger as mine? Hold it hither, Annie.” 

By the artist’s direction, Annie touched her finger’s tip to that of her 
husband, and, after a momentary delay, the butterfly fluttered from one 
to the other It preluded a second flight by a similar, yet not precisely 
the same, waving of wings as in the first experiment, then, ascending 
from the blacksmith’s stalwart finger, it rose in a gradually enlarging 
curve to the ceiling, made one wide sneep around the room, and returned 
with an undulating movement to the point whence it had started 

“Well, that does beat all nature'” cried Robert Danforth, bestowing 
the heartiest praise tliat he could find expression for , and, indeed, had he 
paused there, a man of finer words and nicer perception could not easily 
have said more “That goes beyond me, I confess But what then^ There 
IS more real use in one downright blow of my sledge hammer than m the 
whole five years’ labor that our friend Owen has wasted on this butter- 
fly ” 

Here the child clapped his hands and made a great babble of indistinct 
uiteiance, apparently demanding that the butterfly should be given him 
for a plaything 

Owen Warland, meanwhile, glanced sidelong at Annie, to discover 
whether she sympathized in her husband s estimate of the comparative 
value of the beautiful and the practical There was, amid all her kindness 
towards himself, amid all the wonder and admiration with w’hich she con- 
templated the marvellous work of his hands and incarnation of his idea, 
a secret scorn too secret, perhaps, for her own consciousness, and per- 
ceptible only to such intuitive discernment as that of the artist But 
Owen, m the latter stages of his pursuit, had risen out of the region m 
which such a discovery might have been toi ture He knew that the wmrld, 
and Annie as the representative of the world, wdiatever praise might be 
bestowed, could never say the fitting word nor feel the fitting sentiment 
which should be the perfect recompense of an artist ivho, symbolizing a 
lofty moral by a material trifle, converting wdiat was earthlj’’ to spirit- 
ual gold, had won the beautiful into his handiwork Not at this latest 
moment was he to learn that the rew'ard of all high performance must be 
sought within itself, or sought in vain There was, how^ever, a view of the 
matter which Annie and her husband, and even Peter Hovenden, might 
fully have understood, and which would have satisfied them that the toil 
of years had here been worthily bestowed Owen Warland might have 
lold them that this butterfly, this plaything, this bridal gift of a poor 
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Tvatchmaker to a blacksmith’s wife, was, in truth, a gem of art that a 
monarch would have purchased with honors and abundant wealth, and 
have treasured it among the jewels of his kingdom as the most unique 
and wondrous of them all But the artist smiled and kept the secret to 
him'^jlf 

‘Father, ” said Annie, thinking that a word of praise from the old 
wTitchmaker might gratify his former apprentice, “do come and admire 
this pretty butterfly ” 

‘l^t us see,” said Peter Hovenden, rising from his chair, with a sneei 
upon his face that alwajs made people doubt, as he himself did in every 
thing but 1 material evistencd ‘ Here is m> finger for it to alight upon I 
shall understand it better when once I have touched it ” 

But, to the increased astonishment of Annie, when the tip of her fath 
er’s finger was pressed against that of her husband, on which the butter 
fly still rested, the insect drooped its wings and seemed on the point of 
falling to the floor Even the bright spots of gold upon its wings and body, 
unless her eyes deceived her, grew dim, and the glowing purple took a 
dusky hue, nnd the sLirry lustre that gleamed around the blacksmith s 
hand became faint and vanished 
“It IS d>ing! It IS dyingl” cried Annie, m alarm 
“It has been delicately wrought,” said the artist, calmly As I told 
you, It has imbibed a spintual essence— call it magnetism, or what you 
will In an atmosphere of doubt and mockery its exquisite susceptibility 
suffers torture, as does the soul of him who instilled his own life into it 
It has already lost its beauty m a few moments more its mechanism 
would be irreparably injured ” 

“Take away your hand, fathcrl” entreated Annie, turning pale “Here 
IS my child let it rest on his innocent hand There, perhaps, its life will 
revive and its colors grow brighter than ever ” 

Her father, with an acrid smile, withdrew his finger The butterfly then 
appeared to recover the power of voluntary motion, while its hues as 
sumed much of their original lustre, and the gleam of starlight, which 
was its most ethereal attribute, again formed a halo round about it At 
first when transferred from Robert Danforth s hand to the small finger 
of the child, this radiance grew so powerful that it positively threw the 
little fellow’s shadow back against the wall He, meanwhile, e'Vtended his 
plump hand as he had seen his father and mother do, and watched the 
waving of the insect’s wings with infantine delight Nevertheless, there 
was a certain odd expression of sagacity that made Owen Warland feel 
as if here were old Pete Hovenden, partially, and but partially, redeemed 
from his hard scepticism into childish faith 
‘How wise the little monkey looksl” whispered Robert Danforth to 
his wife 

“I never saw such a look on a child s face,” answered Annie, admiring 
her own infant, and with good reason, far more than the artistic butter 
fly “The darling knows more of the mystery than we do ” 

As if the butterfly, like the artist, were consr ''us of something not en 
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tirely congenial in the child’s nature, it alternately spaikled and grew 
dim At length it arose from the small hand of the infant with an airy mo- 
tion that seemed to bear it upwaid without an effort, as if the ethereal in- 
stincts with which its master’s spirit had endowed it impelled this fair 
vision involuntarily to a higher sphere Had there been no obstruction, it 
might have soared into the sk}^ and gioiMi immoital But its lustre 
gleamed upon the ceiling, the exquisite texture of its vings brushed 
against that earthly medium , and a sparkle or two, as of stardust, floated 
downward and lay glimmering on the carpet Then the butterfly came 
fluttering down, and, instead of retuiniilg to the infant, was apparently 
attracted towards the artist’s hand 

“Not so' not so ' ” murmured Owen Warland, as if his handiwork could 
have understood him “Thou has gone forth out of thy master’s heart 
Theie is no return for thee ” 

With a wavering movement, and emitting a tremulous radiance, the 
butterfly struggled, as it weie, towards the infant, and was about to alight 
upon his finger, but w’hile it still ho\ered in the air, the little child of 
strength, with his giandsire’s sharp and shrewd expression m his face, 
made a snatch at the marvellous insect and compressed it m his hand 
Annie screamed Old Peter Hovenden burst into a cold and scornful 
laugh The blacksmith, by mam force, unclosed the infant’s hand, and 
found v/ithin the palm a small heap of glittering fragments, whence the 
mysteiy of beauty had fled fore\er And as for Owen Warland, he looked 
placidly at w^hat seemed the rum of his life’s labor, and w'hich w'as j et no 
rum He had caught a far other butterfly than tins ^^fl^en the artist rose 
high enough to achieve the beautiful, the symbol by which he made it 
perceptible to mortal senses became of little value in his eyes wdnle his 
spirit possessed itself m the enjoyment of the reality 
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THE SNOW IMAGE 


A Childish Mikacle 

One afternoon of a cold winter’s day, when the sun shone forth with 
chilly brightness, after a long storm, two children asked leave of their 
mother to run out and play in the new fallen snow The elder child was a 
little girl, whom, because she was of a tender and modest disposition, and 
was thought to be very beautiful, her parents, and other people who were 
familiar with her, used to call Violet But her brother was known by the 
style and title of Peony, on account of the ruddmess of his broad and 
round little phiz, which made everybody think of sunshine and great scar 
let flowers The father of these two children, a certain Mr Lindsey, it is 
important to say, was an excellent but exceedingly matter of fact sort of 
man, a dealer m hardware, and was sturdily accustomed to take what is 
called the common sense view of all matters that came under Kis consid 
eration With a heart about as tender as other people s, be had a head as 
hard and impenetrable, and therefore, perhaps, as empty, as one of the 
iron pots which it was a part of his business to sell The mother s charac 
ter, on the other hand, had a strain of poetry m it, a trait of unworldly 
beauty, — a delicate and dewy flower, as it were, that had survived out of 
her imagmative youth, and still kept itself alive amid the dusty realities 
of raatnmony and motherhood 

So, Violet and Peony, as I began with saying, besought their mother to 
let them run out and play m the new snow for though it had looked so 
dreary and drifting downward out of the gray sky, it had a very 

cheerful aspect, now that the sun was shining on it The children dwelt in 
a city, and had no wider play place than a little garden before the house, 
divided by a white fence from the street and wnth a pear tree and two or 
three plum trees overshadowing it, and some rose bushes just in front of 
the parlor windows The trees and shrubs however, were now leafless 
and their twigs were enveloped in the light snow, which thus made a kind 
of wintry foliage, with here and there a pendent icicle for the fruit 

“Yes, Violet, — ^yes, my little Peony, said their kind mother, ‘ you 
may go out and play in the new snow ” 

Accordingly, the good lady bundled up her darlings m woollen jackets 
and wadded sacks, and put comforters round their necks, and a pair of 
striped gaiters on each little pair of legs, and worsted mittens on their 
hands, and gave them a kiss apiece, by way of a spell to keep away Jack 
Frost Forth saihed the two cbildiew, with a hop skip and jump, that 
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carried them at once into the very heart of a huge snow-drift, whence 
Violet emerged like a snow-bunting, while little Peony floundered out 
with his round face in full bloom Then what a merry time had they’ To 
look at them, frolicking in the wintry garden, you would have thought 
that the dark and pitiless storm had been sent for no other purpose but 
to provide a new plaything for Violet and Peony, and that they them- 
selves had been created, as the snow-birds were, to take delight only in 
the tempest, and m the white mantle which it spread over the earth 
At last, when they had frosted one another all over with handfuls of 
snow, Violet, after laughing heartily at little Peony’s figure, was struck 
with a new idea 

“You look exactly like a snow-image, Peony.” said she, “if your cheeks 
were not so red And that puts me in mind' Let us make an image out of 
snow, an image of a little girl, and it shall be our sister, and shall run 
about and play with us all winter long Won’t it be nice^” 

“Oh yes' ” cried Peony, as plainly as he could spealc, for he was but a 
little boy “That will be nice' And.mamma shall see it'” 

“Yes,” answeied Violet, “mamma shall see the ne\^ little girl But she 
must not make her come into the waim parlor, for, you know, our little 
snow-sister will not love the warmth ” 

And forthwnth the children began this great business of making a snow- 
image that should run about, -while their mother, who vas sitting at the 
window and overheard some of their talk, could not help smiling at the 
gravity with w'hich they set about it They really seemed to imagine that 
there would be no difficulty whatever in creating a live little girl out of 
the snow And, to say the truth, if miracles are ever to be wrought, it will 
be by putting our hands to the W'ork in precisely such a simple and un- 
doubting frame of mind as that in which Violet and Peony now under- 
took to perform one, without so much as knowing that it wvis a miracle 
So thought the mother, and thought, likewnse, that the new* snow, just 
fallen from heaven, would be excellent material to make new beings of, if 
it were not so very cold She gazed at the children a moment longei, de- 
lighting to w^atch their little figures, the girl, tall for her age, graceful 
and agile, and so delicately colored that she looked like a cheerful thought 
more than a physical reality, while Peony expanded m breadth rather 
than height, and rolled along on his short and sturdy legs as substantial 
as an elephant, though not quite so big Then the mother resumed her 
wwk What it w^as I forget, but she was either trimming a silken bonnet 
for Violet, or darning a pair of stockings for little Peony’s short legs 
Agam, however, and again, and yet other agaihs, she could not help turn- 
ing hei head to the window to see how the children got on with their 
snow-image 

Indeed, it was an exceedingly pleasant sight, those bright little souls 
at their task! Moreover, it was really wonderful to observe how know'- 
ingly and skilfully they managed the matter Aholet assumed the chief 
direction, and told Peony what to do, while, with hei own delicate fingers, 
she shaped out all the nicer parts of the snow-figure It seemed, in fact. 
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not so much to be made by the children, as to grow up under their hands, 
while they ^\ere playing and prattling about it Their mother \vas quite 
surprised at this , and the longer she looked, the more and more surprised 
she grew 

MVhat remarkable children mine arel” thought she, smiling with a 
mother’s pride and, smiling at herself, too, for being so proud of them 
“What other children could ha\e made anything so like a little girl s fig 
ure out of snow at the first trial? Well but no^ I must finish Peony s new 
frock, for his grandfather is commg to morrow, and I want the little fel 
low to look handsome ” 

So she took up the frock, and was soon as busily at work again with 
her needle as the two children with their snow image But still as the 
needle travelled hither and thither through the seams of the dress the 
mother made her toil light and happy by listening to the airy voices of 
Violet and Peony They kept talking to one another all the time, their 
tongues being quite as active as their feet and hands Except at intervals, 
she could not distinctly hear what was said, but had merely a sweet im 
pression that they were in a most loving mood, and were enjoying them 
<;elves highly, and that the business of making the snow image went pros 
perously on Now and then, however, when Violet and Peony happened 
to raise their voices, the words were as audible as if they had been spoken 
m the very parlor where the mother sat Oh how delightfully those words 
echoed in her heart, even though they meant nothing so very w ise or won 
derful, after alP 

But you must know a mother listens with her heart much more than 
with her ears, and thus she is often delighted with the trills of celestial 
music when other people can hear nothing of the kind 

‘ Peony Peonyl ” cued Violet to her brother, who had gone to another 
part of the garden, “bring me some of that fresh snow Peony from, the 
very farthest comer, where we have not been trampling I want it to 
shape our little snow sister’s bosom with You know that part must be 
quite pure, just as it came out of the skyl” 

“Here it is, Violet!” answered Peony, in his bluff tone — ^but a very 
sweet tone too — as he came floundering through the half trodden drifts 
“Here is the snow for her little bosom O Violet, bow beau ti ful she be 
gins to look! ’ 

“Yes,’ said Violet, thoughtfully and quietly ‘our snow sister does 
look very lovely I did not quite know. Peony, that we could make such a 
sweet little girl as this ” 

The mother, as she listened, thought how fit and delightful an incident 
it would be, if fairies, or still better, if angel children were to come from 
paradise, and play invisibly with her own darlings, and help them to 
make their enow image, giving it the features of celestial babyhood’ Vio 
let and Peony would not be aware of their immortal playmates, — only 
they would see that the image grew very beautiful while they worked at 
it, and would think that they themselves had done it all 

“My little girl and boy deserve such playmates, if mortal children ever 
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did'” said the mother to herself, and then she smiled again at her own 
motherly pride 

Nevertheless, the idea seized upon her imagination, and, ever and 
anon, she took a glimpse out of the window, half dreaming that she might 
see the golden-haired children of paradise sporting with her own golden- 
haired Violet and bright-cheeked Peony 
Now, for a few moments, there was a busy and earnest, but indistinct 
hum of the two children’s voices, as Violet and Peony wrought together 
with one happy consent Violet still seemed to be the guiding spirit, while 
Peony acted rather as a laborer, and brought her the snow from fai and 
near And yet the little urchin evidently had a proper understanding of 
the matter, too' 

“Peony, Peony'” cried Violet, for her brother was again at the other 
side of the garden “Bring me those light wreaths of snow that have rested 
on the lower branches of the pear-tree You can clamber on the snow- 
drift, Peony, and reach them easily I must have them to make some 
nnglets for our snow-sister’s head ' ” 

“Here they are, Violet'” answered the little boy “Take caie you do 
not break them AVell done' Well done' How pretty'” 

“Does she not look sweetly?” said Violet, with a very satisfied tone, 
“and now we must have some little shining bits of ice, to make the bright- 
ness of her eyes She is not finished yet Mamma will see how very beau- 
tiful she IS, but papa will say, ‘Tush' nonsense' come in out of the 
cold'’ ” 

“let us call mamma to look out,” said Peony, and then he shouted 
lustily, “Mamma' mamma' ' mamma' ' ' Look out, and see -what a nice 
’ittle girl we are making' ” 

The mother put down her work for an instant, ^nd looked out of the 
window But it so happened that the sun for this was one of the shortest 
days of the whole year had sunken so nearly to the edge of the world 
ihat his setting shine came obliquely into the lady’s eyes So she was daz- 
zled, you must understand, and could not very distinctly observe what 
was in the garden Still, however, through all that bright, blinding dazzle 
of the sun and the new snow, she beheld a small white figure m the gar- 
den, that seemed to have a wonderful deal of human 'likeness about it 
And she saw Violet and Peony, indeed, she looked more at them than 
at the image, she saw the two children still at work, Peony bringing 
fresh snow, and Violet applying it to the figure as scientifically as a sculp- 
tor adds clay to his model Indistinctly as she discerned the snow-child, 
the mother thought to herself that never before was there a snow-figure 
so cunningly made, nor ever such a dear little girl and boy to make it 
“They do everything better than other children,” said she, very com- 
placently “No wonder they malm better snow-images' ” 

She sat down again to her work, and made as much haste with it as 
possible, because twilight would soon come, and Peony’s frock was not 
yet finished, and grandfather was expected, by railroad, pretty early in 
the morning Faster and faster, therefore, went her flying fingers The 
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children, likewise kept busily at work m the garden, and still the mother 
listened, whenever she could catch a word She was amused to observe 
how their little imaginations had got mixed up with what they were do 
mg, and carried away by it They seemed positively to think that the 
snow child would run about and play with them 

“What a nice playmate she will be for us, all winter long!” said Vio- 
let “I hope papa will not be afraid of her giving us a cold’ Sha n t you 
love her dearly. Peony?” 

“Oh yes ' ’ cried Peony “And I will hug her, and she shall sit down 
close by me and drink some of my warm milk 1 ” 

“Oh no, Peony’’ answered Violet, with grave wisdom “That will not 
do at all Warm milk will not be wholesome for our little snow sister 
Little snow people, like her, eat nothing but icicles No, no, Peony we 
must not give her anything warm to drink I ’ 

There was a minute or two of silence for Peony, whose short legs were 
never weary, had gone on a pilgrimage again to the other side of the gar 
den All of a sudden, Violet cried out, loudly and joyfully, 

‘Look here. Peony’ Come quickly! A light has been shining on her 
cheek out of that rose colored cloud’ and the color does not go away! Is 
not that beautiful! ” 

Yes, It IS beau ti ful,” answered Peony, pronouncing the three syl 
lables with deliberate accuracy “O Violet, only look at her hair! It is all 
like gold!” 

Oh certainly,’ said Violet, with tranquillity, as if it were very much a 
matter of course “That color, you know, comes from the golden clouds 
that we see up there m the sky She is almost finished now But her lips 
must be made very red, — redder than her cheeks Perhaps Peony it will 
make them red if we both kiss them!” 

Accordingly, the mother heard two smart little smacks, as if both her 
children were kissing the snow image on its frozen mouth But as this 
did not seem to make the lips quite red enough, Violet next proposed that 
the snow child should be invited to kiss Peony’s scarlet cheek 
“Come ’ittle snow sister, kiss me’” cned Peony 
‘ There! she has kissed you ’ added Violet, ‘and now her lips are very 
red And she blushed a little tool ’ 

‘ Oh what a cold 1 iss! cried Peony 

Just then, there came a breeze of the pure west wind, sweeping through 
the garden and rattling the parlor wmdows It sounded so wintry cold, 
that the mother was about to tap on the window pane with her thimbled 
finger to summon the two children in, when they both cried out to her 
with one voice The tone was not a tone of surprise, although they were 
evidently a good deal excited it appeared rather as if they were very 
much rejoiced at some event that had now happened, but which they had 
been looking for, and had reckoned upon all along 
“Mammal mammal We have finished our little snow sister, and she is 
running about the garden with us!” 

“\Vhat imaginative little beings my children are!” thought the mother, 
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putting the last few stitches into Peony’s frock. “And it is strange, too, 
that they make me almost as much a child as they themselves are' I can 
haidly help believing, now, that the snow-image has really come to life'” 
“Dear mamma!” cried Violet, “pray look out and see what a sweet 
playmate we have'” 

The mother, being thus entreated, could no longer delay to look forth 
from the window The sun was now gone out of the sky, leaving, how- 
^ ever, a rich inheritance of his brightness among those purple and golden 
I clouds which make the sunsets of winter so magnificent But there was 
j not the slightest gleam or dazzle, either on the window or on tlie snow, so 
I that the good lady could look all over the garden, and see everything and 
everybody in it And what do you think she saw there ^ Violet and Peony, 
of course, her own two darling children Ah, but whom or what did she 
see besides'’ Why, if you will believe me, there was a small figure of a 
girl, dressed all m white, with lose-tinged cheeks and ringlets of golden 
hue, playing about the garden with the two children ' A stranger though 
she was, the child seemed to be on as familiar terms with Violet and Pe- 
ony, and they mth her, as if all the three had been playmates during the 
whole of their little lives The mother thought to herself that it must cer- 
tainly be the daughter of one of the neighbors, and that, seeing Violet and 
Peony in the garden, the child had run across the street to play with them 
So this kind lady went to the door, intending to invite the little runaway 
into her comfortable parlor, for, now that the sunshine was withdrawn, 
the atmosphere, out of doois, was alieady growing very cold 

£>-!!, after opening the house-door, she stood an instant on tlie thresh- 
old, hesitating whether she ought to ask the child to come in, or whether 
she should even speak to her. Indeed, she almost doubted whethei it were 
a real child after all, or only a light wreath of the new-fallen snow, blowii 
hither and thither about the garden by the intensely cold west-i^md 
There was certainly something very singular in the aspect of the little 
stranger Among all the children of the neighborhood, the ladj’’ could re- 
member no such face, with its pure white, and delicate rose-color, and the 
golden iinglets tossing about the forehead and cheeks And as for her 
diess, which was entirely of white, and fluttering in the breeze, it was such 
as no reasonable woman would put upon a little girl, when sending her 
out to play, in the depth of wmter It made this kind and careful mother 
shiver only to look at those small feet, with nothing m the world on them, 
except a very thin pair of white slippers Nevertheless, airily as she was 
clad, the child seemed to feel not the slightest inconvenience from the 
cold, but danced so lightly over the snow that the tips of her toes left 
hardly a print m its surface, while Violet could but just keep pace wnth 
her, and Peony’s short legs compelled him to lag behind 
Once, in the course of their play, the strange child placed herself be- 
tween Violet and Peony, and taking a hand of each, skipped merrily for- 
ward, and they along with her Almost immediately, however. Peony 
pulled away his little fist, and began to rub it as if the fingers were ting- 
ling with cold, while Violet also released herself, though with less abrupt- 
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ness, gn\cl} rcimrklnR ihit il \M5 better not to like hold of hinds The 
while robed dinwel siid not a \sord, but dinccd nlwut, just as merrily is 
before If Violet ind Peonj did not choose to plaj iMth her, «hc could 
make just IS good a plivimtc of the bri«k ind cold ^^cst wind, which kept 
blowing her ill about the garden and took such liberties with her, that 
the> ‘^jcmed to hi\c been friends for 1 long time All this while, the 
mother stood on the threshold wondering liow 1 little girl could look so 
much hi c a fl>ing snow -drift, or how a snow-drift could look so \cr> like 
a little girl 

She callcil Violet, and whispered to her 
\ lolel nu darling > hat is this child s name’” asked she ‘ Does she 
h\c near us’ ' 

‘ \Mi) dearest mamma/ answcretl \ lolct, hughing to think that her 
mother did not comprehend so %cr\ plain an afiair, this is our little 
snow sister whom we ha\c just been mal ingl ’ 

‘\cs dear mamma,” cried lVon>, running to his mother, and looking 
up simpl> into her face This is our snow image! Is it not a nice iitlc 
child’ * 

At this instant a llocl of snow birds came flitting through the air As 
was \crj natural, lhc\ avoided \ lolct and 1 eon\ but — and this looked 
strange— the) flow at once to the while rolled child, fluttered cagcrl) 
about her head, alighted on her shoulders, and seemed to claim her as an 
old acquaintance She on her part, was CMdcntU as glad to see these ht 
tic birds old Winters gnndclnldrcn as thev were to see her and wcl 
corned them bv holding out Imth her hamls Hereupon, the) each and all 
tried to alight on her two palms and ten small fingers and thumbs, crowd 
ing one another off, with art immense fluttering of their tin) wings One 
dear little bird nestled tcndcrl) m her bosom another put its bill to her 
bps The) were as jo)ous, nil the while, and seemed as muclim their clc 
ment, as )ou ina) have seen them when sporting with a snow storm 
Violet and Peon) stood hughing at this prclt) sight for ihcv cnjo)cd 
the mern. lime which their new plavmalc was having with these small 
winged visitants, almost as much as if lhc> themselves too^ part in it 
“Violet ’ Slid her mother, great!) perplexed, tell me the truth, with 
out an) jest W ho ls this little girl? 

'M) darling mamma,’ answered Violet, looking scnousl) into her 
mother s face ind appircntl) surprised (h it she should need an> fur 
ther explanation, ‘ I have told )oii trul) who she is It is our little snow 
image whicli Peon) and I have been making Peon) will tell )ou so, as 
well as I ” 

“■Ves, mamma,’ asseverated Peon), with much gravit) m his crimson 
little phiz ‘ this IS ’ittlc snow child Is not she a nice one? But, mam 
ma her hand is, oh, so ver) coldl” 

W’hile mamma still hesitated what to think and what to do, the 
street gate was thrown open, and the father of Violet and Peony ap 
peared, wrapped m a pilot cloth sack, with a fur cap drawn down over 
his ears, and the thickest of gloves upon his hands Mr Lmdsc) was a 
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middle-aged man, with a weaiy and yet a happy look in Ins wind-flushed 
and fiost-pmched face, as if he had been busy all the day long, and was 
glad to get back to his quiet home His eyes biightcned at the sight of 
his wife and children, although he could not help iittci ing a word or tw'o 
of sui prise, at finding the whole family in the open air, on so bleak a 
day, and after sunset too He soon pciccived the little white stranger 
spoiling to and fro in the garden, like a dancing snow'-wreath, and the 
flock of snow-birds fluttering about her head 

“Pray, what little girl may that be?” inquired this very sensible man 
“Surely her mother must be cra/y to let her go out in such bilter 
weather as it has been to-day, with only that flimsy white gown and 
those thin slippers 1” 

“My dear husband,” said his wife, “I know' no more about the little 
thing tlian you do Some neighbor's child. I suppose Our Violet and 
Peony,” she added, laughing at herself for lepeating ‘^n absurd a story, 
“insist that she is nothing but a snow-image, which they have been busy 
about in the garden, almost all the afternoon ’ 

As she said this, the mother glanced lier eyes toward the spot where 
the children’s snow'-image had been made What was her surprise, on 
perceiving that theie w'as not the slightest trace of so much labor' no 
image at all' no piled up heap of snow' nothing whatever, save the 
prints of little footsteps around a vacant space! 

“This IS veiy strange'” said she 

“What IS Strange, deai mother^” asked Violet “Dear father, do not 
you see how^ it is? This is our snow-imagc, which Peony and I have 
made, because we w'anted another playmate Did not we. Peony 
“Yes, papa,” said crimson Peony “This be our 'ittlc snow-sistcr. Is 
she not beaii-ti-fuP But she gave me such a cold kiss'” 

“Poll, nonsense, childien'” cried then good, honest father, who, as 
we have alread}^ intimated, had an exceedingly common-sensible way of 
looking at niatteis “Do not tell me of making live figures out of snow 
Come, wife, this little stranger must not stay out in the bleak air a mo- 
ment longer We wall bring her into the parlor, and you shall give her a 
supper of w^arm bread and milk, and make her as comfortable as j'ou 
can IMeanwdiile, I will'inquire among the neighbors, or, if necessary, 
send the city-crier about the streets, to give notice of a lost child ’’ 

So saying, this honest and very kind-hearted man was going toward 
the little white damsel, wath the best intentions in the world But Violet 
and Peony, each seizing their father by the hand, earnestly besought 
him not to make her come in 

“Dear father,” cried Violet, putting herself before him, “it is true 
what I have been telling you' This is our little snow-girl, and she can- 
not live any longer than while she breathes the cold west-wand Do not 
make her come into the hot room ' ” 

“Yes, father,” shouted Peony, stamping his little foot, so mightily 
was he in earnest, “this be nothing but our ’ittle snow-child' She will 
not love the hot fire'” 
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“Nonsense, children, nonsense, nonsense!” cried the father, half 
vexed, half laughing at what he considered their foolish obstinacy “Run 
into the house, this moment’ It is too late to play any longer, now I 
must talve care of this little girl immediately, or she will catch her 
death a cold’’ 

“Husband! dear husband!” said his wife, in a low voice, — for she had 
been looking narrowly at the snow child, and was more perplexed than 
ever, — ^“there is something very singular in all this You will think me 
foolish, — ^but — ^but — may it not be that some invisible angel has been 
attracted by the simplicity and good faith with which our children set 
about their undertaking? May he not have spent an hour of his immor 
1 tality m playing with those dear little souls? and so the result is what 
we call a miracle No, no’ Do not laugh at me, I see what a foolish 
, thought it is!” 

j “My dear wife,” replied the husband, laughing heartily, you are as 
mudi a child as Violet and Peony ” 

And in one sense so she was, for all through life she had kept her 
heart full of childlike simplicity and faith, which was as pure and clear 
as crystal and, looking at all matters through this transparent medium, 
she sometimes saw truths so profound that other people laughed at them 
as nonsense and absurdity 

But now kind Mr Lindsey had entered the garden, breaking away 
from his two children, who still sent their shrill voices after him be 
seeching him to let the snow-child stay and enjoy herself in the cold 
west wind As he approached, the snow birds took to flight The little 
white damsel also, fled backward, shaking her head, as if to say. Pray 
do not touch me’ ’ and roguishly, as it appeared, leading him through 
the deepest of the snow Once, the good man stumbled, and floundered 
down upon his face so that, gathering himself up again, with the snow 
sticking to his rough pilot cloth sack, he looked as white and wintry as 
a snow image of the largest size Some of the neighbors, meanwhile, see 
mg him from their windows, wondered what could possess poor Mr 
Lindsey to be running about his garden in pursuit of a snow drift which 
the west wind was driving hither and thither’ At length, after a vast 
deal of trouble, he chased the little stranger into a corner, where she 
could not possibly escape him His wife had been looking on and, it be 
mg nearly twilight, was wonder struck to observe how the snow child 
gleamed and sparkled, and how she seemed to shed a glow all round 
about her and when driven into the corner, she positively glistened like 
a star! It was a frosty kind of brightness, too, like that of an icicle m the 
moonlight The wife thought it strange that good Mr Lindsey should 
see nothing remarkable m the snow child s appearance 

Come, you odd little thing’” cned the honest man, seizing her by 
the hand, I have caught you at last, and will make you comfortable in 
spite of yourself We will put a nice wrarm pair of worsted stockmgs on 
your frozen little feet and you shall have a good thick shawl to wrap 
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yourself in Your poor white nose, I am afraid, is actually frost-bitten 
But we will make it all right Come along in.” 

And so, with a most benevolent smile on his sagacious visage, all pur- 
ple as it was with the cold, this very well-meaning gentleman took the 
snow-child by the hand and led her towards the house She followed 
him, droopmgly and reluctant; for all the glow and siiarkle was gone 
out of her figure, and whereas just before she had resembled a bright, 
. frosty, star-gemmed evening, with a crimson gleam on the cold horizon, 
she now looked as dull and languid as a thaw As kind Mr Lindsey led 
her up the steps of the door, Violet and Peony looked into his face, 
their eyes full of tears, which froze before they could run down their 
cheeks, and again entreated him not to bung their snow-image into 
the house 

‘‘Not bring her in'” exclaimed the kind-hearted man “Why, you are 
crazy, my little Violet’ quite crazy, my small Peony' She is so cold, 
already, that her hand has almost frozen mine, in spite of my thick 
gloves Would you have her freeze to death?” 

His wife, as he came up the steps, had been taking another long, 
earnest, almost awe-stricken gaze at the little white stranger. She hardly 
laiew whether it was a dream or no, but she could not help fancying 
that she saw the delicate print of Violet’s fingers on the child’s neck It 
looked ]ust as if, while Violet was shaping out the image, she had given 
it a gentle pat with her hand, and had neglected to smooth the impres- 
sion quite away 

“After all, husband,” said the mother, recurring to her idea that the 
angels would be as much delighted to play with Violet and Peony as she 
herself was, “after all, she does look strangely like a snow-image ' I do 
believe she is made of snow'” 

A puff of the west-wind blew against the snow-child, and again she 
sparkled like a star 

“Snow'” repeated good Mr Lindsey, drawing the leluctant guest 
over his hospitable threshold “No wondei she looks like snow She is 
half frozen, poor little thing' But a good fire vnll put everything to 
rights ' ” 

Without further talk, and always with the same best intentions, this 
highly benevolent and common-sensible individual led the little white 
damsel drooping, diooping, drooping, more and moic out of the 
frosty air, and mto his comfortable parlor A Heidenberg stove, filled to 
the brim with intensely burning anthracite, was sending a bright gleam 
through the isinglass of its iron door, and causing the vase of water on 
its top to fume and bubble with excitement A warm, sultry smell was 
diffused throughout the room A thermometer on the wall farthest from 
the stove stood at eighty degrees The parlor was hung with red cur- 
tains, and coveied with a red carpet, and looked just as warm as it felt 
The difference betwixt the atmosphere here and the cold, wintry twi- 
light out of doors, was like stepping at once from Nova Zembla to the 
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hottest part of India, or from the North Pole into an oven Oh this was 
'' a fine place for the little white strangerl 

The common sensible man placed the snow child on the hearth rug, 
right m front of the hissing and fuming stove 
“Now she will be comfortable!” cried Mr Lindsey, rubbing his hands 
and looking about him, with the pleasantest smile you ever saw Mai e 
yourself at home, my child ” 

Sad, sad and drooping looked the little white maiden, as she stood 
on the hearth rug, with the hot blast of the stove staking through her 
like a pestilence Once, she threw a glance wistfully toward the win 
dows, and caught a glimpse, through its red curtains of the snow cov 
ered roofs, and the stars glimmering frostilj, and all the delicious inten 
sity of the cold night The bleak wind rattled the window panes, as if it 
were summoning her to come forth But there stood the snow child, 
drooping, before the hot stovel 
But the common sensible man saw nothing amiss 
“Come wife,” said he, ‘let her have a pair of thick stockings and a 
woollen shawl or blanket directly and tell Dora to give her some warm 
supper as soon as the milk boils "Vou Violet and Peony amuse your 
little friend She is out of spirits, you see, at finding herself in a strange 
place For my part, I will go around among the neighbors, and find out 
where she belongs ” ' 

The mother, meanwhile, had gone in search of the shawl and stock 
mgs for her own view of the matter however subtle and delicate had 
given way, as it always did, to the stubborn materialism of her husband 
Without heeding the remonstrances of his two children, who still kept 
murmuring that their little snow sister did not love the warmth, good 
^Ir Lmd ey took his departure, shutting the parlor door carefullj be 
hind him Turning up the collar of his sack over his ears he emerged 
from the^house, and had barely reached the street gate, when he was 
recalled by the screams of Violet and Peony, and the rapping of a thim 
bled finger against the parlor window 
^^Husbaudf husband^ cried his wife, showing her horror stricken 
face through the window panes ‘There is no need of going for the 
child’s parents’ 

‘ We told you so, father I” screamed Violet and Peony, as he re en 
tered the parlor “\ou would bring her in, and now our poor — dear — 
beau ti ful little snow sister is thawedl” 

And their own sweet little faces vvere already dissolved in tears, so 
that their father, seeing what strange things occasionally happen in this 
every day world, felt not a little anxious lest his children might be going 
to thaw too! In the utmost perplexity, he demanded an explanation of 
his wife She could only reply, that being summoned to the parlor 
by the cries of Violet and Peony, she found no trace of the little white 
maiden unless it were the remains of a heap of snow, which while she 
was gazing at it melted quite away upon the hearth rug 
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“Ard there you see all that is left of if’’ added she, pointing to a 
pool of watei in front of the stove 

“Yes, father,” said Violet looking leproachfully at him, through her 
tears, “there is all that is left of our dear little snow-sister'” 

“Naughty father’” cued Peony, stamping his foot, and I shudder 
to say shaking his little fist at the common-sensible man “We told 
you how it would be’ What foi did you bring hei in?” 

And the Heidenbeig stove, thiough the isinglass of its door, seemed 
to glaie at good Mi Lindsey, like a red-eyed demon, triumphing in the 
mischief which it had done ' 

This you will observe, was one of those lare cases, uhich yet will 
occasionally happen, where common-sense finds itself at fault The re- 
maikable story of the snow-image, though to that sagacious class of 
people to whom good Mr Lindsey belongs it may seem but a childish 
affair, is, nevertheless, capable of being moralized in various methods, 
gieatly foi their edification One of its lessons, foi instance, might be, 
that it behooves men, and especially men of benevolence, to consider 
well what they are about, and, before acting on their philanthropic pur- 
poses, to be quite sure that they comprehend the natuie and all the re- 
lations of the business m hand What has been established as an element 
of good to one being may prove absolute mischief to another, even as 
the waimth of the parloi was proper enough for children of flesh and 
blood, like Violet and Peony, though by no means \ery wholesome, 
even for them, but involved nothing short of annihilation to the un- 
fortunate snow-image. 

But, after all, there is no teaching anything to wise men of good Mr 
Lindsey’s stamp They know eveiything, oh, to be sure’ everything 
that has been, and everything that is, and everything that, by any fu- 
ture possibility, can be And, should some phenomenon of nature or 
providence transcend their system, they will not recognize it, even if it 
come to pass undei their very noses 

“Wife,” said Mr Lindsey, after a fit of silence, “see uhat a quantity 
of snow the children have bi ought in on their feet’ It has made quite a 
puddle here before the stove Pray tell Dora to bring some towels and 
op it up’ ” 
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One afternoon, when the sun was going down, a mother and hei little 
boy sat at the door of their cottage, talking about the Great Stone Face 
They had but to lift their eyes, and there it was plainly to be seen, 
though miles away, with the sunshine brightening all its features 



THE GREAT STONE FACE 
And what was the Great Stone Face? 

Embosomed amongst a family of lofty mountains, there was a valley 
so spacious that it contained many thousand inhabitants Some of these 
good people dwelt in log huts, with the black forest all around them, on 
the steep and difficult hill sides Others had their homes in comfortable 
farm houses, and cultivated the rich soil on the gentle slopes or level 
surfaces of the valley Others, again, were congregated into populous 
villages, where some wild, highland rivulet, tumbling down from its 
birthplace m the upper mountain region had been caught and tamed by 
human cunning and compelled to turn the machinery of cotton facto 
nes The inhabitants of this valley, m short, were numerous, and of 
many modes of life But all of them, grown people and children, had a 
kind of familiarity with the Great Stone Face although some possessed 
the gift of distinguishing this grand natural phenomenon more perfectly 
than many of their neighbors 

The Great Stone Face, then, was a work of Nature in her mood of 
majestic playfulness, formed on the perpendicular side of a mountain 
by some immense rocks, which had been thrown together in such a po- 
sition as, when viewed at a proper distance precisely to resemble the 
features of the human countenance It seemed as if an enormous giant, 
or a Titan, had sculptured his own likeness on the precipice There was 
the broad arch of the forehead, a hundred feet m height the nosi, with 
its long bridge and the \ast lip which, if they could have spoken, 
would have rolled their thunder accents from one end of the valley to 
the other True it is, that if the spectator approached too near, he lost 
the outline of the gigantic visage and could discern only a heap of pon 
derous and gigantic rocks, piled in chaotic rum one upon another Re 
tracing his steps however, the wondrous features would again be seen, 
and the farther he withdrew from them the more like a human face 
with all its original divinity intact, did they appear until as it grew 
dim in the distance with the clouds and glorified vapor of the mountains 
clustering about it, the Great Stone Face seemed positively to be alive 
It was a happy lot for children to grow up to manhood or womanhood 
with the Great Stone Face before their eyes for all the features were 
noble, and the expression was at once grand and sweet, as if it were the 
glow of a vast, warm heart, that embraced all mankind m its affections, 
and had room for more It was an education only to look at it According 
to the belief of many people, the valley owed much of its fertility to 
this benign aspect that was continually beaming over it illuminating 
the clouds and infusing its tenderness into the sunshine 

As we began with saying, a mother and her little boy sat at their cot 
tage door, gazing at the Great Stone Face, and talking about it The 
child’s name was Ernest 

“Mother,” said he while the Titanic visage smiled on him, “I wish 
that it could speak, for it looks so very I indly that its voice must need 
be pleasant If I were to see a man with such a face I should love him 
di’arly 
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an old prophecy should come to pass/' answered his mother, “we 
may see a man, some time or other, with exactly such a face as that ” 
“What prophecy do you mean, dear mother?” eagerly inquired Er- 
nest “Pray tell me about it>” 

So his mother told him a story that hei own mother had told to her, 
when she heiself was younger than little Ernest, a story, not of things 
that weie past, but of what was yet to come, a story, nevertheless, so 
very old, that even the Indians, who formerly inhabited this valley, had 
heard it from their forefathers, to whom, as they affirmed, it had been 
murmured by the mountain streams, and whispered by the wind among 
the tiee-tops The purpoit was, that, at some future day, a child should 
be born hereabouts, who was destined to become the greatest and nob- 
lest personage of his time, and whose countenance, in manhood, should 
bear an exact lesemblance to the Gieat Stone Face Not a few old- 
fashioned people, and young ones likewise, in the ardor of then hopes, 
still cherished an enduring faith m this old prophecy But others, who 
had seen more of the w'orld, had watched and \vaited till they were 
weary, and had beheld no man wuth such a face, nor any man that 
proved to be much greater or nobler than his neighbors, concluded it to 
be nothing but an idle tale At all events, the great man of the prophecy 
had not yet appealed 

“O mother, deal mother’” cried Ernest, clapping his hands above his 
head, “I do hope that I shall live to see him'” 

His mother w^as an affectionate and thoughtful wmman, and felt that 
it was wnsest not to discourage the generous hopes of hei little boy So 
she only said to him, “Perhaps you may ” 

And Ernest nevei forgot the story that his mother told him It was 
always in his mind, whene\er he looked upon the Great Stone Face He 
spent his childhood in the log-cottage where he was born, and was duti- 
ful to his mother, and helpful to her in many things, assisting her much 
with his little hands, and more wuth his loving heart In this manner, 
from a happy yet often pensive child, he grew up to be a mild, quiet, un- 
obtrusive boy, and sun-browmed with labor in the fields, but wath more 
intelligence brightening his aspect than is seen in many lads who have 
been taught at famous schools Yet Ernest had had no teacher, sa\e 
only that the Great Stone Face became one to him When the toil of the 
day w’’as over, he would gaze at it for hours, until he began to imagine 
that those vast featuies recognized him, and gave him a smile of kind- 
ness and encouragement, responsive to his owm look of veneration We 
must not take upon us to affiim that this w’as a mistalce, although the 
Face may have looked no more kindly at Ernest than at all the w^orld 
besides But the secret was that the boy’s tender and confiding simpli- 
city discerned what other people could not see, and thus the love, winch 
was meant for all, became his peculiar portion 

About this time there went a rumor throughout the valley, that the 
great man, foretold from ages long ago, who was to bear a resemblance 
to the Great Stone Face, had appeared at last It seems that, many years 
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before, a young man had migrated from the valley and settled at a dis 
tant seaport, where, after getting together a little money, he had set up 
as a shopkeeper His name — but I could never learn whether it was his 
real one, or a nickname that had grown out of his habits and success m 
life — was Gathergold Being shrewd and active, and endowed by 
Providence with that inscrutable faculty which develops itself in what 
the world calls luck, he became an exceedingly rich merchant and 
owner of a whole fleet of bulky bottomed ships All the countries of 
the globe appeared to join hands for the mere purpose of adding heap 
after heap to the mountainous accumulation of this one man s wealth 
The cold regions of the north, almost within the gloom and shadow of 
the Arctic Circle, sent him their tribute in thd shape of furs hot Africa 
sifted for him the golden sands of her rivers, and gathered up the ivory 
tusks of her great elephants out of the forests the East came bringing 
him the rich shawls, and spices, and teas, and the effulgence of diamonds, 
and the gleaming purity of large pearls The ocean, not to be behind 
hand with the earth, yielded up her mighty whales, that Mr Gathergold 
might sell their oil, and make a profit of it Be the original commodity 
what it might, it was gold within his grasp It might be said of him, as 
of Midas in the fable that whatever he touched with his finger imme- 
diately glistened, and grew yellow, and was changed at once into sterling 
metal, or which suited him still better, into piles of com And, when Mr 
Gathergold had become so very rich that it would have taken him a 
hundred years only to count his wealth, he bethought himself of his 
native valley, and resolved to go back thither, and end his days where 
he was bom With this purpose in view, he sent a skilful architect to 
build him such a palace as should be fit for a man of his vast wealth to 
live m 

As I have said above, it had already been rumored in the valley that 
Mr Gathergold had turned out to be the prophetic personage so long 
and vamly lool ed for, and that his visage was the perfect and undent 
able similitude of the Great Stone Face People were the more ready to 
believe that this must needs be the fact when they beheld the splendid 
edifice that rose as if by enchantment on the site of his fathers old 
weatherbeaten farm house The exterior was of marble, so dazzlmgly 
white that it seemed as though the whole structure might melt away m 
the sunshine, like those humbler ones which Mr Gathergold, in his 
young play days, before his fingers were gifted with the touch of trans 
mutation had been accustomed to build of snow It had a richly orna 
mented portico, supported by tall pillars, beneath which was a lofty 
door, studded with silver knobs, and made of a kind of vanegated wood 
that had been brought from beyond the sea The windows, from the 
floor to the ceiling of each stately apartment were composed, respective 
ly, of but one enormous pane of glass, so transparentl> pure that it 
was said to be a finer medium than even the vacant atmosphere Hardly 
anybody had been permitted to see the interior of this palace, but it 
was reported and with good semblance of truth, to be far more gorgeous 
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than the outside, insomuch that whatever was iron or brass in other 
houses was silver or gold in this, and Mr Gathergold’s bedchamber, 
especially, made such a glittermg appearance that no ordinary man 
would have been able to close his eyes there But, on the other hand, Mr 
Gathergold was now so inured to wealth, that perhaps he could not have 
closed his eyes unless where the gleam of it was certain to find its way 
beneath his eyelids 

In due time, the mansion was finished, next came the upholsterers, 
with magnificent furniture, then, a whole troop of black and white ser- 
vants, the harbingers of Mr. Gathergold, who, m his own majestic per- 
son, was expected to arrive at sunset Our friend Ernest, meanwhile, had 
been deeply stirred by the idea that the great man, the noble man, the 
man of prophecy, after so many ages of delay, was at length to be made 
manifest to his native valley He knew, boy as he was, that there were a 
thousand ways m which Mr Gathergold, with his vast wealth, might 
transform himself into an angel of beneficence, and assume a control 
over human affairs as wide and benignant as the smile of the Great 
Stone Face Full of faith and hope, Ernest doubted not that what the 
people said was true, and that now he was to behold the living likeness 
of those wondrous features on the mountain-side While the boy was still 
gazing up the valley, and fancying, as he always did, that the Great 
Stone Face returned his gaze and looked kindly at him, the rumbling 
of wheels was heard, approaching swiftly along the winding road 

“Here he 'comes'” cried a group of people who were assembled to 
witness the arrival “Here comes the great Mr Gathergold'” 

A carriage, drawn by four horses, dashed round the turn of the road 
Within it, thrust partly out of the window, appeared the physiognomy 
of the old man, with a skin as yellow as if his oum Midas-hand had 
transmuted it He had a low forehead, small, sharp eyes, puckered 
about with innumerable wrinkles, and very thin lips, which he made 
still thinner by pressing them forcibly together 

“The very image of the Great Stone Face'” shouted the people 
“Sure enough, the old prophecy is true , and here we have the great man 
qome, at last'” 

And, what greatly perplexed Ernest, they seemed actually to believe 
that here was the likeness which they spoke of By the roadside there 
chanced to be an old beggar-woman and two little beggar-children, 
stragglers from some far-off region, who, as the carriage rolled onward, 
held out their hands and lifted up their doleful voices, most piteously 
beseeching charity A yellow claw the very same that had clawed to- 
gether so much wealth poked itself out of the coach-window, and dropt 
some copper coins upon the ground, so that, though the great man’s 
name seems to have been Gathergold, he might just as suitably have 
been nicknamed Scattercopper Still, nevertheless, with an earnest 
shout, and evidently with as much good faith as ever, the people 
bellowed, 

“He is the very image of the Great Stone Face'” 
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But Ernest turned sadlj from the A\rinkled shrewdness of that sordid 
visage, and gnzed up the \alle>, where, amid a gathering mist, gilded by 
the last sunbeams he could still distinguish those glorious features 
which had impressed themselves into his soul Their aspect cheered him 
What did the benign lips seem to saj ? 

“He will come* Fear not, Ernest the man wall cornel” 

The jears went on, and Ernest ceased to be a boy He had grown to 
be a 30ung man now He attracted little notice from the other inhabi 
tants of the vallej , for the) «aw nothing remarkable in his way of life 
save that, when the labor of the daj was over, ho still loved to go apart 
and gaze and meditate upon the Great Stone Face According to their 
idea of the matter it was a foil), indeed but pardonable, inasmuch as 
Ernest was industrious kind and neighborl), and neglected no duty for 
the sake of indulging this idle habit Thc> knew not that the Great 
Stone Face had become a teacher to him, and that the sentiment which 
was expres'^ed in it would enlarge the joung man’s heart, and fill it with 
wider and deeper sympathies than other hearts They knew not that 
thence would come a better wisdom than could be learned from books 
and a better life than could be moulded on the defaced example of other 
human lives iscither did Ernest know that the thoughts and affections 
which came to him so naturally, in the fields and at the fireside and 
wherever he communed with himself, were of a higher tone than those 
which all men shared with him A simple soul, — simple as when his 
mother first tatight him the old prophecy — he beheld the marvellous 
features beaming adowm the valley and still wondered that their human 
counterpart was so long in making Ins appearance 

By this lime poor Mr Gathcrgold was dead and buried and the odd- 
est part of the matter was that his wealth which was the body and spir 
It of his existence, had disappeared before his death, leaving nothing of 
him but a living skeleton, covered over with a wTinkled yellow skin 
Since the melting away of his gold, it had been very generally conceded 
that there was no such striking resemblance, after all, betwixt the ig 
noble features of the ruined merchant and that majestic face upon the 
mountain side So ih" people ceased to honor him during his lifetime, and 
quietly consigned him to forgetfulness after his decease Once in a whil , 
it is true, his memory w'as brought up m connection with the magnificent 
palace which he had built, and vvhicli had long ago been turned into a 
hotel for the accommodation of strangers, multitudes of whom came, 
every summer to visit that famous natural curiosity, the Great Stone 
Face Thus, Mr Gathcrgold being discredited and thrown into the shade 
the man of prophecy was yet to come 

It so happened that a native born son of the valley, many years be- 
fore had enlisted as a soldier, and, after a great deal of hard fighting, 
had now become an illustrious commander Whatever he may be called 
in history, he was known in camps and on the battle field under the nick- 
name of Old Blood and Thunder This war worn veteran being now in- 
firm with age and wounds, and weary of the turmoil of a military life, 
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and of the roll of the drum and the clangor of the trumpet, that had so 
long been ringing in his ears, had lately signified a purpose of returning 
to his native valley, hoping to find repose where he lemembered to have 
left it The inhabitants, his old neighbors and their grown-up children, 
were resolved to welcome the renowned warrior with a salute of cannon 
and a public dinner, and all the more enthusiastically, it being affirmed 
that now, at last, the likeness of the Great Stone Face had actually ap- 
peared An aid-de-camp of Old Blood-and-Tliunder, travelling through 
the valley, was said to have been struck with the resemblance More- 
over the schoolmates and early acquaintances of the general were ready 
to testify, on oath, that, to the best of then recollection, the aforesaid 
general had been exceedingly like the majestic image, even vhen a boy, 
only the idea had never occurred to them at that period Great, therefore, 
was the excitement throughout the valley, and many people, who had 
never once thought of glancing at the Great Stone Face for years before, 
now spent their time in gazing at it, for the sake of loiownng exactly how 
General Blood-and-Thunder looked 

On the day of the great festival, Ernest, mtli all the other people of 
the valley, left their work, and proceeded to the spot where the sylvan 
banquet was prepared As he approached, the loud voice of the Rev Dr 
Battleblast was heard, beseeching a blessing on the good things set be- 
fore them, and on the distinguished friend of peace m whose honor they 
were assembled The tables w^ere arranged m a cleared space of the woods, 
shut m by the surrounding trees, except where a vista opened eastward, 
and afforded a distant view of the Great Stone Face Over the general’s 
chair, which was a relic from the home of Washington, there was an arch 
of verdant boughs, ■v^ath the laurel profusely intermixed, and surmounted 
by his country’s banner, beneath which he had W'on his victories Our 
friend Ernest raised himself on his tiptoes, m hopes to get a glimpse of 
the celebiated guest, but there was a mighty crowd about the tables 
anxious to hear the toasts and speeches, and to catch any word that 
might fall from the general in reply, and a volunteer company, doing 
duty as a guard, pricked ruthlessly with their bayonets at any particular- 
ly quiet person among the throng So Ernest, being of an unobtrusive 
character, was thrust quite into the background, where he could see 
no more of Old Blood-and-Thunder’s physiognomy than if it had been 
still blazing on the battle-field To console himself, he turned towards 
the Great Stone Face, which, like a faithful and long-remembered friend, 
looked back and smiled upon him through the vista of the forest Mean- 
time, however, he could overhear the remarks of various individuals, 
who were comparing the features of the hero with the face on the distant 
mountain-side 

“ ’Tis the same face, to a hair'” cried one man, cutting a caper for 
joy 

‘‘Wonderfully like, that’s a fact'” responded another 

“Like ' why, I call it Old Blood-and-Thunder himself, in a monstrous 
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looking glassl” cried a third “And why not? Hes the greatest man of 
this or any other age, beyond a doubt ” 

And then all three of the speakers gave a great shout, which commu 
nicated electncity to the cro^, and called forth a roar from a thousand 
\oices, that went reverberating for miles among the mountains, until you 
might have supposed that the Great Stone Face had poured its thunder 
breath into the cry All these comments, and this vast enthusiasm, 
served the more to interest our friend, nor did he think of questioning 
that now, at length, the mountain visage had found its human counter 
part It IS true, Ernest had imagined that this long looked for personage 
^ould appear in the character of a man of peace, uttering wisdom, and 
doing good and making people happy But, taking an habitual breadth 
of view, with all his simplicity, he contended that Providence should 
choose ils own method of blessing mankind, and could conceive that this 
great end might be effected even by a warrior and a bloody sword, 
should inscrutable wisdom see fit to order matters so 

“The generall the generall” was now the crv ‘Hushi silence’ Old 
Blood and Thunder s going to make a speech ” 

Even so for, the cloth being removed, the general s health had been 
drunk, amid shouts of applause, and he now stood upon his feet to thank 
the company Ernest saw him There he was, over the shoulders of the 
crowd, from the two glittering epaulets and embroidered collar upward, 
beneath the arch of green boughs with intertwined laurel, and the ban 
ner drooping as if to shade his brow ’ And there, too, visible m the same 
V, glance, through the vista of the forest appeared the Great Stone Facel 
And was there, indeed such a resemblance ^s the crowd had testified? 
Alas, Ernest could not recognize it! He beheld a war worn and weather- 
beaten countenance, full of energy, and expressive of an iron will but 
file gent/e wisdom, the deep, broad tender symoathies were altogether 
wanting in Old Blood and Thunder s visage and even if the Great Stone 
Face had assumed his look of stem command, the milder traits would 
still have tempered it 

“This is not the man of prophecy," sighed Ernest to himself, as he 
made his way out of the throng “And must the world wait longer yet? ’ 
The mists had congregated about the distant mountain side, and there 
were seen the grand and aw ful features of the Great Stone Face awful 
but benignant, as if a mighty angel were sitting among the hills and 
enrobing himself in a cloud vesture of gold and purple As he lool ed, 
Ernest could hardly believe but that a smile beamed over the whole 
visage, with a radiance still brightening although without motion of the 
lips It was probably the effect of the western sunshine, melting through 
the thinly diffused vapors that had swept between him and the object 
that he gazed at But — as it always did — the aspect of his marvellous 
friend made Ernest as hopeful as if he had never hoped in vain 
“Fear not, Ernest," said his heart, even as if the Great Face were 
whispering him, — fear not, Ernest, he will come " 
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More years sped swiftly and tranquilly away Ernest still dwelt in his 
native valley, and was now a man of middle age By imperceptible de- 
grees, he had become known among the people Now, as heretofore, he 
labored for his bread, and was the same simple-hearted man that he had 
always been But he had thought and felt so much, he had given so many 
of the best hours of his life to unworldly hopes for some great good to 
mankind, that it seemed as though he had been talking with the angels, 
and had imbibed a portion of their wisdom unawares It was visible in 
the calm and well-considered beneficence of his daily life, the quiet 
stream of which had made a wide green margin all along its course. Not 
a day passed by, that the world was not the better because this man, 
hiumble as he was, had lived He never stepped aside from his owm path, 
yet would always reach a blessing to his neighbor Almost involuntarily, 
too, he had become a preacher The pure and high simplicity of his 
thought, which, as one of its manifestations, took shape m the good 
deeds that dropped silently from his hand, flowed also forth m speech 
He uttered truths that wrought upon and moulded the lives of those 
who heard him His auditors, it may be, never suspected that Ernest, 
their own neighbor and familiar friend, was more than an ordinary man , 
least of all did Ernest himself suspect it, but, inevitably as the murmur 
of a rivulet, came thoughts out of his mouth that no other human lips 
had spoken 

When the people’s mmds had had a little time to cool, they were ready 
onough to acknowledge their mistake in imagining a similarity between 
General Blood-and-Thunder’s truculent physiognomy and the benign y 
■visage on the mountain-side But now, again, there were reports and 
many paragraphs in the newspapers, affirming that the likeness of the 
Great Stone Face had appeared upon the broad shoulders of a certain 
eminent statesman He, like Mr Gathergold and Old Blood-and-Thun- 
•der, was a native of the valley, but had left it in his early days, and taken 
up the trades of law and politics Instead of the rich man’s wealth and 
the warrior’s sword, he had but a tongue, and it was mightier than both 
together So wonderfully eloquent was he, that whatever he might choose 
to say, his auditors had no choice but to believe him , wrong looked like 
right, and right like wrong, for when it pleased him, he could make a 
kind of illuminated fog •with his mere breath, and obscure the natural 
daylight with it His tongue, indeed, was a magic instrument sometimes 
it rumbled like the thunder, sometimes it warbled like the sweetest 
music It was the blast of war, the song of peace , and it seemed to have 
a, heart m it, when there was no such matter In good truth, he was a 
wondrous man, and when his tongue had acquired him all other im- 
aginable success, when it had been heard in halls of state, and in the 
courts of princes and potentates, after it had made him knoiTO all over 
the world, even as a voice crying from shoie to shore, it finally persuad- 
ed his countrymen to select him for the Presidency Before this time, 
indeed, as soon as he began to grow celebrated, his admirers had found 
out the resemblance between him and the Great Stone Face, and so 
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much were they struck by it, that throughout the country this distin 
guished gentleman was knovrn by the name of Old Stony Phiz The 
phrase was considered as givmg a highly favorable aspect to his polit 
ical prospects, for, as is likewise the case with the Popedom, nobody 
ever becomes President without taking a name other than his own 

While his friends were doing their best to make him President, Old 
Stony Phiz, as he was called, set out on a visit to the valley where he was 
born Of course, he had no other object than to shake hands with his fel 
low atizens and neither thought nor cared about any effect which his 
progress through the country might have upon the election Magnificent 
preparations were made to receive the illustrious statesman a cavalcade 
of horsemen set forth to meet him at the boundary line of the State, and 
all the people left their business and gathered along the wayside to see 
him pass Among these was Ernest Though more than once disappoint 
ed, as we ha\e seen, he had such a hopeful and confiding nature that 
he was alwajs ready to believe m whatever seemed beautiful and good 
He kept his heart continually open, and thus was sure to catch the bless 
mg from on high when it should come So now again, as buoyantly as 
e\er, he went forth to behold the likeness of the Great Stone Face 

The cavalcade came prancing along the road, with a great clattering 
of hoofs and a mighty cloud of dust, which rose up so dense and high 
that the visage of the mountain side was completely hidden from Ernest's 
eyes All the great men of the neighborhood were there on horseback 
mihtia officers m uniform, the member of Congress the sheriff of the 
county the editors of newspapers, and many a farmer, too, had mounted 
his patient steed, with his Sunday coat upon his back It really was a 
very brilliant spectacle, especially as there were numerous banners flaunt 
mg over the cavalcade, on some of which were gorgeous portraits of the 
illustrious statesman and the Great Stone Face, smiling familiarly at one 
another, like two brothers If the pictures were to be trusted, the mutual 
resemblance, it must be confessed, was marvellous We must not forget 
to mention that there was a band of music, which made the echoes of 
the mountains ring and reverberate with the loud triumph of its strains 
so that airy and soul thrilling melodies broke out among all the heights 
and hollows, as if e\ ery nook of his native valley had found a voice, to 
welcome the distinguished guest But the grandest effect was when the 
far off mountain preapice flung back the music for then the Great Stone 
Face itself seemed to be swelling the triumphant chorus, in acknowledg- 
ment that, at length, the man of prophecy was come 

All this while the people were throwing up their hats and shouting 
with enthusiasm so contagious that the heart of Ernest kindled up and 
he likewise threw up his hat, and shouted as loudly as the loudest 
‘Huzza for the great manl Huzza for Old Stony Phiz*’ But as yet he 
had not seen him 

‘Here he is, now’’ cried those who stood near Ernest ‘There^ 
There! Look at Old Stony Phiz and then at the Old Man of the Moun 
tairv and see if they are not as like as two twin brothers! ’ 
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In the midst of all this gallant array came an open barouche, drawn 
by four white horses, and in the barouche, with his massive head un- 
covered, sat the illustrious statesman, Old Stony Phiz himself 

“Confess it,” said one of Ernest’s neighbors to him, “the Great Stone 
Face has met its match at last'” 

Now, it must be owned that, at his fust glimpse of the countenance 
which was bowing and smiling from the barouche, Ernest did fancy 
that there was a resemblance between it and the old familiar face upon 
the mountain-side The brow, with its massive depth and loftiness, and 
all the other features, indeed, were boldly and strongly liewn, as if in 
emulation of a more than heroic, of a Titanic model But the sublimity 
and stateliness, the grand e\presson of a divine sympathy, that illumi- 
nated the mountain visage and ethereahzcd its ponderous granite sub- 
stance into spirit, might here be sought m vain Something had been 
originally left out, or had departed And thcrefm^e the marvellously 
gifted statesman had alnays a near}’- gloom m the deep caverns of his 
eyes, as of a child that has outgrown its playthings or a man of mighty 
faculties and little aims, w'hose life, with all its high performances, was 
vague and empty, because no high purpose had endowed it with reality 
Still, El nest’s neighbor was thrusting his elbow into his side, and 
pressing him for an answer 

“Confess' confess' Is not he the very picture of jour Old IMan of the 
Mountain^” 

“No'” said Ernest bluntly, “I sec little or no likeness ’’ 

“Then so much the woise for the Great Stone Face' ’ answered liis 
neighbor, and again he set up a shout for Old Stony Phiz 

But Ernest turned away, melancholj', and almost despondent for 
this w'as the saddest of his disappointments, to behold a man who might 
have fulfilled the prophecy, and had not willed to do so IMeantime, the 
cavalcade, the banners, the music, and the barouches sw'cpt pi'^t him, 
with the vociferous crow'd in the real, leaving the dust to settle down, 
and the Great Stone Face to be rev^caled again, w ith the grandeur that 
it had worn for untold centuries 

“Lo, here I am, Ernest'” the benign lips seemed to say “I have 
waited longer than thou, and am not yet w^eary Fear not, the man will 
come ” 

The yeais huriied onw^ard, treading m their haste on one another’s 
heels And now they began to bring white hairs, and scatter them ov'cr 
the head of Ernest, they made leverend wrinkles across his forehead, 
and furrow's in his cheeks He was an aged man But not in v'am had he 
grown old more than the white hairs on his head were the sage thoughts 
m his mind, his wrinkles and furrows were inscriptions that Time had 
graved, and in which he had written legends of wisdom tliat had been 
tested by the tenor of a life And Einest had ceased to be obscure Un- 
sought for, undesired, had come the fame which so many seek, and made 
him known in the great world, beyond the limits of the valley m which he 
had dwelt so quietly College professors, and even the activ'e men' of 
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Cities, came from far to see and converse with Ernest lor the report had 
gone abroad that this simple husbandman had ideas unlike those of other 
men, not gained from books, but of a higher tone, — a tranquil and fami 
liar majesty, as if he had been talking with the angels as his daily fnends 
Whether it were sage, statesman, or philanthropist, Ernest received these 
visitors with the gentle sincerity that had characterized him from boy 
hood, and «:poke freely wth them of whatever came uppermost, or lay 
deepest in his heart or their own While they talked together his face 
would kindle, unawares, and shine upon them, as with a mild evening 
light Pensive with the fulness of such discourse his guests took leave and 
went their way and passing up the valley, paused to look at the Great 
Stone Face, imagining that they had seen its likeness in a human counte 
nance, but could not remember where 
While Ernest had been growing up and growing old, a bountiful Provi 
dence had granted a new poet to this earth He likewise, was a native of 
the valley, but had spent the greater part of his life at a distance from 
that romantic region, pouring out his sweet music amid the bustle and 
din of uties Often, however did the mountams which had been fannhar 
to him in his childhood lift their snowy peaks into the dear atmosphere of 
his poetry Neither was the Great Stqne Face forgotten, for the poet had 
celebrated it in an ode which was grand enough to have been uttered by 
its own majestic bps This man of genius, we may say had come down 
from heaven with wonderful endowments If he sang of a mountain, the 
eyes of all mankind beheld a mightier grandeur reposing on its breast, or 
soaring to its summit than had before been seen there If his theme were 
a lovely lake, a celestial smile had now been thrown over it to gleam for 
ever on its surface If it were the vast old «ea, even the deep immensity of 
its dread bosom seemed to swell the higher, as if moved by the emotions 
of the song Thus the world assumed another and a better aspect from 
the hour that the poet blessed it with his happy eyes The Creator had 
bestowed him, as the last best touch to his own handiwork Creation was 
not finished till the poet came to interpret and so complete it 
The effect was no less high and beautiful when his human brethren 
were the subject of his verse The man or woman, sordid with the common 
dust of life, who cro«!sed his daily path, and the little child who played 
in it, were glorified if he beheld them in his mood of poetic faith He 
showed the golden links of the great diam that intertwined them with an 
angelic kindred, he brought out the hidden traits of a celestial birth that 
made them worthy of such I in Some indeed, there were who thought to 
show the soundness of th^ir judgment by affirming that all the beauty and 
dignity of the natural world existed only in the poet s fancy Let such men 
speak for themselves, who undoubtedly appear to have been spawned 
forth by Nature with a contemptuous bitterness she having plastered 
them up out of her refuse stuff, after all the swine were made As respects 
all things else, the poets ideal was the truest truth 

The songs of this poet found their way to Ernest He read them after 
his customary toil, seated on the bench before his cottage door, where for 
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such a length of time he had filled his repose with thought, by gazing at 
the Great Stone Face And now as he lead stanzas that caused the soul to 
thrill within him, he lifted his eyes to the vast countenance beaming on 
him so bemgnantly 

“O majestic friend,” he murmured, addressing the Great Stone Face, 
“is not this man worthy to resemble thee?” 

The Face seemed to smile, but answered not a word 
Now it happened that the poet, though he dwelt so far away, had not 
only heard of Ernest, but had meditated much upon his character, until 
he deemed nothing so desirable as to meet this man, whose untaught wis- 
dom walked hand in hand with the noble simplicity of his life One sum- 
mer morning, therefore, he took passage by the raihoad, and, in the de- 
cline of the afternoon, alighted from the cars at no great distance from 
Ernest’s cottage The great hotel, which had formerly been the palace of 
Mr Gathergold, was close at hand, but the poet, with his carpet-bag on 
his arm, inquired at once where Ernest dwelt, and was resolved to be ac- 
cepted as his guest 

Approaching the door, he there found the good old man, holding a 
volume in his hand, which alternately he lead, and then, with a finger be- 
tween the leaves, looked lovingly at the Great Stone Face 

“Good evening,” said the poet “Can you give a traveller a night’s lodg- 
ing^” 

“Willingly,” answered Finest, and then he added, smiling, “Methinks 
I never saw the Gieat Stone Face look so hospitably at a stranger ” 

'The poet sat down on the bench beside him, and he and Ernest talked 
together Often had the poet held intercourse with the wittiest and the 
wisest, but never befoie with a man like Ernest, whose thoughts and feel- 
ings gushed up with such a natural freedom, and who made great truths 
so familiar by his simple utterance of ihem Angels, as had been so often 
said, seemed to have wrought with him at his laboi m the fields , angels 
seemed to have sat with him by the fireside, and, dwelling with angels as 
friend with friends, he had imbibed the sublimity of their ideas, and im- 
bued it with the sweet and lowly charm of household words So thought 
the poet And Ernest, on the other hand, was moved and agitated by the 
living images which the poet flung out of his mind, and which peopled all 
the air about the cottage-dooi with shapes of beauty, both gay and pen- 
sive The sympathies of these two men instructed them with a profound- 
er sense than either could have attained alone Their minds accorded into 
one strain, and made delightful music which neither of them could have 
claimed as all his own, nor distinguished his own shaie from the other’s 
They led one another, as it were, into a high pavilion of their thoughts, so 
remote, and hitherto so dim, that they had never entered it before, and so 
beautiful that they desired to be there always 

As Ernest listened to the poet, he imagined that the Great Stone Face 
was bending forward to listen too He gazed earnestly into the poet’s 
glowing eyes 

, “Who are you, my strangely gifted guest?” he said 
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The poet laid his finger on the volume that Ernest had been reading 

‘ You have read these poems,” said he * You know me, then, — for I 
■nrote them ” 

Again, and still more earnestly than before, Ernest examined the poet’s 
features then turned towards the Great Stone Face then back with an 
uncertain aspect, to his guest But his countenance fell, he shook his 
head, and sighed 

“Wherefore are you sad?” inquired the poet 

“Because,” replied Ernest, “all through life I have aivaited the fulfil 
ment of a prophecy, and, when I read these poems, I hoped that it might 
be fulfilled in you ” 

“You hoped ” ansivered the poet, faintly smiling, “to find m me the 
likeness of the Great Stone Face And you are disappointed, as formerly 
with Mr Gathergold, and Old Blood and Thunder, and Old Stony Phiz 
Yes, Ernest, it is my doom You must add my name to the illustrious 
three, and record another failure of your hopes For — in shame and sad 
ness do I speak it, Ernest — I am not worthy to be typified by yonder 
benign and majestic image ” 

“And why? ’ asked Ernest He pointed to the volume “Are not those 
thoughts diMne?” 

“They ha\e a strain of the Divmity,” replied the poet ‘ You can hear 
m them the far off echo of a hca\enlysong But my life dear Ernest has 
not corresponded with my thought I ha\e had grand dreams, but they 
have been only dreams, because I ha\e Ii\ed — and that, too by my own 
choice — among poor and mean realities Sometimes even — shall I dare to 
say it? — I la^ faith in the grandeur, the beauty, and the goodness, 
which my owm ^ ords are said to have made more evident in nature and in 
human life U’by then pure seeker pf the good and true, shouldst thou 
hope to find me, in yonder image of the divine? 

The poet spoke sadly, and his eyes were dim with tears So likewise, 
were those of Ernest 

At the hour of sunset, as had long been his frequent custom, Ernest 
was to discourse to an assemblage of the neighboring inhabitants m the 
open air He and the poet, arm in arm, still talking together as they went 
along, proceeded to the spot It was a small nook among the hills with a 
gray precipice behind, the stern front of which was relieved fay the plea 
sant foliage of manj creeping plants that made a tapestry for the naked 
rock, by hanging their festoons from all its nigged angles At a small ele 
vation above the ground, set m a rich framework of verdure there ap 
peared a niche, spacious enough to admit a human figure, with freedom 
for such gestures as spontaneously accompany earnest thought and gen 
uine emotion Into this natural pulpit Ernest ascended, and threw a look 
of familiar kindness around upon his audience They stood or sat, or re 
dined upon the grass, as seemed good to each, with the departing sun 
shine falling obhquelj over them, and mingling its subdued cheerfulnes 
with the solemnity of a grove of anaent trees, beneath and amid the 
boughs of which the golden rays were constrained to pass In another di 



1184 the works of HAWTHORNE 

rection was seen the Great Stone Face, with the same cheer, combined 
with the same solemnity, in its benignant aspect. 

Ernest began to speak, giving to the people of what was in his heart 
and mind His words had power, because they accorded with his 
thoughts, and his thoughts had reality and depth, because they harmo- 
nized with the life which he had always lived It was not mere breath that 
this preacher uttered, they were the words of life, because a life of good 
deeds and holy love was melted into them Pearls, pine and rich, had 
been dissolved into this precious draught. The poet, as he listened, felt 
that the being and character of Ernest were a nobler strain of poetry 
than he had ever written His eyes glistening with teais, he gazed rever- 
entially at the venerable man, and said within himself that never \ras 
there an aspect so worthy of a prophet and a sage as that mild, sweet, 
thoughtful countenance, with the glory of white hair diffused about it 
At a distance, but distinctly to be seen, high up in the golden light of the 
setting sun, appeared the Great Stone Face, with hoary mists around 
it, like the white hairs around the brow of Ernest. Its look of grand bene- 
ficence seemed to embrace the world 

At that moment, in sympathy with a thought which he was about to 
utter, the face of Ernest assumed a grandeur of expression, so imbued 
with benevolence, that the poet, by an irresistible impulse, threw his arms 
aloft and shouted, 

‘‘Behold’ Behold’ Ernest is himself the likeness of the Great Stone 
Face’” 

Then ail the people looked, and saw that what the deep-sighted poet 
said was tiue The prophecy was fulfilled But Ernest, having finished 
what he had to say, took the poet’s arm, and walked slowly homeward, 
still hoping that some wiser and better man than himself would by and 
by appear, bearing a resemblance to the Great Stone Face 


ETHAN BRAND 
A Chapter from an Abortive Romance 

A. 

Bartram the lime-burner, a rough, heavy-looking man, begrimed with 
charcoal, sat watching his kiln at nightfall, while his little son played at 
building houses with the scattered fragments of marble, when, on the 
hill-side below them, they heard a roar of laughter, not mirthful, but 
slow, and even solemn, like a wind shaking the boughs of the forest, 
“Father, what is that?” asked the little boy, leaving his play, and 
pressing betwixt his father’s knees 

“Oh, some drunken man, I suppose,” answered the lime-burner, “some 
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merry fellow from the bar room in the Milage, who dared not laugh loud 
enough withm doors lest he should blow the roof of the house off So here 
he IS shaking his jolly sides at the foot of Graylock ” 

“But, father,” said the child more sensitive than the obtuse, middle 
aged clown, ‘ he does not laugh like a man that is glad So the noise fright 
ens me’” 

“Don't be a fool, childl ” cried his father, gruffly ‘You will never make 
a man, I do believe there is too much of your mother in you I have 
known the rustling of a leaf startle >ou Hark! Here comes the merry fel 
low now You shall sec that there is no harm m him ” 

Bartram and his little son, while they were talking thus, sat watching 
the same lime kiln that had been the scene of Ethan Brand s solitary and 
meditative life, before he began his search for the Unpardonable Sm 
Alany years as we have seen had now elapsed since that portentous 
night when the Idea was first developed The kiln however, on the moun 
tain side, stood unimpaired, and was in nothing changed since he had 
throwm his dark thoughts into the intense glow of its furnace, and melted 
them, as Jt were, into the one thought that took possession of his life It 
was a rude, round, tower like structure about twenty feet high heavily 
built of rough stones, and with n hillock of earth heaped about the larger 
part of its circumference so that the blocks and fragments of marble 
might be drawai by cart loads, and thrown in at the top There was an 
opening at the bottom of the tower lil c an over mouth but large enough 
to admit a man in a stooping posture and provided with a massive iron 
door With the smoke and jets of flame issuing from the chinks and crev 
vices of this door, which seemed to give admittance into the hill side it 
resembled nothing so much as the private entrance to the infernal regions, 
which the shepherds of the Delectable Mountains were accustomed to 
show to pilgrims 

There are man> such lime kilns m that tract of country, for the pur 
pose of burning the white marble which composes a large part of the 
substance of the hills Some of them, built years ago, and long deserted, 
with weeds growing in the vacant round of the interior which is open to 
the sky and grass and wild flowers rooting themselves into the chinks of 
the stones, look already like relics of antiquity, and may yet be over 
spread with the lichens of centuries to come Others, where the lime 
burner still feeds his daily and night long fire, afford points of interest to 
the wanderer among the hills, who seats himself on a log of wood or a 
fragment of marble, to hold a chat juth the solitary man It is a lonesome 
and, when the character is mclioed to thought, may be an intensely 
thoughtful occupation as it proved m the case of Ethan Brand who had 
mused to such strange purpose, in da)rs gone by, while the fire in this 
very kiln was burning 

The man who now watched the fire was of a different order, and 
troubled himself with no thoughts save the very few that were requisite to 
his business At frequent intervals, he flung back the clashing weight of 
the iron door and, turning his face from the insufferable glare, thrust m 
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‘ Your task draws to an end, I see,” said he “This marble has already 
been burning three days A few hours more will convert the stone to 
lime ” 

“WTiy, who are you?” exclaimed the lime burner “You seem as well 
acquainted with my business as I am myself ” 

“And well I may be,” said the stranger, “for I followed the same craft 
many a long year, and here, too, on this very spot But you are a new 
comer in these parts Did you never hear of Ethan Brand? 

‘ The man that went in search of the Unpardonable Sm^ ’ asked Bar 
tram, wath a laugh 

“The same,” answered the stranf,er He has found what he sought, 
and therefore he comes back again ’ 

“WTiat* then you are Ethan Brand himself? ’ cried the lime burner in 
amazement ‘ I am a new comer here, as you say, and they call it eight 
een years since you left the foot ot Graylock But, I can tell you the 
good folks still talk about Ethan Brand, in the village yonder, and what 
a strange errand took him away from his lime kiln Well, and so you have 
found the Unpardonable Sin? 

“Even so’” said the stranger, calmly 

“If the question is a fair one,’ proceeded Bartram, where might it 
be?” 

Ethan Brand laid his finger on his own heart 

‘ Here I” replied he 

And then, without mirth in his countenance, but as if moved by an 
involuntary recognition of the infinite absurdity of seeking throughout 
the world for what was the closest of all things to himself, and looking 
into every heart, save his own for what was hidden in no other breast, he 
broke into a laugh of scorn It was the same slow heav> laugh, that had 
almost appalled the lime burner when it heralded the wayfarer’s ap 
proach 

The solitary mountain side was made dismal by it Laughter, when 
out of place, mistimed, or bursting forth from a disordered state of feel 
mg, may be the most terrible modulation of the human voice The laugh 
ter of one asleep, even if it be a little child — the madman 5 laugh, — the 
wild, ‘screaming laugh of a born idiot, — are sounds that we sometimes 
tremble to hear and would always willingly forget Poets have imagined 
no utterance of fiends or hobgoblins so fearfully appropriate as a laugh 
And even the obtuse lime burner felt his nerves shaken, as this strange 
man looked inward at his own heart and burst into laughter that rolled 
away into the night, and was indistinctly reverberated among the hills 

‘Joe,” said he to his little son, somper down to the tavern m the 
village, and tell the jolly fellows there that Ethan Brand has come back 
and that he has found the Unpardonable Sin ’ ” 

The boy darted away on his errand to which Ethan Brand made no ob 
lection, nor seemed hardly to notice it He sat on a log of wood, looking 
steadfastly at the iron door of the kiln When the child was out of sight, 
and his swift and light footsteps ceased to be heard treading first on the 
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fallen leaves and then on the locky mountain-path, the hme-burner be- 
«an to regret his departure He felt that the little fellow’s presence had 
been a barrier between his guest and himself, and that he must now deal, 
heart to heart, with a man who, on his own confession, had committed the 
one only crime foi which Heaven could afford no mercy That crime, in 
its indistinct blackness, seemed to overshadow him, and made his memory 
iiotous with a throng of evil shapes that asserted their kindred with the 
Master Sin, whatever it might be, which it was within the scope of man’s 
corrupted nature to conceive and cherish They were all of one family, 
they went to and fro between his breast and Ethan Brand’s, and carried 
dark greetings from one to the other 

Then Bartram remembered the stories which had giown traditionary 
in refeience to this strange man, who had come upon him like a shadow 
of the night, and was making himself at home in his old place, after so 
long absence, that the dead people, dead and buried for years, would 
have had more right to be at home, in any familiar spot, than he Ethan 
Brand, it was said, had conversed with Satan himself in the luiid blaze of 
this very kiln The legend had been matter of mirth heretofoie, but looked 
grisly now According to this tale, before Ethan Brand departed on his 
search, he had been accustomed to evoke a fiend from the hot furnace of 
the hme-kiln, night after night, in oidei to confer vith him about the 
Unpardonable Sin, the man and the fiend each labeling to frame the 
image of some mode of guilt which could neither be atoned for nor for- 
given And, with the first gleam of light upon the mounlam-top, the fiend 
crept in at the iron door, theie to abide the intcnsest clement of fire until 
again summoned forth to share in the dreadful task of extending man’s 
possible guilt be3mnd the scope of Hca\en’s else infinite mercy 

While the hme-burner was struggling with the horroi of these thoughts, 
Ethan Brand rose from the log, and flung open the door of the kiln The 
action was in such accoi dance with the idea in Bartram’s mind, that he 
almost expected to see the Evil One issue forth, red-hot, from the raging 
furnace 

“Hold' hold'” cried he, with a tremulous attempt to laugh, for he 
was ashamed of his fears, although they overmastered him “Don’t, for 
mercy’s sake, bring out your Devil now'” 

“Man' ” sternly replied Ethan Brand, “what need have I of the DeviP 
I have left him behind me, on my tiack It is with such half-wa}’’ sinners 
as you that he busies himself Fear not, because I open the door I do but 
act by old custom, and am going to trim youi fire, like a hme-burner, as 
I was once ” 

He stirred the vast coals, thiust in moie w'ood, and bent forward to 
gaze into the hollow prison-house of the fire, regaidless of the fierce glow 
that reddened upon his face The hme-burner sat watching him, and half 
suspected this strange guest of a purpose, if not to evoke a fiend, at least 
to plunge into the flames, and thus vanish from the sight of man Ethan 
Brand, however, drew quietly back, and closed the door of the kiln 

“I have looked,” said he, “into many a human heart that was seven 
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times hotter with sinful passions than yonder furnace is with fire But I 
found not there what I sought No, not the Unpardonable Sin’ ” 

“WTiat IS the Unpardonable Sm?” asked the lime burner and then he 
shrank farther from his companion, trembling lest his question should be 
answered 

'It IS a sm that grew within my own breast/’ replied Ethan Brand 
standing erect with a pride that distinguishes all enthusiasts of his stamp 
''A sm that grew nowhere elsel The sm of an intellect that triumphed 
over the sense of brotherhood wnth man and reverence for God and sacri 
ficed everything to its own mighty claims’ The only sm that deserves a 
recompense of immortal agony! Freely, were it to do again, would I incur 
the guilt Unshrinkingly I accept the retribution ' ” 

“The man’s head is turned,” muttered the lime burner to himself He 
may be a sinner like the rest of us — nothing more likely — but, III be 
sworn, he is a madman too ” 

Nevertheless, he felt uncomfortable at his situation, alone with Ethan 
Brand on the wild mountain side, and was right glad to hear the rough 
murmur of tongues, and the footsteps of what seemed a pretty numerous 
party, stumbling over the stones and rustling through the underbrush 
Soon appeared the whole lazy regiment that was wont to infest the village 
tavern, comprehending three or four individuals who had drunk flip be 
side the bar room fire through all the winters, and smoked their pipes be 
neath the stoop through all the summers since Ethan Brand s departure 
Laughing boisterously and mingling all their voices together m uncere 
monious talk, they now burst into the moonshine and narrow streaks of 
firelight that illuminated the open space before the lime kiln Bartram 
set the door ajar again, flooding the spot with light that the whole com 
pany might get a fair view of Ethan Brand, and he of them 

There, among other old acquaintances, was a once ubiquitous man, 
now almost extinct, but whom we were formerly sure to encounter at the 
hotel of every thriving village throughout the country It was the stage 
agent The present specimen of the genus was a wilted and smoke dried 
man, wrinkled and red nosed, in a smartlv cut brown, bobtailed coat 
with brass buttons, who, for a length of time unknoivn, had kept his 
desk and corner in the bar room, and was still puffing what seemed to 
be the same cigar that he had lighted twenty jears before He had great 
fame as a dry joker, though perhaps, less on account of any intrinsic 
humor than from a certain flavor of brandy toddy and tobacco smoke 
which impregnated all hts ideas and expressions, as well as his person 
Another well remembered, though strangely altered, face was that of 
Lawyer Giles, as people still called him in courtesy, an elderly raga 
muffin, in his soiled shirtsleeves and tow cloth trousers This poor fellow 
had been an attorney, in what he called his better days a sharp practition 
er, and m great vogue among the village litigants, but flip, and sling 
and toddy and cocktails imbibed at all hours, morning, noon, and night 
had caused him to slide from intellectual to various kinds and degrees of 
bodily labor, till at last to adopt his own phrase, he slid into a soap vat 
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In other words, Giles was now a soap-boiler, in a small way. He had come 
to be but the fragment of a human being, a part of one foot having 
been chopped off by an axe, and an entiie hand torn away by the dev- 
ilish grip of a steam-engine Yet, though the corporeal hand was gone, 
a spiritual member remained , for, stretching forth the stump, Giles stead- 
fastly averred that he felt an invisible thumb and fingers with as vivid 
a sensation as before the real ones were amputated A maimed and mis- 
erable wretch he was, but one, nevertheless, whom the world could not 
trample on, and had no right to scorn, eithei in this or any previous stage 
of his misfoi tunes, since he had still kept up the courage and spirit of a 
man, asked nothing in charity, and with his one hand and that the left 
one fought a stern battle agamst want and hostile circumstances 

Among the throng, too, came another personage, who, with certain 
points of similaiity to Lawyer Giles, had many more of difference It was 
the village doctor, a man of some fifty years, wdiom, at an earlier period 
of his life, we introduced as paying a piofessional visit to Ethan Brand 
dm mg the latter’s supposed insanity He was now' a purple-visaged, rude, 
and brutal, yet half-gentlemanly figure, with something wild, ruined, and 
despeiate m his talk, and m all the details of his gesture and manners. 
Brandy possessed this man like an evil spirit, and made him as surly and 
savage as a wild beast, and as miserable as a lost soul , but there w'as sup- 
posed to be in him such wonderful skill, such native gifts of healing, be- 
yond any which medical science could impart, that society caught hold of 
him, and would not let him sink out of its reach So, sw'aying to and fro 
upon his horse, and grumbling thick accents at the bedside, he visited all 
the sick-chambers for miles about among the mountain to\vns, and some- 
times raised a dying man, as it were, by miracle, or quite as often, no 
doubt, sent his patient to a grave that w'as dug many a year too soon The 
doctor had an everlasting pipe in his mouth, and, as somebody said, in 
allusion to his habit of swearing, it w'as always alight with hell-fire 

These three worthies pressed forward, and greeted Ethan Brand each 
after his own fashion, earnestly inviting him to partake of the contents of 
a certain black bottle, in which, as they averred, he would find something 
far better worth seeking than the Unpardonable Sm No mind, which has 
wrought itself by intense and solitary meditation into a high state of en- 
thusiasm, can endure the kind of contact wuth low and \ailgar modes of' 
thought and feeling to w'hich Ethan Brand w'as now subjected It made 
him doubt and, strange to say, it w'as a painful doubt w'hether he had 
indeed found the Unpardonable Sm, and found it within himself The 
whole question on which he had exhausted life, and more than life, looked 
like a delusion 

“Leave me,” he said bitterly, “ye brute beasts, that have made your- 
selves so, shrivelling up your souls wnth fieiy liquors' I have done with 
you Years and years ago, I groped into your hearts and found nothing 
there for my purpose Get ye gone' ” 

“Why, you uncivil scoundrel,” cried the fierce doctor, “is that the waj' 
you respond to the kindness of your best friends? Then let me tell you the 
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truth You hi\e no more found the Unpardonable Sm than >onder boy 
Joe has You are but a crazy fellow, — told you so twenty years ago, — 
neither better nor worse than a crazy fellow, and the fit companion of old 
Humphrey, here!” 

He pointed to an old man, shabbily dressed, with long white hair thin 
visage, and unsteady eyes For some years past this aged person had been 
wandering about among the hills, inquiring of all travellers whom he met 
for his daughter The girl, it seemed, had gone off with a company of cir 
cus performers, and occasionally tidings of her came to the village and 
fine stories were told of her glittering appearance as she rode on horse 
back in the ring, or performed marvellous feats on the tight rope 
The white haired father now approached Ethan Brand, and gazed un 
steadily into his face 

They tell me you have been all over the earth,’ said he, wringing 
his hands with earnestness “You must have seen my daughter for she 
makes a grand figure m the world, and everybody goes to see her Did 
she send any word to her old father, or say when she was coming back? 

Ethan Brand’s eye quailed beneath the old man s That daughter, from 
whom he so earnestly desired a word of greeting, was the Esther of our 
tale, the very girl whom, with such cold and remorseless purpose, Ethan 
Brand had made the subject of a psychological experiment, and wasted, 
absorbed, and perhaps annihilated her soul, m the process 

‘Yes,’ he murmured, turning away from the hoary wanderer, ‘ it is no 
delusion There is an Unpardonable Sm* ” 

^^’hlle these things were passing, a merry scene was going forward m 
the area of cheerful light, beside the spring and before the door of the 
hut A number of the youth of the village, young men and girls, had hur 
ried up the hill side, impelled by curiosity to see Ethan Brand, the hero 
0! so many a legend familiar to Iheir childhood Finding nothing how 
ever, very remarkable in his aspect, — nothing but a sunburnt wayfarer, 
in plain garb and dusty shoes, who sat looking into the fire as if he fan 
cied pictures among the coals, — these young people speedilj grew tired 
of observing him As it happened, there was other amusement at hand 
An old German Jew travelling with a diorama on his back, was passing 
down the mountain road towards the village just as the party turned 
aside from it, and, in hopes of el ing out the profits of the day the show 
man had kept them compan> to the lime kiln 

‘ Come old Dutchman, cried one of the young men, “let us see your 
pictures, if you can swear they are worth looking all” 

“Oh yes, Captain,” answered the Jew, — whether as a matter of cour 
tesy or craft, he styled everybody Captain, — “I shall show you, indeed 
some very superb pictures I” 

So, placing his bo\ in a proper position, he invited the young men and 
girls to look through the glass onfices of the machine, and proceeded to 
exhibit a series of the most outrageous scratchings md daubmgs, as speci 
mens of the fine arts, that ever an itinerant showman had the face to im 
pose upon his circle of spectators The pictures were worn out, moreover 
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tattered, full of cracks and wrinkles, dingy with tobacco-smoke, and 
otheiwise m a most pitiable condition Some purported to be cities, public 
edifices, and ruined castles m Europe, others represented Napoleon’s 
battles and Nelson’s sea-fights, and m the midst of these would be seen 
a gigantic, brown, hairy hand, which might have been mistaken for the 
Hand of Destiny, though, m truth, it was only the showman’s, pointing 
its forefinger to various scenes of the conflict, while its owner gave his- 
torical illustrations When, with much merriment at its abominable defi- 
ciency of merit, the exhibition was concluded, the German bade little Joe 
put his head into the box Viewed through the magnifymg-glasses, the 
boy’s round, rosy visage assumed the strangest imaginable aspect of an 
immense Titanic child, the mouth grinning broadly, and the eyes and 
every other feature overflowing with fun at the joke Suddenly, how- 
ever, that merry face turned pale, and its expression changed to horror, 
for this easily impressed and excitable child had become sensible that the 
eye of Ethan Brand was fixed upon him through the glass 

‘‘You make the little man to be afraid. Captain,” said the German Jew, 
turning up the dark and strong outline of his visage from his stooping 
posture “But look again, and, by chance, I shall cause you to see some- 
what that is very fine, upon my word'” 

Ethan Brand gazed into the box for an instant, and then starting back, 
looked fixedly at the German What had he seen^ Nothing, apparently, 
for a curious youth, who had peeped m almost at the same moment, be- 
held only a vacant space of canvas 
“I remember you now,” muttered Ethan Brand to the showman 
“Ah, Captam,” whispered the Jew of Nuremberg, with a dark smile, 
“I find It to be a heavy matter m my show-box, this Unpardonable Sm ' 
By my faith. Captain, it has wearied my shoulders, this long day, to 
carry it over the mountain ” 

“Peace,” answered Ethan Brand, sternly, “or get thee into the furnace 
yonder'” ^ 

The Jew’s exhibition had scarcely concluded, when a great, elderly dog 
who seemed to be his own master, as no person in the company laid 
claim to him saw fit to render himself the object of public notice Hith- 
erto, he had shown himself a very quiet, well-disposed old dog, going 
round from one to another, and, by way of being sociable, offering his 
rough head to be patted by any kindly hand that would take so much 
trouble But now, all of a sudden, this grave and venerable quadruped, 
of his own mere motion, and without the slightest suggestion from any- 
body else, began to run round after his tail, which, to heighten the ab- 
surdity of the proceeding, was a great deal shorter than it should have 
been Never was seen such headlong eagerness in pursuit of an object 
that could not possibly be attained, never was heard such a tremendous 
growling, snarling, barking, and snapping, as if one end of 
the ridiculous brute’s body were at deadly and most unforgivable enmity 
wim the other Faster and faster, round about went the cur, and faster 
and still faster fled the unapproachable brevity of his tail, and louder 
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and fiercer gre^ his yells of rage and ammositj until, utterly exhausted, 
and as far from the goal as c\er, the foolish old dog ceased his perform 
ance as suddenl> as he had begun it The next moment he was as mild 
quiet, sensible, and respectable m his deportment, as when he first 
scraped acquaintance with the company 

/Is may be supposed, the exhibition was greeted with universal laugh 
ter, clapping of hands, and shouts of encore, to which the canine per 
former responded bj wagging all that there was to wag of his tail but 
appeared totally unable to repeat his \crj successful effort to amu^e the 
spectators 

'^Ieanwhlle, Ethan Brand had resumed his seat upon the log, and 
mo\ed, as it might be, by a perception of some remote analogy between 
his own case and that of this self pursuing cur, he broke into the awful 
laugh, which, more than any other token, expressed the condition of hL 
inward being From that moment, the merriment of the party was at an 
end they stood aghast, dreading lest the inauspicious sound should be 
reverberated around the horizon, and that mountain would thunder it to 
mountain, and so the horror be prolonged upon their ears Then, whisper 
ing one to anotlicr that it was late, — that the moon was almost down — 
that the August night was growing chill, — they hurried homewards leav 
ing the hmc burner and little Joe to deal as they might with their unwel 
come guest Save for these three human beings, the open space on the 
hill side was a solitude, 'ct m a vast gloom of forest Beyond that dark 
«!ome verge, the firelight glimmered on the stately trunks and almost 
black foliage of pines intermixed with the lighter verdure of sapling 
oaks, maples, and poplars, while here and there lay the gigantic corpses 
of dead trees, decaying on the leaf strewn soil And it seemed to little Joe 
— a timorous and imaginative child — that the silent forest was holding 
2ts breath until some Icarlul thmg should hippen 

Ethan Brand thrust more wood into the fire, and closed the door of the 
kiln then looking over his shoulder at the lime burner and his son, he 
bade rather than advised, them to retire to rest 

“For myself, I cannot sleep ” said he ‘I have matters that it concem« 
me to meditate upon I will watch the fire, as I used to do m the old 
time ” 

“And call the Devil out of the furnace to keep you company, I sup 
pose,” muttered Bartram, who had been making intimate acquaintance 
with the black bottle above mentioned ‘ But watch, if you like and call 
as many devils as you Iikel For my part, I shall be all the better for a 
snooze Come, Joel” 

As the boy followed his father into the hut, he looked back at the way 
farer, and the tears came into his eyes, for his tender spirit had an mtui 
tion of the bleak and terrible loneliness in which this man had enveloped 
himself 

When they had gone Ethan Brand sat listening to the crackling of the 
kindled wood, and looking at the little spirts of fire that issued through 
the chinks of the door These trifles, however, once so familiar, had but 
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the slightest hold of his attention, while deep within his mind he was re- 
viewing the gradual but marvellous change that had been wrought upon 
him by the search to which he had devoted himself He remembered how 
the night dew had fallen upon him, how the dark forest had whispered 
to him, how the stars had gleamed upon him, a simple and loving 
man,- watching his fiie m the years gone by, and ever musing as it burned. 
He remembered with what tenderness, with what love and sympathy for 
mankind, and what pity for human guilt and vroe, he had first begun to 
contemplate those ideas which afterwards became the inspiration of his 
life, with what reverence he had then looked into the heart of man, 
viewing it as a temple originally divine, and, however desecrated, still to 
be held sacred by a brother, with what awful fear he had depiecated the 
success of his pursuit, and prayed that the Unpardonable Sm might never 
be revealed to him Then ensued that vast intellectual development, 
which, in its progress, disturbed the counterpoise between his mind and 
heart The Idea that possessed his life had operated as a means of educa- 
tion , it had gone on cultivating his powers to the highest point of which 
they were susceptible , it had raised him from the level of an unlettered 
laborer to stand on a star-lit eminence, whither the philosophers of the 
earth, laden with the loie of universities, might vainly strive to clamber 
after him So much foi the intellect i But where was the heart? That, in- 
deed, had withered, had contracted, had hardened, had perished’ 
It had ceased to partake of the universal throb He had lost his hold of 
the magnetic chain of humanity He was no longer a brother-man, open- 
ing the chambers or the dungeons of our common nature by the key of 
holy sympathy, which gave him a right to share m all its secrets , he was 
now a cold observer, looking on mankind as the subject of his experi- 
ment, and, at length, converting man and woman to be his puppets, and 
pulling the wires that moved them to such degrees of crime as were de- 
manded for his study 

Thus Ethan Brand became a fiend He began to be so from the mo- 
ment that his moral nature had ceased to keep the pace of improvement 
with his intellect And now, as his highest effort and inevitable develop- 
ment, as the bright and gorgeous flower, and rich, delicious fruit of his 
life’s labor, he had produced the Unpardonable Sm ’ 

‘‘What more have I to seek? what more to achieve^” said Ethan Brand 
to himself “My task is done, and well done' ” 

Starting from the log with a ceitain alacrity in his gait and ascending 
the hillock of earth that was raised against the stone ciicumference of the 
iime-kiln, he thus reached the top of the structure It was a space of per- 
haps ten feet across, from edge to edge, presenting a view of the upper 
surface of the immense mass of broken marble with which the kiln was 
heaped All these innumerable blocks and fiagments of marble were red- 
hot and vividly on fire, sending up great spouts of blue flame, which 
quivered aloft and danced madly, as within a magic circle, and sank and 
rose again, with continual and multitudinous activity As the lonely man 



ETHAN BRAND ii95 

bent forward o\er this terrible body of fire, the blasting heat smote up 
against his person with a breath that, it might be supposed, ^\ould have 
scorched and shrivelled him up m a moment 
Ethan Brand stood erect, and rai*^d his arms on high The blue flames 
pla>ed upon his face and imparted the wild and ghastly light which alone 
could have suited its expression, it was that of a fiend on the verge of 
plunging into his gulf of mtenscst torment 
"0 ^lother Earth,” cried he, “who art no more my ^lother, and into 
wbosebosom this frame shall never be resolved! Omankind whose broth 
erhood I have cast off, and trampled th> great heart beneath my feetl 
O stars of heaven, that shone on me of old, as if to light me onward and 
upwaird* — farewell all, and forever Come, deadlj element of Fire, — 
henceforth my familiar friend! Embrace me asldotheel” 

That night the sound of a fearful peal of laughter rolled heavilj 
through the sleep of the lime burner and his little son dim shapes of hor 
ror and anguish haunted their dreams, and seemed still present in the 
rude hovel, when thej opened their eyes to the daylight 
‘Up, boj, up!” cried the lime burner staring about him “Thank 
Heaven, the night is gone, at last, and rather than pass such another, I 
would watch m> lime kiln, wide awake, for a twelvemonth This Ethan 
Brand, with his humbug of an Unpardonable Sin has done me no such 
might) favor, in taking m> phccl ’ 

Ho issued from the hut, followed by little Joe, who kept fast hold of 
his father’s hand The early sunshine was already pouring its gold upon 
the mountain tops, and though the vaUe>s were still in shadow, they 
smiled cheerfully m the promise of the bright day that was hastening on 
ward The village, completely shut in by hills, which swelled away gently 
about it, looked as if it had rested peacefully in the hollow of the great 
band of Providence Everydwdbngwasdistinctly visible the little spires 
of the two cliurches pointed upwards, and caught a fore glimmering of 
brightness from the sun gilt skies upon their gilded weather cocks The 
tavern was astir, and the figure of the old smoke dried stage agent, cigar 
in mouth, was seen beneath the stoop Old Graylock was glorified with a 
golden cloud upon his head Scattered likewise over the breasts of the 
surrounding mountains, there were heaps of hoary mist, in fantastic 
shapes, some of them far down into the valley, others high up towards the 
summits, and still others, of the same family of mist or cloud hovering m 
the gold radiance of the upper atmosphere Stepping from one to another 
of the clouds that rested on the hills, and thence to the loftier brother 
hood that sailed in air it seemed almost as if a mortal man might thus 
ascend into the heavenly regions Earth was so mingled with sky that it 
was a day dream to look at it 

To supply that charm of the familiar and homely, which Nature so 
readily adopts into a scene like this, the stage coach was rattling down 
the mountain road, and the driver sounded his horn, while Echo caught 
up the notes, and intertwined them into a rich and varied and elaborate 
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harmony, of which the oiiginal performer could lay claim to little share. 
The great hills played a concei t among themselves, each contributing a 
strain of any sweetness 

Little Joe’s face brightened at once 

‘‘Dear father,” cried he, skipping cheerily to and fro, “that strange 
man is gone, and the sky and the mountains all seem glad of it' ” 

“Yes,” growled the lime-buiner, with an oath, “but he has let the fire 
go down, and no thanks to him if five hundred bushels of lime are not 
spoiled If I catch the fellow hereabouts again, I shall feel like tossing 
him into the furnace'” 

With his long pole in his hand, he ascended to the top of the kiln After 
a moment’s pause, he called to his sop 

“Come up here, Joe! ” said he 

So little Joe ran up the hillock, and stood by his father’s side The 
marble Avas all burnt into perfect, snow-white lime But on its surface, in 
the midst of the circle, snow-white too, and thoroughly converted into 
lime, lay a human skeleton, m the attitude of a person w'ho, after long 
toil, lies down to long repose Within the ribs strange to say was the 
shape of a human heart 

“Was the fellow^’s heart made of marble?” cried Bartram, in some pei- 
plexity at this phenomenon “At any rate, it is burnt into what looks hl.e 
special good lime, and, taking all the bones together, my kiln is half a 
bushel the richer foi him ” 

So saying, the lude lime-buiner lifted his pole, and, letting it fall upon 
the skeleton, the relics of Ethan Brand wnre crumbled into fragments 
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The summer moon, which shines in so many a tale, was beaming ovei 
a broad extent of uneven country Some of its brightest rays w’ere flung 
into a spring of w^ater, where no traveller, toiling, as the writei has, up 
the hilly road beside w'hich it gushes, ever failed to quench his thirst 
The work of neat hands and consideiate art v,as visible about this blessed 
fountain An open cistern, hewn and hollow^ed out of solid stone, w’as 
placed above the waters, which filled it to the brim, but by some invisible 
outlet were conveyed away without dripping dowm its sides Though the 
basin had not room for anothei diop, and the continual gush of water 
made a tremor on the surface, theie w'as a secret charm that forbade it 
to overflow I remember, that when I had slaked my summer thirst, and 
sat panting by the cistern, it was my fanciful theory that Nature could 
not afford to lavish so pure a liquid, as she does tlie waters of all meaner 
fountains 
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While the moon was hanging almost perpendicularly over this spot 
two figures appeared on the summit of the hill, and came with noiseless 
footsteps down towafds the spring They were then m the first freshness 
of youth nor is there a wrinkle now on either of their brows, and yet 
they w ore a strange, old fashioned garb One a young man w ith ruddy 
cheeks, walked beneath the canopy of a broad brimmed gray hat he 
seemed to have inherited his great grandsire’s square «ikirted coat and a 
waistcoat that extended its immense flaps to his knees his brown locks, 
also, hung down behind, in a mode unknown to our times By his side 
was a sweet young damsel, her fair features sheltered by a pnm little 
bonnet, within which appeared the vestal muslin of a cap her close, 
long waisted gown, and indeed her whole attire might have been worn 
by some rustic beauty who had faded half a century before But that 
there was something too warm and life lil e m them, I would here ha\e 
compared this couple to the ghosts of two young lovers who had died 
long s nee m the glow of passion and now were straying out of their 
graves, to renew the old vows, and shadow forth the unforgotten kiss of 
their earthly lips, beside the moonlit spring 

' Thee and I will rest here a moment, Miriam ’ said he young man, 
as they drew near the stone cistern, for there is no fear that the elders 
know what we have done and this may be the last time we shall ever 
taste this water ’ 

Thus speaking with a little sadness in his face which was also visible 
m that of his companion he made her sit down on a stone and was 
about to place himself very close to her side she however, repelled him, 
though not uni indly 

“Nay, Josiah, said she, giving him a timid push with her maiden 
hand, thee must sit farther off on that other stone, with the spring be 
tween us What would the sisteis say, if thee were to sit so close to me?” 

“But we are of the world s people now, Miriam ” answered Josiah 

The girl persisted in her prudery, nor did the youth, m fact seem al 
together free from a similar sort of shyness so they sat apart from each 
other, gazing up the hill where the moonlight discovered the tops of a 
group of buildings While their attention was thus occupied, a party of 
travellers, who had come wearily up the long ascent, made a halt to re 
fresh themselves at the spring There were three men, a woman, and t 
little girl and boy Their attire was mean, covered with the dust of the 
summer s day and damp with the night dew they all looked woebe 
gone, as if the cares and sorrows of the world had made their steps heav 
ler as they climbed the hill even the two little children appeared older 
in evil da>s than the young man and maiden who had first approached 
the spring 

Good evening to you young folks,” was the salutation of the trav 
ellers and Good evenmg, fnends, replied the youth and damsel 

“Is that white building the Shaker meeting house’” asked one of the 
strangers ‘And are those the red roofs of the Shaker village? ’ 
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“Friend, it is the Shaker village,” answered Josiah, aftci some hesi- 
tation 

The tiavellers, vho, fioin the first, had looked siNpiciously at the garb 
of these young people, now taxed them v.ilh an inltntion which all the 
circumstances, indeed, lendeied too obvious (o be imst.ikcn. 

“It IS true, fiiends,” replied the young man. summoning up hi<' cour- 
age “Miriam and I h?\e a gift to lo\c each other, .ind we arc going 
among the world’s people, to live after their fashion And yc know that 
w-e do not transgiess the law of the land, and neithei yc, nor the ciders 
themselves, have a right to hinder us ” 

“Yet you think it expedient to depart without lc.i\e-takiinr,’’ remarked 
one of the travellers 

“Yea, ye-a,” said Josiah, rcluclanlly. “because father Jo]> is a very 
awful man to speak w'llh, and being aged himself, he has but little char- 
ity for w'hat he calls the iniquities of the flesh ’’ 

“Well,” said the strangei, “we will neither use force to bring you back 
to the village, nor will wc betray you to the eldcis But sit you here 
aiyhile, and when you ha\c heaul what wc shall tell \ou 01 the world 
W'hich we have left, and into which nwi are going, perhaps you will turn 
back with us of youi own accoid Y hat sa> yoiP” added he. turning to 
his companions “We ha\e tuuelled thus far without becoming known 
to each other Shall we tell oui stones, here by this pleasant spring, for 
our ow’ii pastime, and the benefit of these misguided \oimg hners'*’ ’ 

In accordance with this proposil. the whole party st.it loncd them- 
selves round the stone cistern, the two children, being \erv wean, fell 
asleep upon the damp earth, and the pretty .Shaker girl, whose feelings 
w'ere those of a mm or a Turkish l.idy. crept .is clo^e as po^-siblc to the 
female traveller, and as f.ir as she well could from the unknown men 
The same person who had hitherto been the chief spokesman now stood 
up w'a\mg his hat in his hand, and suficicd the moonlight to kill fidl 
upon his front 

“In me,” said he, with a certain majesty of utterance, “m me, yoa 
behold a poet ” 

Though a lithographic print of this gentleman is cxtant, it may be 
w^ell to notice that he was now nearly forty, a thin and stooping figure, 
m a black coat, out at elbows, notwithstanding the ill condition of his 
attire, there w’eie about him se\eral tokens of a peculiar sort of foppery, 
unworthy of a mature man, particulaily m the arrangement of his hair, 
which was so disposed as to give .all possible loftiness and breadth to his 
forehead However, he had an intelligent eye, and, on the whole, a 
maiked countenance 

“A poet'” repeated the jmung Sh.aker, a little puj'xled how to under- 
stand such a designation, seldom heard in the utilitarian community 
where he had spent his life “Oh, ay, Miriam, he means a \ arse-maker, 
thee must know ” 

This remark jarred upon the susceptible nerves of the poet, nor could 
he help wondering what strange fatality had put into this young man’s 
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mouth in epithet, nhich i}J natured people hid affirmed to be more pro- 
per to his merit than the one assumed by himself 
‘ True, I im a \cr«c maker,’ he resumed, ‘ but my \erse is no more 
thin the milernl bod> into ^^hlch I breathe the cclestiil soul of thought 
Alas! how min> a ping his it cost me, this same insensibility to the 
ethereal c««cncc of poetry, with which you hi\e here tortured me agiin, 
at the moment when I am to relinquish m> profession forever! O Fite’ 
w-h> hist thou warred with Nature, turning ill her higher and more per 
feet gifts to the ruin of me, their possessor? WTiat is the voice of song, 
when the world licks the car of taste? How can I rejoice m my «:trcngth 
and delicacv of feeling, when they hive but made great sorrows out of 
little ones’ Have I dreaded scorn like death, ind yearned for fame as 
others pint for vital air, only to find myself in a middle state between 
ob'curilv and mfamv ’ Hut I have my revenge! I could have given ev 
istencc to a thousand hng!it creations I cru h them into my heart, and 
there let them putrefy I I <5lnkc oft the dust of my feet against my conn 
trymen! Hut posterity, tracing my fool^^lcps up this weary hill, wall cry 
'hamc upon the unworthy age that drove one of the fathers of American 
song to end his days in a Shaker vilhgcl” 

During this harangue the speaker gesticulated with great energy, and, 
as poetry is the natural language of passion, there appeared reason to 
apprehend his final explosion into an ode extempore The reader must 
understand (hat, for all ihc«c bitter words, he was a kind, gentle, harm 
less poor fellow enough whom Nature, tossing her ingredients together 
without looking at her recipe, had sent into the world with too much of 
one sort of brain, and hardly any of another 
^Triend, said the young Shaker, in some pcrplcxitv, ‘ thee scemest to 
have met with great troubles and, doubtless, I should pity them, if — if 
1 coaW bat anderstarrd what (hey were ” 

“Happy in your ignorance' ’ replied the poet, with an air of sublime 
superiority “To your coarser mind, perhaps, I may scern to speal of 
more important griefs v\hcn I add what I had wcllnigh forgotten, that 
I am out at elbows, and almost starved to death At any rate you have 
the advice and example of one individual to v\am you back for I am 
come hither, a disappointed man, flinging aside the fragments of my 
hopes, and seeking shelter m the calm retreat which you arc so anxious 
to leave ” 

“I thank thee, friend,’ rejoined the youth “but I do not mean to be a 
poet nor, Heaven be praiscdl do I think Miriam ever made a varsc in 
her life So vve need not fear thy disappointments But, Miriam,” he 
added, with real concern, thee knowcsl that the elders admit nobody 
that has not a gift to be useful Now, what under the sun can they do 
wath this poor v arse maker? ’ 

‘Nay, Josiah, do not thee discourage the poor man,’ said the girl, m 
all simplicity and kindness “Our hymns are very rough, and perhaps 
they may tnist him to smooth them ” 

Without noticing this hint of professional employment, the poet 
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turned away, and gave himself up to a sort of vague reverie, which he 
called thought Sometimes he watched the moon, pouring a silvery liquid 
on the clouds, through which it slowly melted till they became all 
bright, then he saw the same sweet radiance dancing on the leafy trees 
which rustled as if to shake it off, or sleeping on the high tops of hills, 
or hovering down m distant valleys, like the material of unshaped 
dreams, lastly, he looked into the spring, and there the light was ming- 
ling with the water. In its crystal bosom, too, beholding all heaven re- 
flected there, he found an emblem of a pure and tranquil breast He lis- 
tened to that most ethereal of all sounds, the song of crickets, coming in 
full choir upon the wind, and fancied that, if moonlight could be heard, 
it would sound just like that Finally, he took a draught at the Shaker 
spring, and, as if it were the true Castalia, was forthwith moved to com- 
pose a lyric, a Faiewell to his Harp, whicli he swore should be its closing 
strain, the last verse that an ungrateful world should have from him 
This effusion, with two or three other little pieces, subsequently written, 
he took the first opportunity to send, by one of the Shaker brethren, to 
Concord, %vhere they were published in the New Hampshire Patriot 

Meantime, another of the Canterbury pilgrims, one so different from 
the poet that the delicate fancy of the latter could hardly have conceived 
of him, began to relate his sad experience He was a small man, of quick 
and unquiet gestures, about fifty years old, with a narrow forehead, all 
wrinkled and dra^vn together He held in his hand a pencil, and a card 
of some commission-merchant in foreign parts, on the back of w'hich, for 
there was light enough to read or wTite by, he seemed ready to figure 
out a calculation 

“Young man,” said he, abruptly, “what quantity of land do the Shak- 
ers own here, m Canteibury?” 

“That is more than I can tell thee, friend,” answered Josiah, “but it 
IS a very rich establishment, and for a long way by the roadside thee 
may guess the land to be ours, by the neatness of the fences ” 

“And what may be the value of the whole,” continued the stranger, 
“with all the buildings and improvements, pretty nearly, in lound num- 
bers^” 

“Oh, a monstrous sum, more than I can reckon,” replied the voting 
Shaker 

“Well, sir,” said the pilgrim, “there was a day, and not very long ago, 
neither, when I stood at my counting-room window, and watched the 
signal flags of three of my own ships entering the harbor, from the East 
Indies, from Liverpool, and from up the Straits, and I would not have 
given the invoice of the least of them for the title-deeds of this whole 
Shaker settlement You stare Perhaps, now, you wmn’t believe that I 
could have put more value on a little piece of paper, no bigger than the 
palm of your hand, than all these solid acres of gram, grass, and pas- 
ture-land would sell for?” 

“I won’t dispute it, friend,” answered Josiah, “but I know I had 
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rather ha\c fifty acres of this good land than a whole sheet of thy 
paper 

You may say so no^\,’ said the ruined merchant, bitterly, “for my 
name ^\ould not be worth the paper I should write it on Of course, you 
must ha\e heard of my failure?” 

And the stranger mentioned his name, which, however mighty it might 
have been in the commercial world, the young Shaker had never heard 
of among the Canterbury hills 

“Not heard of m> failurel” exclaimed the merchant, considerably 
piqued it was spoken of on ’Change m London, and from Bos 

ton to New Orleans men trembled in their shoes At all events, I did fail, 
and you s'mj me here on mi road to the Shaker village, where, doubtless 
(for the Shakers are a shrewd <cct), they will have a due respect for my 
experience, and give me the management of the trading part of ♦he con 
cern, m which case I think I can pledge myself to double thcir capital in 
four or five years Turn back with me, young man for though you will 
never meet with mi good luck, jou can hardli escape mi bad ” 

“I will not turn back for this,” replied Josiah, calmly, ‘any more than 
for the advice of the vnrsc maker, between whom and thee, friend, I see 
a sort of likeness, though I can t justly say where it lies But Miriam 
and I can cam our daili bread among the world’s people as well as in 
the Shaker village \nd do wc want ani thing more, Miriam? ’ 

‘ Nothing more, Josiah ” said the girl, quietly 
‘\ea, ^Iinam, and daily bread for some other little mouths, if God 
send them,” obsened the simple Shaker lad 
Miriam did not reply, but looked down into the spring, where she en 
countered the image of her own pretty face, blushing within the pnm 
little bonnet The third pilgrim now took up the conversation He was a 
sunhumt counlrymsn, of tiU fnmc ind l^ny strength, on whose rude 
and manly face there appeared a darker, more sullen and obstinate de 
spondency, than on those of either the poet or the merchant 

‘Well, now, youngster,” he began, ‘ lhe<;e folks have had their say, so 
I il take my turn IVfy story wall cut but a poor figure by the side of 
theirs, for I never supposed that I could have a right to meat and drink, 
and great praise besides, only for lagging rhymes together, as it seems 
this man does, nor ever tried to get the substance of hundreds into my 
own hands, like the trader there WTicn I was about of your years I 
married me a wife, — ^just such a neat and pretty young woman as Mir 
lam, if that’s her name, — and all I asked of Providence was an ordinary 
blessing on the sweat of my brow, so that we might be decent and com 
foriable, and have daily bread for ourselves, and for some other little 
mouths that we soon had to feed Wc had no very great prospects before 
us but I never wanted to be idle, and I thought it a matter of course 
that the Lord would help me, because I was willing to help myself ” 
And didn’t He help thee, friend?” demanded Josiah, with some eag 
erness 
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“No,” said the yeoman, sullenly; “for then you would not have seen 
me here I have labored hard for years, and my means have been grow- 
ing narro-v^er, and my living poorer, and niy heart colder and heavier, 
all the time; till at last I could bear it no longer. I set myself down to 
calculate whether I had best go on the Oregon expedition, or come here 
to the Shaker village, but I had not hope enough left in me to begin. the 
world over again, and, to make my story short, here I am And now, 
youngster, take my advice, and turn back, or else, some few years 
hence, you’ll have to climb this hill, with as heavy a heart as mine ” 
This simple story had a strong effect on the young fugitives The mis- 
fortunes of the poet and merchant had won little sympathy from their 
plain good sense and unworldly feelings, qualities which made them such 
unprejudiced and inflexible j'udges, that few men would have chosen to 
take tke opinion of this youth and maiden as to the wisdom or folly of 
their pursuits But here was one whose simple wishes had resembled 
their own, and w^ho, after efforts which almost gave him a right to claim 
success from fate, had failed m accomplishing them 
“But thy wife, friend?” exclaimed the younger man “What became 
of the pretty girl, like Miriam^ Oh, I am afraid she is dead!” 

“Yea, poor man, she must be dead, she and the children, too,” 
sobbed Miriam 

The female pilgrim had been leaning over the spring, wherein latterly 
a tear or two might have been seen to fall, and foim its little circle on 
the surface of the water She now looked up, disclosing features still 
comely, but which had acquired an expression of fretfulness, in the same 
long course of evil fortune that had thrown a sullen gloom over the 
temper of the unprosperous yeoman 
“I am his wife,” said she, a shade of irritability just perceptible in 
the sadness of her tone “These poor little things, asleep on the ground, 
are two of our children We had two more, but God has provided better 
for them than we could, by taking them to Himself ” 

“And what would thee advise Josiah and me to do?” asked Miriam, 
this being the first question which she had put to either of the strangers. 

“ Tis a thing almost against nature for a woman to try to part true 
lovers,” answered the yeoman’s wife, after a pause, “but I’ll speak as 
truly to you as if these were my dying words Though my husband told 
you some of our troubles, he didn’t mention the greatest, and that which 
makes all the rest so hard to bear If you and your sweetheart marry, 
you’ll be kind and pleasant to each other for a year or two, and while 
that’s the case, you never will repent, but, by and by, he’ll grow gloomy, 
rough, and hard to please, and you’ll be peevish, and full of little angry 
fits, and apt to be complaining by the ‘fireside, when he comes to rest 
himself from his troubles out of doors; so your love will wear away by 
little and little, and leave you miserable at last. It has been so with us, 
and yet my husband and I were true lovers once, if ever two young folks 
were ” 

As she ceased, the yeoman and his wife exchanged a glance, m which 
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there ^\as more and vurmer a^ection than they had supposed to have 
escaped the frost of a wintry fate, in either of their breasts At that mo- 
ment, when they stood on the utmost verge of married life, one word fitly 
spoken, or perhaps one peculiar look, had they had mutual confidence 
enough to reciprocate it, might have renewed all their old feelings, and 
sent them back, resolved to sustain each other amid the struggles of the 
world But the crisis passed and never came again Just then also, the 
children, roused by their mother’s voice, looked up, and added their 
wailing accents to the testimony borne by all the Canterbury pilgrims 
against the world from which they fled 

“We are tired and hungry!” cried they “Is it far to the Shaker vil 
lage?’ 

The Shaker youth and maiden looked mournfully into each other’s 
eyes They had but stepped across the threshold of their homes, when 
lol the dark array of cares and sorrows that rose up to warn them back 
The varied narratives of the strangers had arranged themselves into a 
parable, they *:eemed not merely instances of woful fate that had be 
fallen others, but shadowy omens of disappointed hope and unavailing 
toil, domestic grief and estranged affection, that would cloud the onward 
path of these poor fugitives But after one instants hesitation they 
opened their arms, and scaled their resolve with as pure and fond an 
embrace as ever youthful love had hallowed 

‘ We will not go back,” said they “The world never can be dark to us, 
for we will always love one another ” 

Then the Canterbury pilgrims went up the hill, while the poet chanted 
a drear and desperate stanza of the Farewell to his Harp, fitting music 
for that melancholy band They sought a home where all former ties of 
nature or society would be sundered, and all old distinctions levelled, 
and a cold and passionless security be substituted for mortal hope and 
fear, as in that other refuge of the world’s weary outcasts, the grave 
The lovers drank at the Shaker spring, and then, with chastened hopes, 
but more confiding affections, went on to mingle m an untried life 
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On a bitter evening of December, I arrived by mail in a large town, 
which was then the residence of an intimate friend, one of those gifted 
youths who cultivate poetry and the belles lettres, and call themselves 
students at law My first business, after supper, was to visit him at the 
office of his distinguished instructor As I have said, it was a bitter night, 
clear starlight, but cold as Nova Zembla, — the shop windows along the 
street being frosted, so as almost to hide the lights, while the wheels of 
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coaches thundered equally loud over frozen earth and pavements of 
stone. There was no snow, either on the ground or the roofs of the 
houses The wind blew so violently, that I had but to spread my cloak 
like a mam-sail, and scud along the street at the rate of ten knots, 
greatly envied by other navigators, who were beating slowly up, with 
the gale right in their teeth One of these I capsized, but was gone on 
the wings of the wind before he could even vociferate an oath 

After this picture of an inclement night, behold us seated by a great 
blazing fire, which looked so comfortable and delicious that I felt in- 
clined to he down and roll among the hot coals The usual furniture of 
a lawyer’s office was around us, rows of volumes in sheepskin, and a 
multitude of writs, summonses, and other legal papers, scattered over 
the desks and tables But there were certain objects which seemed to in- 
timate that we had little dread of the intrusion of clients, or of the 
learned counsellor himself, who, indeed, was attending court in a dis- 
tant town A tall, decanter-shaped bottle stood on the table, between 
two tumblers, and beside a pile of blotted manuscripts, altogether dis- 
similar to any law documents recognized in our courts. My friend, whom 
I shall call Oberon, it was a name of fancy and friendship between him 
and me, my friend Oberon looked at tliese papers with a peculiar ex- 
pression of disquietude 

“I do believe,” said he, soberly, “or, at least, I could believe, if I 
chose, that there is a devil m this pile of blotted papers You have read 
them, and know what I mean, that conception m which I endeavored 
to embody the character of a fiend, as represented in our traditions and 
the written records of witchcraft Oh, I have a horror of what was cre- 
ated in my own brain, and shudder at the manuscripts in which I gave 
that dark idea a sort of material existence’ Would they were out of my 
sight ! ” 

“And of mine, too,” thought I 

“You remember,” continued Oberon, “how the hellish thing used to 
suck away the happiness of those who, by a simple concession th.. 
seemed almost innocent, subj'ected themselves to his power Just so my 
peace is gone, and all by these accursed manuscripts Have you felt 
nothing of the same influence?” 

“Nothing,” replied I, “unless the spell be hid in a desire to turn nov- 
elist, after reading your delightful tales ” 

“Novelist’” exclaimed Oberon, half seriously “Then, indeed, my 
devil has his claw on you’ You are gone! You cannot even pray for de- 
liverance’ But we will be the last and only victims, for this night I 
mean to burn the manuscripts, and commit the fiend to his retribution in 
the flames ” 

“Burn your tales’” repeated I, startled at the desperation of the idea. 

“Even so,” said the author, despondingly. “You cannot conceive what 
an effect the composition of these tales has had on me I have become 
ambitious of a bubble, and careless of solid reputation I am surround- 
ing myself with shadows, which bewilder me, by aping the realities of 
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life The> have drawn me aside from the beaten path of the world, and 
led me into a strange sort of solitude — a. solitude in the midst of men, — 
where nobody ^vishes for what I do, nor thinks nor feels as I do The 
tales have done all this WTien they are ashes, perhaps I shall be as I 
was before they had e^astence Moreover the sacrifice is less than you 
may suppose since nobody will publish them ” 

‘ That does make a difference, indeed,” said I 
They have been offered, by letter,” continued Oberon, reddening 
with vexation, to some seventeen booksellers It would make you stare 
to read their answers and read them you should, only that I burnt them 
IS fast as they arrived One man publishes nothing but school books 
another his five novels already under examination ” 

^\Tiat a voluminous mass the unpublished literature of America must 
be I” cried I 

‘Oh, the Alexandrian manuscripts were nothing to itl” said my 
friend “Well another gentleman is just giving up business, on purpose 
I verily believe to escape publishing my book Several, however, would 
not absolutely decline the agency, on my advancing half the cost of an 
edition, and giving bonds for the remainder, besides a high percentage 
to themselves whether the book sells or not Another advises a subscrip 
tion ” 

“The villain 1 ’ exclaimed I 

‘ A factl said Oberon ‘ In short, of all the seventeen booksellers, 
only one has vouchsafed even to read my tales and he — a literary dab 
bier himself, I should judge — has the impertinence to criticise them, 
proposing what he calls vast improvements, and concluding, after a gen 
eral sentence of condemnation, with the definitive assurance that he will 
not be concerned on any terms 

‘It might not be amiss to pull that fellow's nose,’ remarked I 
If the whole ‘trade had one common nose, there would be some sat 
isfaction in pulling it,” answered the author “But, there does seem to 
be one honest man among these seventeen unrighteous ones and be teJls 
me fairly, that no American publisher will meddle with an American 
work, — seldom if by a l^owm writer, and never if by a new one, — unless 
at the writer’s risk ” 

“The paltry roguesi” cried I “Will they live by literature, and yet 
risk nothing for its sake? But, after all, you might publish on your own 
account ” 

‘And 90 I might ” replied Oberon “But the devil of the business is 
this These people have put me so out of conceit with the tales, that I 
loathe the very thought of them, and actually experience a physical 
sicUiess of the stomach, whenever I glance at them on the table I tell 
you there is a demon m them I I anticipate a wild enjoyment in seeing 
them m the blaze such as I should feel m taking vengeance on an en 
emy, or destroying something noxious ” 

I did not very strenuously oppose this determination, being privately 
of opinion, ir spite of my partiality for the author, that his tales would 
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make a moie brilliant appearance in the fire than anj^vhere else Before 
proceeding to execution, we broached the bottle of champagne, which 
Oberon had provided for keeping up his spirits in this doleful business 
We si\allowed each a tumbleiful, in spaikling commotion, it went bub- 
bling down our thioats, and brightened my eyes at once, but left my 
friend sad and heavy as before He drew the tales towards him, with a 
mixtuie of natural affection and natural disgust, like a father taking a 
defoimed infant into his arms 

“Pooh' Pish' Pshaw'” exclaimed he, holding them at arm’s-length 
“It was Gray’s idea of heaven, to lounge on a sofa and read new novels. 
Now, what more appropriate torture ^^ollld Dante himself have con- 
trived, for the smnei who perpetrates a bad book, than to be continually 
turning over the manusenpt?” 

“It would fail of effect,” said I, “because a bad author is ahva>s his 
own great admirer ” 

“I lack that one characteristic of my tribe, the only desirable one,” 
observed Oberon, “But hov many recollections throng upon me, as I 
turn over these leaves! This scene came into my fancy as I v.alkcd 
along a hilly road, on a starlight October evening, in the pure and brac- 
ing air, I became all soul, and felt as if I could climb the sky, and run a 
race along the Milky-Way Here is another talc, in vhich I wrapt my- 
self during a dark and dreary night-ride in the month of March, till the 
rattling of the lYheels and the voices of my companions seemed like 
famt sounds of a dream, and my visions a bright reality That scribbled 
page describes shadow’s wdiich I summoned to my bedside at midnight 
they would not depart when I bade them, the gray dawn came, and 
found me wade awake and feverish, the victim of my own enchant- 
ments'” 

“There must have been a sort of happiness in all this,” said I, smit- 
ten with a strange longing to make proof of it 

“There may be happiness in a fever fit,” replied tlie author. “And 
then the various moods in which I wrote! Sometimes my ideas were like 
precious stones under the earth, requiring toil to dig them up, and care 
to polish and brighten them, but often a delicious stream of thought 
would gush out upon the page at once, like w’ater sparkling up suddenly 
m the desert, and wdien it had passed, I gnaw’ed my pen hopelessly, or 
blundered on with cold and miserable toil, as if there were a wall of ice 
between me and my sub)ect ” 

“Do you now perceive a corresponding difference,” inquired I, “be- 
tween the passages which you'wTote so coldly, and those fervid flashes 
of the mind?” 

“No,” said Oberon, tossing tlie manuscripts on the table “I find no 
traces of the golden pen with which I w’rote in characters of fire My 
treasure of fairy com is changed to w’orthless dross My picture, painted 
m what seemed the loveliest hues, presents nothing but a faded and m- 
distmguishable surface I have been eloquent and poetical and humor- 
ous in a dream, and behold ' it is all nonsense, now that I am aw’ake ” 
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My friend now threw sticks of wood and dry chips upon the fire, and 
seeing it blaze like Nebuchadnezzar’s furnace, seized the champagne 
bottle, and drank two or three brimming bumpers, successively The 
heady liquor combined with his agitation to throw him mto a speaes of 
rage He laid violent hands on the tales In one instant more, their faults 
and beauties would alike have vanished in a glowing purgatory But, all 
at once, I remembered passages of high imagination, deep pathos, origi 
nal thoughts, and points of such \aned excellence, that the vastness of 
the sacrifice struck me most forcibly I caught his arm 
“Surely, you do not mean to bum them I” I exclaimed 
‘Xet me alonel” cried Oberon, his eyes flashing fire “I will burn 
them! Not a scorched syllable shall escapel Would you have me a 
damned author? — To undergo sneeie, taunts, abuse, and cold neglect 
and faint praise, bestowed, for pitys sake, against the giver’s con 
sciencel A hissing and a laughing stodv to my own traitorous thoughtsl 
An outlaw from the protection of the grave, — one whose ashes every 
careless foot might spurn, unhonored in life, and remembered scornfully 
m death! Am I to bear all this, when yonder fire will insure me from 
the whole? Not There go the talesi May my hand wither when it would 
write anotherl” 

The deed was done He had thrown the manuscripts into the hottest 
of the fire, which at first seemed to shrink away, but soon curled around 
them, and made them a part of its own fervent brightness Oberon stood 
gazing at the conflagration, and shortly began to soliloquize, in the wild 
est strain, as if Fancy resisted and became riotous, at the moment when 
he would have compelled her to ascend that funeral pile His words de 
scribed objects which he appeared to discern m the fire, fed by his own 
precious thoughts, perhaps the thousand visions which the wnters 
magic had incorporated with these pages became visible to him m the 
dissolving heat, brightening forth ere they vanished forever while the 
smoke, the vivid sheets of flame the ruddy and whitening coals, caught 
the aspect of a vaned scenery 

* They blaze, ’ said he “as if I had steeped them m the intensest 
spirit of genius There I see my lovers clasped in each other’s arms How 
pure the flame that bursts from their glowing heartsl And yonder the 
features of a villain writhing in the fire that shall torment him to eter 
nity My holy men, my pious and angelic women, stand like martyrs 
amid the flames, their mild eyes lifted heavenward Ring out the bellsl 
A city IS on fire Seel — destruction roars through my dark forests, while 
the lakes boil up m steaming billows and the mountains are volcanoes, 
and the sky kindles with a lurid brightness! All elements are but one 
pervading flamel Hal The fiend!” 

I was somewhat startled by this latter exclamation The tales were 
almost consumed, but just then threw forth a broad sheet of fire, which 
flickered as with laughter, making the whole room dance in its bright 
ness, and then roared portentously up the chimney 

‘^ou saw him? You must have seen him!” cried Oberon “How he 
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glared at me and laughed, in that last sheet of flame, with just the fea- 
tures that I imagined for him' Well' The tales are gone ” 

The papers were indeed reduced to a heap of black cinders, with a 
multitude of sparks hurrying confusedly among them, the traces of the 
pen being now represented by white lines, and the whole mass fluttering 
to and fro m the draughts of air The destroyer knelt down to look at 
them 

‘Wfliat IS more potent than fire'” said he, m his gloomiest tone “Even 
thought, invisible and incorporeal as it is, cannot escape it In this little 
time, it has annihilated the creations of Jong nights and days, which I 
could no more reproduce, m then first glow and freshness, than cause 
ashes and whitened bones to rise up and live There, too, I sacrificed the 
unborn children of my mind All that I had accomplished all that I 
planned for future years has perished by one common rum, and left 
only this heap of embers' The deed has been my fate And what re- 
mains? A weary and aimless life, a long repentance of this hour, and 
at last an obscure grave, where they will bury and forget me ' ” 

As the author concluded his dolorous moan, the extinguished embers 
arose and settled down and arose again, and finally flew up the chimney, 
like a demon with sable wings Just as they disappeared, there was a 
loud and solitary cry m the street below us “Fire'” Fire' Other voices 
caught up that terrible word, and it speedily became the shout of a mul- 
titude Oberon started to his feet, in fresh excitement 
“A fire on such a night' ” cried he “The wind blows a gale, and wher- 
ever It whirls the flames, the roofs will flash up like gunpowder Every 
pump IS frozen up, and boiling water would turn to ice the moment it 
was flung from the engine In an hour, this wooden town will be one 
great bonfire ' What a glorious scene for my next Pshaw ' ” 

The street was now dl alive with footsteps, and the air full of voices 
We heard one engine thundering round a corner, and another rattling 
from a distance over the pavements The bells of three steeples clanged 
out at once, spreadmg the alarm to many a neighboring town, and ex- 
pressing hurry, confusion, and terror, so inimitably that I could almost 
distinguish m their peal the burden of the universal cry, “Fire' Fire' 
Fire'” 

“What IS so eloquent as their iron tongues ' ” exclaimed Oberon “My 
heart leaps and trembles, but not with fear And that other sound, too, 
deep and awful as a mighty organ, the roar and thunder of the mul- 
titude on the pavement below' Come' We are losing time I will cry 
out in the loudest of the uproar, and mingle my spirit with the wildest 
of the confusion, and be a bubble on the top of the ferment' ” 

From the first outcry, my forebodings had warned me of the true ob- 
ject and centre of alarm There was nothing now but uproar, above, be- 
neath, and around us, footsteps stumbling pell-mell up the public stair- 
case, eager shouts and heavy thumps at the door, the whiz and dash of 
water from the engmes, and the crash of furniture thrown upon the 
pavement At once, the truth flashed upon my friend His frenzy took 
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the hue of joy, and, with a wild gesture of exultation he leaped almost 
to the ceiling of the chamber 

“My tales!” cried Oberon “The chimney* The roof* The Fiend has 
gone forth by night, and startled thousands in fear and wonder from 
their beds* Here I stand, — a triumphant author* Huzza* Huzza! My 
brain has set the town on fire* Huzzal” 
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After the kings of Great Britain had assumed the right of appointing 
the colonial governors, the measures of the latter seldom met with the 
ready and generous approbation which had been paid to those of their 
predecessors under the original charters The people looked with most 
jealous scrutiny to the exerase of power which did not emanate from 
themselves, and they usually rewarded their rulers mth slender grati 
tude for the compliances by which, m softening their instructions from 
beyond the sea they had incurred the reprehension of those who gave 
them The annals of Massachusetts Bay will inform us that of six gov 
ernors ir the space of about forty years from the surrender of the old 
charter, under James II , two were imprisoned by a popular msurrec 
tion a third, as Hutchinson inclines to believe, was driven from the 
province by the whizzing of a musket ball, a fourth, in the opinion of 
the same historian was hastened to his grave by continual bickerings 
with the House of Representatives, and the remaining two as well as 
their successors, till the Revolution, were favored with few and brief in 
tervals of peaceful sway The inferior members of the court party, in 
times of high political exatement, led scarcely a more desirable life 
These remarks may serve as a preface to the following adventures, 
which chanced upon a summer night, not far from a hundred years ago 
The reader, in order to avoid a long and dry detail of colonial affairs is 
requested to dispense with an account of the tram of circumstances that 
had caused much temporary mflammation of the popular mind 

It was near nine o’clock of a moonlight evening, when a boat crossed 
the ferry with a single passenger, who had obtained his conveyance at 
that unusual hour by the promise of an extra fare While he stood on 
the landing place, searching in either pocket for the means of fulfilling 
his agreement the ferryman lifted a lantern, by the aid of which, and 
the newly risen moon he took a very accurate survey of the stranger s 
figure He was a youth of barely eighteen years, evidently country bred 
and now, as it should seem upon his first visit to town He was clad in 
a coarse gray coat well worn, but m excellent repair his under gar 
ments were durably constructed of leather, and fitted tight to a pair of 
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serviceable and well-shaped limbs, his stockings of blue yarn were the 
incontrovertible work of a mother oi a sister, and on his head was a 
three-cornered hat, which in its better days had perhaps sheltered the 
graver brow of the lad’s father Undei his left arm was a heavy cudgel 
foimed of an oak sapling, and retaining a part of the hardened root, 
and his equipment was completed by a wallet, not so abundantly stocked 
as to incommode the vigoious shoulders on which it hung Brown, curly 
hair, well-shaped features, and bright, cheerful eyes w-ere nature’s gifts, 
and worth all that art could have done for his adornment 
The youth, one of whose names w^as Robin, finally drew from his 
pocket the hdf of a little province bill of five shillings, which, m the 
depreciation m that sort of currency, did but satisfy the ferryman’s de- 
mand, with the surplus of a sexangular piece of parchment, valued at 
three pence He then w'alked forward into the towm, wath as light a step 
as if his day’s journey had not already exceeded thirty miles, and with 
as eager an eye as if he W'ere entering London citjq instead of the little 
metropolis of a New England colony Before Robin had proceeded far, 
however, it occurred to him that he knew^ not whither to direct his steps, 
so he paused, and looked up and down the narrow' street, scnitinizing the 
small and mean W'ooden buildings that were scattered on either side 
“This low hovel cannot be my kinsman’s dw'elling,” thought he, “nor 
yonder old house, where tlie moonlight enters at the broken casement, 
and truly I see none heieabouts that might be w'orthy of him It would 
have been wise to inquire my way of the ferryman, and doubtless he 
would have gone with me, and earned a shilling from the Major for his 
pams But the next man I meet will do as w’ell ” 

He resumed his walk, and was glad to perceive that the street now' 
became wider, and the houses more respectable in their appearance He 
soon discerned a figure moving on moderately m advance, and hastened 
his steps to overtake it. As Robin drew nigh, he saw' that the passenger 
was a man in years, with a full periwig of gray hair, a wide-skirted coat 
of dark cloth, and silk stockings rolled above his knees He carried a 
long and polished cane, which he struck dow'n perpendicularly before 
him at every step, and at regular intervals he uttered tw'o successive 
hems, of a peculiarly solemn and sepulchral intonation Having made 
these observations, Robin laid hold of the skirt of the old man’s coat, 
just when the light from the open door and windows of a barber’s shop 
fell upon both their figures 

“Good evening to you, honored sir,” said he, making a low bow, and 
still retaining his hold of the skirt “I pray you tell me whereabouts is 
the dwelling of my kinsman. Major Mohneux ” 

The youth’s question was uttered very loudly, and one of the bar- 
bers, whose razor was descending on a well-soaped chin, and another 
who was dressmg a Ramillies wig, left their occupations, and came to the 
door The citizen, in the mean time, turned a long-favored countenance 
upon Robin, and answered him in a tone of excessive anger and annoy- 
ance His two sepulchral hems, however, broke mto the very centre of 
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his rebuke, with most singular effect, like a thought of the cold grave 
obtruding among wrathful passions 

‘Let go my garment, fellowl I tell you, I know not the man vou 
speak of \Vhatf I have authority, I have — hem, hem — authority, and if 
tins be the respect you show for your betters, your feet shall be brought 
acquainted with the stocks by daylight, tomorrow morning I ’ 

Robin released the old man's skirt, and hastened away, pursued by an 
ill mannered roar of laughter ^rom the barber s shop He was at first 
considerably surprised by the result of his question, but, being a shreivd 
youth soon thought himsielf able to account for the mystery 

“This is some country representative, ' was his conclusion, ‘ who has 
never seen the inside of my kinsman s door, and lacks the breeding to 
answer a stranger civilly The man is old, or venly — I might be tempted 
to turn back and smite him on the nose Ah, Robin Robinl even the 
barber's boys laugh at you for choosing such a guide* You will be wi^er 
m time, friend Robin " 

He now became entangled m a succession of crooked and narrow 
streets, which crossed each other, and meandered at no great distance 
from the water side The smell of tar was obvious to his nostrils, the 
masts of vessels pierced the moonlight above the tops of the buildings 
and the numerous signs, which Robin paused to read, informed hm that 
he was near the centre of business But the streets were empty the shops 
were closed, and lights were visible only in the second stones of a few 
dwelling houses At length, on the corner of a narrow lane, through 
which he was passing, he beheld the broad countenance of a British hero 
swinging before the door of an inn, whence proceeded the voices of many 
guests The casement of one of the lower windows was thrown back and 
a veiy thm curtain permitted Robin to distinguish a party at supper 
round a well furnished table The fragrance of the good cheer steamed 
forth into the outer air, and the youth could not fail to recollect that the 
last remnant of his travelling stock of provision had yielded to his mom 
mg appetite, and that noon had found and ieft him dmnedess 

“Oh, that a parchment three penny might give me a right to sit down 
at yonder table! said Robin, with a sigh But the Major will make 
me welcome to the best of his victuals, so I will even step boldly in, and 
inquire my way to his dwelling ” 

He entered the tavern, and was guided by the murmur of voices and 
the fumes of tobacco to the public room It was a long and low apart 
ment, with oaken walls, grown dark in the continual smoke, and a floor 
which was thicklj sanded, but of no immaculate purity A number of 
persons — the larger part of whom appeared to be mariners, or in some 
W’ay connected with the sea — occupied the wooden benches or leather 
bottomed chairs, conversing on various matters, and occasionally lending 
their attention to some topic of general interest Three or four little 
groups were draining as many bowls of punch, which the West India 
trade had long since made a familiar drink m the colony Others, who 
had the appearance of men who lived by regular and laborious handi 
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craft, preferred the insulated bliss of an unshared potation, and became 
more taciturn under its influence Nearly all, in short, evinced a predi- 
lection for the Good Cieature in some of its various shapes, for this is a 
vice to which, as Fast Day sermons of a hundred years ago will testify, 
we have a long hereditary claim The only guests to whom Robin’s sym- 
pathies inclined him were two or three sheepish countr3rmen, who were 
using the inn somewhat after the fashion of a Turkish caravansary, they 
had gotten themselves into the darkest corner of the room, and heedless 
of the Nicotian atmosphere, were supping on the bread of their own 
ovens, and the bacon cured in their own chimney-smoke But though 
Robin felt a sort of brotherhood with these strangers, his eyes were at- 
tracted from them to a person who stood near the door, holding whis- 
pered conversation with a group of ill-dressed associates His features 
were separately striking almost to grotesqueness, and the whole face left 
a deep impression on the memory The foiehead bulged out into a 
double prominence, with a vale between, the nose came boldly forth in 
an irregular curve, and its bridge was of more than a finger’s breadth, 
the eyebrows were deep and shaggy, and the eyes glowed beneath them 
like fire in a cave 

While Robin deliberated of whom to inquire respecting his kinsman’s 
dwelling, he was accosted by the innkeeper, a little man in a stained 
white apron, who had come to pay his professional welcome to the 
stranger Being in the second generation from a French Protestant, he 
seemed to have inherited the courtesy of his parent nation , but no va- 
riety of circumstances was ever known to change his voice from the one 
shrill note in which he now addressed Robin 

“From the country, I piesume, sir^” said he, with a profound bow 
“Beg leave to congratulate you on your arrival, and trust you intend a 
long stay with us Fine town here, sir, beautiful buildings, and much 
that may interest a stranger May I hope for the honor of your com- 
mands in respect to supper^” 

“The man sees a family likeness ’ the rogue has guessed that I am re- 
lated to the Major'” thought Robin, -who had hitherto experienced 
little superfluous civility 

All eyes were now turned on the country lad, standing at the door, in 
his worn three-cornered hat, gray coat, leather breeches, and blue yarn 
stockings, leaning on an oaken cudgel, and bearing a wallet on his back 

Robin replied to the courteous innkeeper, with such an assumption 
of confidence as befitted the Majoi’s relative “My honest friend,” he 
said, “I shall make it a point to patronize your house on some occasion, 
when” here he could not help lowering his voice “when I may have 
more than a parchment three-pence in my pocket My present business,” 
continued he, spealcmg with lofty confidence, “is merely to inquire my 
way to the dwellmg of my kinsman. Major Molineux ” 

^ There was a sudden and general movement in the room, which Robin 
interpreted as expressing the eagerness of each individual to become 
his guide But the innkeeper turned his eyes to a written paper on the 
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■\^all, whicli he read, or seemed to read, with occasional recurrences to 
the young man’s figure 

What have we here? ’ said he, breaking his speech into little dry frag 
ments “ Teft the house of the subscriber, bounden servant Hezekiah 
Mudge, — had on, when he went away, gray coat, leather breeches, mas 
ter’s third best hat One pound currency reward to whosoever shall lodge 
him m any jail of the providence Better trudge, boy better trudge'” 

Robin had begun to draw his hand towards the lighter end of the oak 
cudgel, but a strange hostility m every countenance induced him to re 
linquish his purpose of breaking the courteous innkeeper s head As he 
turned to leave the room he encountered a sneering glance from the 
bold featured p>ersonage whom he had before noticed and no sooner was 
he beyond the door, than he heard a general laugh, m which the mn 
keeper s voice might be distinguished, like the dropping of small stones 
into a kettle 

“Now, IS it not strange ” thought Rohm, wnth his usual shrewdness — 
‘ IS it not strange that the confession of an empty pocket should out 
weigh the name of my kinsman, Major Molineux? Oh, if I had one of 
those grinning rascals m the woods, where I and my oak sapling grew up 
together, I would teach him that my arm is heavy though my purse be 
light!” 

On turning the corner of the narrow lane Robin found himself m a 
spacious street, with an unbroken line of lofty houses on each side, and a 
steepled building at the upper end, whence the ringing of a bell announced 
the hour of nine The light of the moon, and the lamps from the numerous 
shop windows, discovered people promenading on the pavement and 
amongst them Robin had hoped to recognize his hitherto inscrutable 
relative The result of his former inquiries made him unwilling to hazard 
another, in a scene of such publicity, and he determined to walk slow 
ly and silently up the street, thrusting his face close to that of every 
elderly gentleman in search of the Major s lineaments In his progress, 
Robin encountered many gay and gallant figures Embroidered garments 
of showy colors enormous periwigs gold laced hats and silver hilted 
swords gilded past him and dazzled his optics Travelled youths im 
itators of the European fine gentlemen of the period, trod jauntily 
along, half dancing to the fashionable tunes which they hummed, and 
making poor Robin ashamed of his quiet and natural gait At length 
after many pauses to examine the gorgeous display of goods m the 
shop wnndows and after suffenng some rebukes lor the impertinence of 
his scrutiny into people s faces, the Major s kinsman found himself near 
the steepled building, still unsuccessful m his search As yet, however 
he had seen only one side of the thronged street so Robin crossed, 
and continued the same sort of inquisition down the opposite pavement, 
with stronger hopes than the philosopher seeking an honest man but 
with no better fortune He had amved about midway towards the lower 
end, from which his course began, when he overheard the approach of 
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some one who struck down a cane on the flag-stones at every step^ utter- 
ing at regular intervals, two sepulchral hems 

“Mercy on us'” quoth Robin, recognizing the sound 
Turning a comer, which chanced to be close at his right hand, he 
hastened to pursue his researches in some other part of the town His 
patience now was wearing low, and he seemed to feel more fatigue from 
his rambles since he crossed the ferry, than from his joufney of several 
days on the other side Hunger also pleaded loudly within him, and 
Robin began to balance the propriety of demanding, violently, and 
with lifted cudgel, the necessary guidance from the first solitary pass* 
enger whom he should meet While a resolution to this effect was gaming 
strength, he entered a street of mean appearance, on either side of which 
a row of ill-built houses was straggling towards the harbor The moon- 
light fell upon no passenger along the whole extent, but in the third 
domicile which Robin passed there was a half-opened door, and his 
keen glance detected a woman’s garment within 
“My luck may be better heie,” said he to himself 
Accordingly, he approached the door, and beheld it shut closer as he 
did so, yet an open space remained, sufficing foi the fair occupant to 
observe the sti anger, without a corresponding display on her part All 
that Robin could discern was a strip of scarlet petticoat, and the occa- 
sional spaikle of an eye, as if the moonbeams were trembling on some 
bright thing 

“Pretty mistress,” for I may call her so with a good conscience, 
thought the shrewd youth, since I know nothing to the contrary, “my 
sweet pretty mistress, will you be kind enough to tell me whereabouts 
I must seek the dwelling of my kinsman. Major Molineux?” 

Robin’s voice was plaintive and winning, and the female, seeing 
nothing to be shunned in the handsome country youth, thiust open the 
door, and came forth into the moonlight She was a dainty little figure, 
with a white neck, round arms, and a slender waist, at the extremity of 
which her scarlet petticoat jutted out over a hoop, as if she were standing 
in a balloon Moreover, her face was oval and pretty^ her hair dark be- 
neath the little cap, and her bright eyes possessed a sly freedom, which 
triumphed over those of Robin 

“Majoi IMolmeux dwells here,” said this fair woman 
Now, her voice was the sweetest Robin had heard that night, yet he 
could not help doubting whether that sweet voice spoke Gospel truth 
He looked up and down the mean street, and then surveyed* the house 
before which they stood It was a small, dark edifice of two stories, the 
second of which projected over the lower floor, and the front apartment 
had the aspect of a shop for petty commodities 

“Now, truly, I am m luck,” replied Robin, cunningly, “and so indeed 
is m\ kinsman, the Majoi, m having so pretty a housekeeper But I 
prithee trouble him to step to the door, I mil deliver him a message, 
from his friends m the country, and then go back to my lodgings at the 
inn ’ 
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ing along, but, though on both occasions, they paused to address him, 
such intercourse did not at all enlighten his perplexity They did but utter 
a few woids in some language of which Robin knew nothing, and per- 
ceiving his inability to answer, bestowed a curse upon him m plain 
English and hastened away Finally, the lad determined to knock at the 
door of every mansion that might appear worthy to be occupied by his 
kinsman, trusting that perseverance would overcome the fatality that 
had hitherto thwarted him Firm in this resolve, he was passing beneath 
the walls of a church, which formed the corner of two streets, when, as 
he turned into the shade of its steeple, he encountered a bulky stranger, 
muffled in a cloak The man was proceeding with the speed of earnest 
business, but Robin planted himself full before him, holding the oak 
cudgel with both hands across his body as a bar to further passage 
“Halt, honest man, and answer me a question,” said he, very resolutely 
“Tell me, this instant, whereabouts is the dwelling of my kinsman. Major 
Mohneuxi” 

“Keep your tongue between your teeth, fool, and let me pass'” said a 
deep, gruff voice, which Robin partly remembered “Let me pass, or I’ll 
strike you to the earth 1” 

“No, no, neighbor'” cried Robin, flourishing his cudgel, and then 
thrusting its larger end close to the man’s muffled face “No, no, I’m not 
the fool you take me for, nor do you pass till I have an answer to my 
question WQiereabouts is the dwelling of my kinsman. Major Molineux?” 

The stranger, instead of attempting to force his passage, stepped back 
into the moonlight, unmuffled his face, and stared full into that of Robin 
“Watch here an hour, and Major Molineux will pass by,” said he 
Robin gazed with dismay and astonishment on the unprecedented 
physiognomy of the speaker The forehead with its double prominence, 
the broad hooked nose, the shaggy eyebrows, and fiery eyes were those 
which he had noticed at the inn, but the man’s complexion had under- 
gone a singular, or, more properly, a twofold change One side of the 
face blazed an intense red, while the other was black as midnight, the 
division line bemg in the broad bridge of the nose , and a mouth which 
seemed to extend from ear to ear was black or red, m contrast to the 
color of the cheek The effect was as if two individual devils, a fiend of 
fire and a fiend of darkness, had united themselves to form this infernal 
visage The stranger grinned m Robin’s face, muffled his party-colored 
features, and was out of sight m a moment 
“Strange things we travellers see ' ” ejaculated Robin 
He seated himself, however, upon the steps of the church-door, resolv- 
ing to wait the appointed time for his kinsman A few moments were 
consumed m philosophical speculations upon the species of man who 
had just left him, but having settled this point shrewdly, rationally, and 
satisfactorily, he was compelled to look elsewheie for his amusement 
And first he threw his eyes along the street It was of more respectable 
appearance than most of those into which he had wandered, and the 
moon, creating, like the imaginative power, a beautiful strangeness in 
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familiar objects, gave something of romance to a scene that might not 
have possessed it m the light of day The irregular and often quaint ar 
hitecture of the houses, some of whose roofs were broken into numerous 
little peaks, while others ascended, sleep and narrow, into a single point 
and others again were square the pure snow white of some of their com 
plewons, the aged darkness of others, and the thousand sparklings, re 
fleeted from bright substances in the walls of many, these matters en 
gaged Robin’s attention for a while, and then began to grow wearisome 
Next he endeav ored to define the forms of distant objects, starting away, 
with almost ghostly indistinctness, just as his eye appeared to grasp 
them and finally he took a minute survey of an edifice which stood on 
the oppiosite side of the street, directly in front of the church door, where 
he was stationed It was a large, square mansion distinguished from its 
neighbors b> a balcony, which rested on tall pillars, and by an elaborate 
Gothic window communicating therewith 

' Perhaps this is the very house I have been seeking,” thought Robin 

Then he strov e to speed aw a> the time, by listening to a murmur which 
swept continually along the street, jet was scarcely audible, except to an 
unaccustomed car like his it was a low, dull, dreamy sound, compounded 
of many noises, each of which was at too great a distance to be separatelj 
heard Robin marvelled at this snore of a sleeping town, and marvelled 
more whenever its continuity was broken by now and then a distant 
shout, apparently loud where it originated But altogether it was asleep 
inspiring sound, and, to shake off its drowsy influence Robin arose and 
climbed a window frame, that he might view the interior of the church 
There the moonbeams came trembling m and fell down upon the de 
serted pews, and extended along the quiet aisles A fainter yet more aw 
ful radiance was hovering around the pulpit, and one solitary ray had 
dared to rest upon the open page of the great Bible Had nature, in that 
deep hour, become a worshipper m the hou^e w-hich man had builded? 
Or was that heavenly light the visible sanctity of the place — visible be 
cause no earthly and impure feet were within the walls? The scene made 
Robin s heart shiver with a sensation of loneliness stronger than he had 
ever felt m the remotest depths of his native woods so he turned away 
and sat down again before the door There were graves around the 
church, and now an uneasy thought obtruded into Robin’s breast W’hat 
if the object of his search, which had been so often and so strangely 
thwarted, were all the time mouldering m his shroud? \Vhat if his kins 
man should glide through yonder gate, and nod and smile to him m dimly 
passing by? 

“Oh that any breathing thing were here with mel” said Robin 

Recalling his thoughts from this uncomfortable track, he sent them 
over forest, hill, and stream, and attempted to imagine how that evening 
of ambiguity and weariness had been spent by his father s household He 
pictured them assembled at the door, beneath the tree, the great old 
tree which had been spared for its huge twisted trunk and venerable 
shade, when a thousand leafy brethren fell There at the going down of 
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the summer sun, it was his father’s custom to perform domestic worship, 
that the neighbors might come and join with him lilce brothers of the 
family, and that the wayfaring man might pause to drinlc at that foun- 
tain, and keep his heart pure by freshening the memoiy of home Robin 
distinguished the seat of every individual of the little audience, he saw 
the good man m the midst, holding the Scriptures in the golden light that 
fell from the western clouds , he beheld him close the book and all rise up 
to pray He heard the old thanksgivmgs for daily mercies, the old sup- 
plications for their continuance, to which he had so often listened in 
weariness, but which were now among his dear remembrances He per- 
ceived the slight inequality of his father’s voice when he came to speak 
of the absent one , he noted how his mother turned her face to the broad 
and knotted trunk, how his elder brother scorned, because the beard was 
rough upon his uppei lip, to permit his features to be moved, how the 
younger sister drew down a low hanging branch before her eyes, and 
how the little one of all, whose sports had hitherto broken the decorum 
of the scene, understood the prayer for her playmate, and burst into 
clamorous grief Then he saw them go m at the door , and when Robin 
would have entered also, the latch tinkled into its place, and he was ex- 
cluded from his home 

“Am I here, or there?” cried Robin, starting, for all at once, when his 
thoughts had become visible and audible in a dream, the long, wide, soli- 
tary street shone out before him 

He aroused himself, and endeavored to fix his attention steadily upon 
the large edifice which he had surveyed before But still his mind kept 
vibrating between fancy and reality, by turns, the pillars of the balcony 
lengthened into the tall, bare stems of pines, dwindled down to human 
figures, settled again into their true shape and size, and then commenced 
a new succession of changes For a single moment, when he deemed him- 
self awake, he could have sworn that a visage one which he seemed to 
remember, yet could not absolutely name as his kinsman’s was looking 
towards him from the Gothic wmdow A deeper sleep wrestled with and 
nearly overcame him, but fled at the sound of footsteps along the oppo- 
site pavement Robin rubbed his eyes, discerned a man passing at the 
foot of the balcony, and addressed him m a loud, peevish, and lamentable 
cry 

“Hallo, friend! must I wait here all night for my lansman. Major 
Molmeux?” 

The sleeping echoes awoke, and answered the voice, and the passen- 
ger, barely able to discern a figure sitting in the oblique shade of the 
steeple, traversed the street to obtain a nearer view He was himself a 
gentleman in his prime, of open, intelligent, cheerful, and altogether pre- 
possessing countenance Perceiving a country youth, apparently homeless ■ 
and without friends, he accosted him in a tone of real kindness, which 
had become strange to Robm’s ears. 

“Well, my good lad, why are you sitting here?” inquired he ‘^Can I be 
of service to you in any way"?” 
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*1 im afraid not, sir,” replied Robin, despondingly, “yet I shall take 
It kindlj , 1 f 3 ou 11 answr me a single question I’v c been searching, half 
the night, for one Major Afolmeux non, sir, is there really such a person 
in lhc<!e parts, or am I dreaming^” 

“Major Molmeu^' The name is not altogether strange to me,^ said the 
gentleman, smiling “Ha\e jou an\ objection to telling me the nature of 
jour business nith him?” 

Then Robin bneflj related that his father nas a clergjanan, settled on 
a small salary, at a long distance back in the country, and that he and 
1 Major Molincux Trcrc brolliers* children TTic Major, having inherited 
nches, and acquired ci\il and military rank, had \isitcd his cousin in 
great pomp, a j car or two before, had manifested much interest in Robin 
and an elder brother, and, being childless himself, had thrown out hints 
respecting the future establishment of one of them m life The elder 
brother was dcslincd to succeed to the farm which his father ailti\ated in 
the intenal of sacred duties it was therefore determined that Robin 
should profit by his kinsman’s generous intentions, especially as he 
seemed to be rallier the fas onto, and was thought to possess other nec 
cssary endowments 

Tor I ha^e the name of being a shmwd jouth ob'craed Robin in 
this part of his story 

‘I doubt not jou desen c it ” replied his new friend good naiurcdly 
‘but pray proceed ” 

“Well <ir, being ncarU eighteen years old and well growai as you 
see ” continued Robin, drawing him^If up to his full height I thought 
It high time to begin In the a orld So my mother and sister put me m 
handsome trim, and my father ga\c me half the remnant of his last year s 
salary , and fi\c davs ago I started for this place, to pay tlic Major a visit 
But, would you bclicNai it, sirl I cro5<cd the ferry a little after dark and 
ha\e yet found noliodj that would show me the wa\ to his dwelling 
only an hour or two since, I was told to wail here, and Major Molineua 
would pass by ” 

“Can you describe the man who told you this? Inquired the gentle 
man 

‘Oh, he was a aery ill fa^orcd fellow, sir’ replied Robin, with two 
great bumps on his forehead, a hook no^e ficrv eyes, and, what strucl 
me as the strangest. Ins face was of two dilTerent colors Do you happen 
to know such a man sir? 

“Not intimately,” answered the stranger, ‘but I chanced to meet him 
a little time preaious to your stopping me I bchc\e you may trust his 
word, and that the Major will aery shortly pass through this street In 
the mean time, as I have a singular curiosity to witness your meeting I 
will sit down here upon the steps and bear you company ” 

He seated himself accordingly, and soon engaged his companion m am 
mated discourse It was but of brief continuance, however, for a noise of 
shouting, which had long been remotely audible, drew so much nearer 
that Robin inquired its cause 
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‘‘What may be the meaning of this uproar?” asked he “Truly, if your 
town be always as noisy, I shall find little sleep while I am an inhabi- 
tant ” 

“"Why, indeed, friend Robin, there do appear to be three or four riot- 
ous fellows abroad to-night,” replied the gentleman “You must not ex- 
pect all the stillness of your native woods here m our streets But the 
watch will shortly be at the heels of these lads and” — 

“Ay, and set them m the stocks by peep of day,” interrupted Robin, 
recollecting his own encounter with the drowsy lantern-bearer “But, dear 
sir, if I may trust my ears, an army of watchmen would never make head 
against such a multitude of rioters There were at least a thousand voices 
went up to make that one shout ” 

“May not a man have several voices, Robin, as •well as tAvo complex- 
ions?” said his friend 

“Perhaps a man may, but Heaven forbid that a woman should'” re- 
sponded the shrewd youth, thmkmg of the seductive tones of the Major’s 
housekeeper 

The sounds of a trumpet in some neighboring street now became so ev- 
ident and continual, that Robin’s curiosity was strongly excited In addi- 
tion to the shouts, he heard frequent bursts from many instruments of 
discord, and a wild and confused laughter filled up the intervals Robin 
rose from the steps, and looked wnstfully towards a point wdiither people 
seemed to be hastening 

“Surely some prodigious merry-making is going on,” exclaimed he “I 
have laughed very little since I left home, sir, and should be sorry to lose 
an opportunity Shall we step round the corner by that darkish house, 
and tdie our share of the fun?” 

“Sit down again, sit down, good Robin,” replied the gentleman, laying 
his hand on the skirt of the gray coat “You foiget that we must wrait here 
for your kinsman , and there is reason to believe that he 'vs'ill pass by, in 
the course of a very few moments ” 

The near approach of the uproar had now disturbed the neighborhood , 
windows flew open on all sides , and many heads, m the attire of the pil- 
low, and confused by sleep suddenly broken, were protruded to the gaze 
of whoever had leisure to observe them Eager voices hailed each other 
fiom house to house, all demanding the explanation, w'hich not a soul 
could give Half-dressed men hurried towards the unknown commotion, 
stumbling as they went over the stone steps that thrust themselves into 
the narrow foot-walk The shouts, the laughter, and the tuneless bray, 
the antipodes of music, came onwards with increasing dm, till scattered 
individuals, and then denser bodies, began to appear round a corner at 
the distance of a hundred yards 

“Will you recognize your kinsman, if he passes in this crowd?” in- 
quiied the gentleman 

Indeed, I can’t warrant it, sir, but I’ll take my stand here, and keep 
a bright lookout,” answered Robin, descending to the outer edge of the 
pavement 
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A mightj streim of people now emptied into the street, and came roll 
ing slowly towards the church A single horseman wheeled the comer in 
the midst of them, and close behind him came a band of fearful wiDd 
instruments, «iending forth a fresher discord now that no intervening ’ 
buildings kept it from the car Then a redder light disturbed the moon 
beams, and a dcn*Kj multitude of torches shone along the street, conceal 
ing b) Ihcir glare •whalc\cr object thc> illuminated The single horse 
man clad m a mililarj dress, and bearing a drawn sword, rode onward 
as the leader, and, b> his fierce and \aricgatcd countenance, appeared 
like war personified the red of one clieck was an emblem of fire and 
sword the blicl^ness of the other betokened the mourning that attends 
tlicm In his train were wild figures in the Indian dress, and manj fan 
tastic shapes without a model gwing the whole march a visionary air, as 
if a dream had broken forth from some feverish brain, and were sweep 
ing visiblj through the midnight streets A mass of people, inactive cv 
cept as applauding •spectators, hemmed the procession m and several 
women ran along the stdcwalh, piercing the confusion of heavier sounds 
with their shrill voices of mirth or terror 

"The double faced fellow hxs Ins eye upon me muttered Robin with 
an indefinite but an uncomfortable idea that he was himself to bear a 
part m the pageantry 

The leader turned himscU in the saddle, and fived Ins glance full upon 
the counliy >ouih, as the steed went <lowl) hy When Robin had freed 
his ejes from those fierj ones, the musicians were passing before him, 
and the torclics were close at hand, but the unslead> brightness of th 
latter formed a veil which he could not penetrate The rattling of wheels 
over the stones sometimes found iLs \va> to his cir, and confused traces 
of a human form appeared at intervals, and then melted into the vivid 

light A moment more, and the-lcader thundered a command to halt the 

trumpets vomiletl a Iiornd breath, and then held their peace the shouts 
and laughter of the people died awaj and tlicre remained onI> a iimver 
sal hum, allied to silence Right before Robins c>cs was an uncovered 
cart There the torches blazed the brightest, there the moon shone out 
like da>, and there, in tar and fcatheiy dignil>, sat his kinsman, Major 
Mohncuxl 

He was an cldcrl> man, of large and majestic person, and strong, 
square features betokening a steady soul but steady as it was, his enc 
mies had found means to shake it His face was pale as death, and far 
n ore ghastly, the broad forehead was contracted m his agony, so that 
his eyebrows formed one grizzled line his eyes were red and wild, and 
the foam hung white upon lus quivering lip His whole frame was agi 
tated by a quick and continual tremor, which his pride strove to quell, 
even m those circumstances of overwhelming humiliation But perhaps 
the bitterest pang of all was when his eyes met those of Robin for he 
evidently knew him on the instant, as the youth stood witnessing the foul 
disgrace of a head grouai gray m honor They stared at each other in 
silence, and Robin’s knees shook, and his hair bristled, with a mixture of 
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pity and terror. Soon, however, a bewildering excitement began to seize 
upon his mind, the preceding adventures of the night, the unexpected 
’ appearance of the crowd, the torches, the confused dm and the hush that 
1 followed, the spectre of his kinsman reviled by that great multitude, 
all this, and, more than all, a perception of tremendous ridicule in the 
whole scene, affected him with a sort of mental inebriety At that moment 
a voice of sluggish merriment saluted Robin’s ears, he turned instinc- 
tively, and just behmd the corner of the church stood the lantern-bearer, 
rubbing his eyes, and drowsily enjoying the lad’s amazement Then he 
heaid a peal of laughter like the ringing of silvery bells, a woman 
twitched his arm, a saucy eye met his, and he saw the lady of the scar- 
let petticoat A sharp, dry cachinnation appealed to his memory, and, 
standing on tiptoe in the crowd, with his white apron over his head, he 
beheld the courteous little innkeeper And lastly, theie sailed over the 
heads of the multitude a great, broad laugh, broken in the midst by two 
sepulchral hems, thus, ''Haw, haw, haw, hem, hem, haw, haw, haw. 

The k>und proceeded from the balcony of the opposite edifice, and 
thither Robin turned his eyes In fiont of the Gothic window stood the 
old citizen, wrapped in a wide gown, his gray periwig exchanged for a 
nightcap, which Was thrust back from his forehead, and his silk stockings 
hangihg about his legs He supported himself on his polished cane m a fit 
of convulsive merriment, which manifested itself on his solemn old fea- 
tures lilce a funny inscription on a tombstone Then Robin seemed to hear 
the voices of the barbers, of the guests of the inn, and of all who had 
made sport of him that night The contagion was spreading among the 
multitude, when all at once, it seized upon Robin, and he sent forth a 
shout of laughter that echoed through the street, every man shook his 
sides, every man emptied his lungs, but Robin’s shout was the loudest 
there The cloud-spints peeped from their silvery islands, as the congre- 
gated mirth went roaring up the sky> The Man in the Moon heard the 
far bellow "Oho,” quoth he, "the old earth is frolicsome to-night'” 

When there was a momentary calm in that tempestuous sea of sound, 
the leader gave the sign, the procession resumed its march On they went, 
lilce fiends that throng m mockery around some dead potentate, mighty 
no more, but majestic still in his agony On they went, m counterfeited 
pomp, in senseless uproar, m frenzied merriment, trampling all on an old 
man’s heart On swept the tumult, and left a silent street behind 


'‘Well, Robin, are you dreaming?” inquired the gentleman, laying hi 
hand on the youth’s shoulder 

Robin started, and withdrew his arm from the stone post to which ■ 
had instinctively clung, as the living stream rolled by him His cheek v, 
somewhat pale, and his eye not quite as lively as in the earlier part of 
evening. 
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‘ \\ jU >ou be kind enough to «^how me the v,ay to the ferry?” said he, 
after a moment s pau*^ 

'‘\ou hi\c, then, adopted a new subject of inquirj?’ observed his 
companion, wUh a smile 

‘ \n)j , ) c^, sir,” repbed Rnbm, rather dr>l> “Thanks to you, and to 
ro> other (nends, I have at Kal met m> kinsman, and he will scarce de 
sire to 'icc m> face again I hegm to grow Mcarv of a town life, sir Will 
> ou *^how me the wa> to the ferrj ?” 

‘No m> good friend Robin, — not to-nighl, at least,” said the gentle 
man “Some few da} s hence, if jouwish it,l will <pced>ou on>our jour 
nev Or, if }ou prefer to remain with perhaps, as >ou arc a shrewd 
}'oulh }ouma} n o m the world without the help of } OUT kinsman "Ma 
lor Molincux ' 





